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AN EVERY-DAY STORY. 


CHAPTER XXX IH. 

Brightening Prospects. 

||T was a da y or two afterwards, that 
Mr. Gibson made time to ride round 
by Hamley, desirous to leam more 
exact particulars of this scheme for 
Roger than he oould obtain from 
any extraneous source, and rather 
puzzled to know whether he should 
interfere in the project or not. 
The state of the case was this : — 
Osborne’s symptoms were, in Mr. 
Gibson’s opinion, signs of his hav- 
ing a fatal disease. Dr. Nicholls 
had differed from him on this head, 
and Mr. Gibson knew that the o^d 
physician had had long experience, 
and was considered very skilful in 
the profession. Still he believed 
that he himself was right, and, if 
so, the complaint was one which 
might continue for years in the 
same state as at present, or .might 
end the joung man’s life in an hour — a minute. Supposing that Mr. 
Gibson was right, would it be well for Roger to be away wttffte no 
sodden presence could reach him — away for two years? 

* Tot if the rf&ar was concluded, the interference of a medical man 
altfit accelerate the veiy evil to be feared; and after all Dv. Nkfcolli 
WL XHr— #0. ,67.’ ^ 1, v 
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Wight be right, and the symptoms might proceed from some other 
cause. Might? Tes. Probably did? No. Mr. Gibson could not 
bring himself to say yes to this latter form of sentence. So he rode 
on, meditating ; his reins slack, his head a little bent. It was one of 
those Btill and lovely autumn days when the red and yellow leaves 
are hanging-pegs to dewy, brilliant gossamer-webs ; when the hedges 
M fell of trailing brambles, loaded with ripe blackberries ; when 
the air is fell of the farewell whistles and pipes of birds, clear and 
short— not the long full-throated warbles of spring; when the whirr 
of the partridge's wings is heard in the stubble-fields, as the sharp 
hoof-blows fall on the paved lanes; when here and there a leaf floats 
and flutters down to the ground, although there is not a single breath 
of wind. The country surgeon felt the beauty of the seasons perhaps 
more than most men. He saw more of it by day, by night, in storm 
and sunshine, or in the still, soft, cloudy weather. He never spoke 
about what he felt on the subject; indeed, he did not put his feelings 
into words, even to himself. But if his mood ever approached to the 
sentimental, it was on such days as this. He rode into the stable-yard, 
gave his horse to a man, and went into the house by a side entrance. In 
the passage he met the squire. 

M That's capital, Gibson I what good wind blew you here ? You’ll 
have some lunch ? it’s on the table, I only just this minute left the room.” 
And he kept shaking Mr. Gibson’s hand all the time till he had placed 
1dm, nothing loth, at the well-covered dndng4abk. 

u What’s this I hear about Roger ? " mSA Mr. Gibson, plunging at once 
into the subject. 

“ Aha 1 so you've heard, have you? Ufa famous is it not ? He’s a 
boy to be proud of, is old Roger. Steady Roger; we wed to think him 
slow, bat it seems to me that slow and sure wins the ana. But tell me ; 
what have you heard ? how much is known ? Nay, you mutt hare aglass 
fell. It's old ale, such as we don’t brew new-a-daye; dl n 

Osborne. We brewed it that autumn, and we called it fee yuan g sqxBxes 
ale. I thought to have tapped it on his amzriage* but I don’t know when 
that will come to pass, so we've tapped k now hi Bogarts fcaoonr," 

The old squire had evidently been enjoying fee yong squire’s 
ale to the verge of prudence. A WnsMmd ns hepnid, Wong 
as brandy," and Mr. Gibson bad to sip it very cs wfefl y ea he ale his 
sold roast beef. 

u Well! and what have you heard? Therab a Ml to hear, and all 
good news* though I shall miss the lad, I know that." 

4 ‘*1 did not know it was settled; X only heard that it was. in 

pwgfcsn" 

* WeO, it was only in progress, at yon call k, tffllofc Tuesday. He 
haver let me know anything about it, though ; 3m mya he thought I might 
be fidgety with thinking of the pros and eons. So I never knew a word 
ou&tiU 1 had a letter flues my Load HoHingford— where is it?" pulling 



out * great Uiok leathern neoeptasefe for aB. manner «f yfc pc ca. And 
putting on his spectacles, he read aloud their headings. 

“ * Measurement of timber, new railways,' 1 drench for costs, from 
Fanner Hayes,' ‘ iJobson's accounts,' — *um 'urn — here it is. Hour read 
that letter," handing it to Mr. Gibson. 

It was a manly, feeling, sensible letter, explaining to the old Atber hi 
very simple language the services which were demanded by the terms of 
the will to which lie and two or three others were trustees $ the liberal 
allowance for expenses, the still mote liberal reward &r performance, which 
had tempted several men of considerable renown to offer themselves as 
candidates for the appointment. Lord HoUingford then went on to say 
that, having seen a good deal of Roger lately, since the publication of his 
article in reply to the French osteologist, he had Jmd season to think that 
in him the trustees would find united the various qualities required in a 
greater measure than in any of the applicants who had at that time pre- 
sented themselves. Roger had deep interest in the subject ; much acquired 
knowledge, and at the same time, great natural powers of comparison, and 
classification of facts ; he had shown himself to be an observer of a fine 
and accurate kind, he was of the right age, in the vexy prime of health and 
strength, and unshackled by any family ties. Here Mr. Gibson paused for 
consideration. He hardly cared to ascertain by what steps the result had 
been arrived at — he already knew what that result was; but his mind was 
again arrested as his eye caught on the remuneration offered, which was 
indeed most liberal ; and then he Tead with attention the high praise 
bestowed on the son in this letter to the father. The .squire had been 
watching Mr. Gibson — waiting till he came to this part — and he rubbed 
his hands together as he said, — 

“ Ay ! you've come to it at last. It's the best part of the whole, is it 
not ? God bless the boy 1 and from a Whig, mind you, which makes it 
the more handsome. And there’s more to come stall. I say, Gibson, 
I think my luck is turning at last," passing him on yet another letter to 
Tead. “ That only came this morning ; but I've acted on it already, I sent 
for the foreman of the drainage works at once, I did; and to-morrow, 
please God, they'll be at work again." 

Mr. Gibson read the second letter, from Roger. To a certain degree 
it wq|p* modest repetition ofSwhat Lord Hollingfbrd had mid, with an 
explanation of how he had oojne to take so decided a step in life without 
consulting his father. He did not wish him to be in Suspense for one 
reason. Another was that he felt, as no one else could feel for him, that 
by accepting this offer, he entered upon the kind of life for which he knew 
himself to be the most fitted. And then he merged the whole into busi- 
ness.^ He said that he knew well the suffering his father had gone through 
when be bad*t* give up his drainage works for want of money; that be, 
Ssger, bad been enabled at onoe to raise money upon the remuneration bo 
waa to receive on the accomplishment of his two jeans' week ; and that 
he had insured his life at once, in qyder to provide for the repayment of 


* 
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the money he had raised, in case he did not live to retnm to England. 
He said that the sum he had borrowed on this security would at once be 
forwarded to his father. 

Mr. Gibson laid down the letter without speaking a word for some 
time; then he said, — 

“ He’ll have to pay a pretty sum for insuring his life beyond seas.” 

“ He has got hiB Fellowship money,” said the squire, a little depressed 
at Mr. Gibson's remark. 

44 Tes ; that’s true. And he’s a strong young fellow, as I know.” 

“ I wish I could tell his mother,” said the squiro in an under-tone. 

44 It seems all settled now,” said Mr. Gibson, more in reply to his own 
thoughts than to the squire’s remark. 

44 Yes 1 ” said the squire ; 44 and they’re not going to let the grass grow 
under his feet. He’s to be off as soon as he can get his scientific trapB 
ready. I almost wish he wasn’t to go. You don’t seem quite to like it, 
doctor ? ” 

44 Yes I do,” said Mr. Gibson in a more cheerful tone than before. 44 It 
can’t be helped now without doing a mischief,” thought lie to himself. 
44 Why, squire, I think it a great honour to have such a son. 1 envy you, 
that’s what I do. Here’s a lad of three or four and twenty distinguishing 
himself in more ways than one, and as simple and affectionate at home as 
any fellow need to be — not a bit set up.” 

44 Ay, ay ; hc’B twice as much a son to me as Obborne, who has been 
all his life set up on nothing at all, as one may say.” 

44 Gome, squire, I must not hear anything against Osborne ; we may 
praise one, without hitting at the other. Osborne has not had the strong 
health which lias enabled Roger to work as he has done. I met a man 
who knew his tutor at Trinity the other day, and of course we began 
oracking about Roger — it’s not every day that one can reckon a senior 
wrangler amongst one’s friends, and I’m nearly as proud of the lad as you 
are. This Mr. Mason told me the tutor said that only half of Roger’s 
success was owing to his mental powers ; the other half was owing to his 
perfect health, which enabled him to work harder and more continuously 
than most men without Buffering. He said that in all his experience he liad 
never known any one with an equal capacity for mental labour ; and that 
he oould come again with a fresh appetite to his studies after Sorter 
intervals of rest than most. Now I, being a doctor, trace a good deal of 
liie superiority to the material cause of a thoroughly good constitution, 
which Osborne has not got.” 

44 Osborne might have if he got out o’ doors more,” said the squire, 
moodily; 44 but except when he can loaf into Hollingfoid be does not care 
to go out at all. I hope,” he continued, with a glance of sudden sus- 
picion at Mr. Gibson, 44 he’s not after one of your girls ? I don’t mean 
any offence, you know ; but he’ll have the estate, and it won’t be free, and 
he must marry money. I don't think I could allow it in Roger ; but 
Osborne is the eldest son, you know.” 
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Mr. Gibson reddened ; be was offended for a moment. Then the 
partial truth of what the squire said was presented to his mind, and he 
remembered their old friendship, so he spoke quietly, if shortly. 

“ I don't believe ‘there's anything of the kind going on. I*m not much 
at home you know; but I’ve never heard or seen anything that should 
make me suppose that there is. When I do, I’ll let you know.” 

“ Now, Gibson, don’t go and be offended. I am glad for the boys to 
have a pleasant house to go to, and I thank you and Mrs. Gibson for 
making it pleasant. Only keep off love ; it can come to no good. That’s 
all. I don’t believe Osborne will ever earn a farthing to keep a wife 
during my life, and if I were to die to-morrow, she would have to bring 
some money to clear the estate. And if I do speak as I should not have 
done formerly — a little sharp or so — why, it’s because I've been worried 
by many a care no one knows anything of.” 

“ I’m not going to take offence,” said Mr. Gibson, “ but let us under- 
stand each other clearly. If you don’t want your sons to come as much to 
my house as they do, tell them so yourself. I like the lads, and am glad 
to see them ; but if they do come, you must take the consequences, what- 
ever they are, and not blame me, or them either, for what may hqppen 
from the frequent intercourse between two young men and two young 
women ; and what is more, though, as I said, I see nothing whatever of the 
kind you fear at present, and huve promised to tell you of the first 
symptoms I do see, yet farther than that I won’t go. If there iB an attach- 
ment at any future time, I won’t interfere.” 

“ I should not so much mind if Roger fell in love with your Molly. He 
can fight for himself, you see, and she’s an uncommon nice girl. My poor 
wife was so fond of her,” answered the squire. “ It’s Osborne and the 
estate I’m thinking of! ” 

“ Well, then, tell him not to come near us. I shall be sorry, but you 
will be safe.” 

“ I’ll think about it ; but he’s difficult to manage. I’ve always to get 
my blood well up before I can speak my mind to him. 1 ' 

Mr. Gibson was leaving the room, but at these words he turned and 
laid his hand on the squire’s arm. 

“Take my advice, squire. As I said, there is no harm done as 
yet, |p far as I know. Prevention is better than cure. Speak out, but 
speak gently to Osborne, and do it at once. I shall understand how 
it is if he does not show his face for some months in my house. If 
you speak gently to him, he’ll take the advice as from a friend. If 
he can assure you there’s no danger, of course he’ll come just as usual, 
when he likes.” 

It ifras all very fine giving the squire this good adviee ; but as Osborne 
had already formed the very kind of marriage his father most deprecated, 
it did not aot quite as well as Mr. Gibson had hoped. The squire began 
the conversation with unusual self-control; but he grew irritated when 
Osborne denied his father’s right to interfere in any marriage he might 
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<Mtaaphrie ; denied it with a certain degree of doggedness and weariness 
Of the subject that drove the squire into one of his passions ; and although 
on after reflection he remembered that he had his son's promise and 
solemn word not to think of either Cynthia or Molly for hiB wife, yet the 
fiMbor and son had passed through one of those altercations which help to 
estrange men for life. Each had Baid bitter things to the other ; and, if 
the brotherly affection had not been so true between Osborne and Roger, 
they too might have become alienated, in consequence of the squire's 
exaggerated and injudicious comparison of their characters and deeds. 
But as Boger in his boyhood had loved Osborne too well to be jealous of 
the praise and love the eldest son, the beautiful brilliant lad, had received, to 
the disparagement of his own plain awkwardness and slowness, so now 
Osborne strove against any feeling of envy or jealousy with all his might ; 
but his efforts were conscious, Roger's had been the simple consequence 
of affection, and the end to poor Osborne was that he became moody and 
depressed in mind and body ; but both father and son concealed their 
feelings in Roger’s presence. When he came home just before sailing, 
busy and happy, the squire caught his infectious energy, and Osborne 
looked up and was cheerful. 

There was no time to be lost. He was bound to a hot climate, and 
must take all advantage possible of the winter months. He was to go 
first to Paris, to have interviews with some of the scientific men there. 
Some of his outfit, instruments, &c. were to follow him to Havre, from 
which port he was to embark, after transacting his business in Paris. 
The squire learnt all his arrangements and plans, and even tried in 
after-dinner conversations to penetrate into the questions involved in the 
researches his son was about to make But Roger's visit home could not 
be prolonged beyond two days. 

The last day he rode into Hollingford earlier than he needed to have 
done to catch the London coach, in order to bid the Gibsons good-by. 
He had been too actively busy for some time to have leisure to bestow 
much thought on Cynthia ; but there was no need for fresh meditation on 
that subject. Her image as a prize to be worked for, to be served for 
seven years, aud seven years more, was safe and sacred in his heart. It 
was very bad, this going away, and wishing her good-by for two long 
years; and he wondered muoh during his ride how far he should be 
justified in telling her mother, perhaps in telling her own sweet self, what 
his feelings were without expecting, nay, indeed reprobating, any answer 
on her part. Then she would know at any rats how dearly she was 
beloved by one who was absent; how in all difficulties or dangers the 
thought of her would be a polar star, high up in the heavens, and so on, 
aadsnon; for with all a lover's quickness of imagination and triteness 
of fancy, he called her a star, a flower, a nymph, a witch, an angel,* or a 
mnrmnid; a nightingale, a siren, as one or another o£ her attribute rose 
wpbefore him. 
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CHAPTER YKYt v 

A Loyee’s Mistake. 

It was afternoon. Molly had gone out for a walk Mrs. Gibson had 
been paying some calls. Lazy Cynthia had declined accompanying either. 
A daily walk was not a necessity to her as it was to Molly* On a lovely 
day, or with an agreeable object, or .when the fancy took her, she could go 
aB far as any one ; but these were exceptional cases ; in general, she was 
not disposed to disturb herself from her in-door occupations. Indeed, not 
one of the ladies would have left the house, had they been aware that 
lioger was in the neighbourhood ; for they were aware that he was to come 
down but once before his departure, and that his stay at home then would 
be but for a short time, and they were all anxious to wish him good-by 
before his long absence. But they had understood that he was not coming 
to the Hall until the following week, and therefore they had felt them- 
selves at full liberty this afternoon to follow their own devices. 

Molly chose a walk that had been a favourite with her ever Bince she 
was a child. Something or other had happened just before she left home 
that made her begin wondering how far it was right for the sake of 
domestic peace to pass over without comment the little deviations from 
right that people perceive in those whom they live with. Or, whether, as 
they are placed in families for distinct purposes, not by chance merely, 
there are not duties involved in this aspect of their lot in life, — whether 
by continually passing over failings, their own standard is not lowered, — 
the practical application of these thoughts being a dismal sort of perplexity 
on Molly’s part as to whether her father was quite aware of her step- 
mother’s perpetual lapses from truth ; and whether his blindness was 
wilful or not. Then she felt bitterly enough that although she was sure 
as could be that there was no real estrangement between her and her 
father, yet that there were perpetual obstacles thrown in the way of their 
intercourse ; and she thought with a sigh that if he would but come in 
with authority, he might cut his way dear to the old intimacy with his 
daughter, and that they might have all the former walks and talks, and 
quips and cranks, and glimpses of real confidence once again ; things that 
her stepmother did not value, yet which she, like the dog in the manger, 
prevented Molly enjoying. But after all Molly was a girl, not so far 
removed from childhood ; and in the middle of her grave regrets and 
perplexities her eye was caught by the sight of some fine ripe black- 
berries flourishing away high up on the hedge-bank among scarlet hips 
end green and russet leaves. She did not care much for blackberries 
herself ; but rim had heard Cynthia say that she liked them ; and besides 
there was the, charm of scrambling and gathering them, so she forgot all 
about her troubles, and went climbing up the banks, and clutching at 
her almost iaacecarible prises, and slipping down again triumphant, to 
easry them back to the large leaf which was to serve her as a basket. 
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On or two of them die tasted, but they were as vapid to her palate as 
ever. The skirt of her pretty print gown was torn out of the gathers, 
and even with the fruit she had eaten “ her pietty lips with blackberries 
were all besmeared and dyed,” when, having gathered as many and more 
than she could possibly carry, Bhe set off home, hoping to escape into her 
room and mend her gown before it had offended Mrs. Gibson's neat eye. 
The front door was easily opened from the outside, and Molly was out of 
the clear light of the open air and in the shadow of the hall ; she saw a 
face peep out of the dining-room before she quite recognized who it was ; 
and then Mrs. Gibson came softly out, sufficiently at least to beckon 
her into the room. When Molly had entered Mrs. Gibson closed the 
door. Poor Molly expected a reprimand for her torn gown and untidy 
Appearance, but was soon relieved by the expression of Mrs. Gibson's 
face — mysterious and radiant. 

u I have been watching for you, dear. Don’t go upstairs into the 
drawing-room, love. It might be a little intenuption just now. Roger 
Ilamley is there with Cynthia ; and I’ve reason to think, in fact I did 
open the door unawares, but I shut it again softly, and I don't think they 
heard me. Is not it charming ? Young love, you know, ah, how Bweet 
it is ! »' 

“ Do you mean that Roger has proposed to Cynthia? " asked Molly. 

44 Not exactly that. But I don’t know ; of course I know nothing 
Only I did hear him say that he had meant to leave England without 
speaking of his love, but that the temptation of seeing her alone had 
been too great for him. It was symptomatic, was it not, my dear? And 
all I wanted was to let it come to a crisis without interruption. So I’ve 
been watching for you to prevent your going in and disturbing them. 1 ' 

44 But I may go to my own room, mayn’t I," pleaded Molly 

44 Of course,” scud Mrs. Gibson, a little testily. “ Only I had expected 
sympathy from you at such an interesting moment.” 

But Molly did not hear these last words. She had escaped upstairs, 
and had shut her door. Instinctively she had carried her leaf full of 
blackberries-— what would blackberries be to Cynthia now ? She felt as 
if she could not understand it all ; but as for that matter, what could she 
understand ? Nothing. For a few minutes her brain seemed in too great 
a whirl to comprehend anything but that she was being carried on in 
earth's diurnal course, with rocks, and stones, and trees, with as little 
volition on her part as if she were dead. Then the room grew stifling, 
and instinctively she went to the open casement window, and leant out, 
gasping for breath. Gradually the consciousness of the soft peaceful land- 
scape stole into her mind, and stilled the buzzing conftision. There, bathed 
in the almost level rays of the autumn sunlight, lay the landscape she had 
known and loved from childhood ; as quiet, as full of low humming life as 
it had been at this hour for many generations. The autumn flowers 
biased out in the garden below, the lazy cows were in the meadow beyond, 
chewing their end in the green aftermath; the evening fires had just been 
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made up in the cottages beyond, in preparation for the husband’s horned 
coming, and were sending up soft curls of blue smoke into the still air * 
the children, let loose from school, were shouting merrily in the distance, 

and she ‘Just then she heard nearer sounds ; an opened door, steps on 

the lower flight of stairs. He could not have gone without even seeing 
her. He never, never would have done so cruel a thing — never would 
have forgotten poor little Molly, however happy he might be. No 1 there 
were steps and voices, and the drawing-room door was opened and shut 
once more. She laid down her head on her arms that rested on the 
window-sill, and cried, — Bhe hod been so distrustful as to have let the idea 
enter her mind that he could go without wishing her good-by ; her, whom 
his mother had so loved, and called by the name of his little dead sister. 
And as she thought of the tender love Mrs. Hamley had borne her Bhe 
cried the more, for the vanishing of such love for her off the face of the 
earth. Suddenly the drawing-room door opened, and some one was heard 
coming upstairs ; it was Cynthia's step. Molly hastily wiped her eyes, 
and stood up and tried to look unconcerned ; it was all she had time to 
do before Cynthia, alter a little pause at the closed door, had knocked ; 
and on an answer being given, had said, without opening the door, — 
44 Molly ! Mr. Roger Hamley is here, and wants to wish you good-by 
before he goes.” Then she went downstairs again, as if anxious just at 
that moment to avoid even so short a t6te-fc-t6te with Molly. With a 
gulp and a lit of resolution, as a child mokes up its mind to swallow 
a nauseous dose of medicine, Molly went instantly downstairs. 

Roger was talking earnestly to Mrs. Gibson in the bay of the window 
when Molly entered ; Cynthia was standing near, listening, but taking no 
part in the conversation. Her eyes were downcast, and she did not look 
up as Molly drew shyly near. 

Roger was saying, — 44 1 could never forgive myself if I had accepted a 
pledge from her. She shall be free until my return ; but the hope, the words, 
her sweet goodness, have made me happy beyond description. Oh, Molly 1 ” 
suddenly becoming aware of her presence, and turning to her, and taking 
her hand in both of his, — “ I think you have long guessed my secret, 
have you not ? I once thought of speaking to you before I left, and 
confiding it all to you. But the temptation has been too great, I have 
told Cynthia how fondly I love her, as far as words can tell; and she 

says ” then he looked at Cynthia with passionate delight and seemed to 

forget in that gaze that he had left his sentence to Molly half |nished. 

Cynthia did not seem inclined to repeat her aaying, whatever it was, 
but her mother spoke for her. 

44 My dear sweet girl values your love as it ought to be valued, I am 
sure. And I believe,” looking at Cynthia and Roger with intelligent anch- # 
ness, 44 1 could tell tales as to the cause of her indisposition in the spring.” 

“ Mother,” said Cynthia suddenly, 44 you know it was no such thing. 
Pray don’t invent stories about me, I have engaged myself to Mr. Roger 
Hamley, and that is enough.” 
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u Enough 1 more than enough 1 ” said Roger. “ I will not accept 
your pledge. 1 am bound, but yon are free. I like to feel bound, it 
makes me happy and at peaoe, but with all the chances involved in the 
next two yean, you must not shackle yourself by promises.” 

Cynthia did not speak at once ; she was evidently revolving some- 
thing in her own mind. Mrs. Gibson took up the word. 

u You are very generous, I am sure. Perhaps it will be better not to 
mention it.” 

“I would much rather have it kept a secret,” said Cynthia, inter- 
rupting. 

“ Certainly, my dear love. That was just what I was going to say. 
I once knew a young lady who heard of the death of a young man in 
America, whom she had known pretty well ; and she immediately said 
die had been engaged to him, and even went so lar as to put on weeds ; 
and it was a false report, for he came back well and merry, and declared 
to everybody be bad never bo much as thought about her. So it was very 
awkward for her. These things had much better be kept secret until the 
proper time has come for divulging them.” 

Even then and there Cynthia could not resist the temptation of 
saying, — “Mamma, I will promise you I won’t put on weeds, whatever 
reports come of Mr. Roger Ham ley.” 

“ Roger, please 1 ” he put in, in a tender whisper. 

“ And you will all be witnesses that he has professed to think of me, 
if he is tempted afterwards to deny the tact. But at the same time I wish 
it to be kept a secret until his return — and I am sure you will all be so 
kind as to attend to my wish. Please, Soger / Please, Molly ! Mamma! 
I must especially beg it of you 1 ” 

Roger would have granted anything when she asked him by that 
name, and in that tone. He took her hand in silent pledge of his reply. 
Molly felt as if she could never bring herself to name the affair as a 
common piece of news. So it was only Mrs. Gibson answered aloud, — ■ 

“ My dear child 1 why ‘ especially ’ to poor me ? You know I’m the 
most trustworthy person alive ! ” 

The little pendule on the chimney-piece struck the half-hour. 

“ I must go I ” said Roger, in dismay. “ I had no idea it was so late. 
I shall write from Pam. The coach will be at the George by this time, 
and will only stay five minutes. Dearest Cynthia—” he took her 
hand, end then, as if the temptation was irresistible, he drew her to him 
end kneed her. M Only remember you are free ! ” said he, as he released 
her and passed on to Mrs. Gibson. 

“If I had considered myself free,” mid Cynthia, blushing & little, 
'but ready with her repartee to the last, — “if I had tho ught myself 
free, d» yen think I would have allowed that l ” 

Then Molly's turn came ; and the eld brotherly t endernes s came back 
into hie look, his voice, hie bearing. 

“Molly ! you won't forget me, I know ; I shell oarer finget you, nor 
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your goodness to— her.” His voice began to quiver, and it was best to 
be gone. Mrs. Gibson was pouring out, unheard and unheeded, words of 
farewell ; Cynthia was re-arranging some flowers in a vase on the table, 
the defects in which had caught her artistic eye, without the consciousness 
penetrating to her mind. Molly stood, numb to the heart; neither glad 
nor sorry, nor anything but stunned. She felt the slackened touch of the 
warm grasping hand ; she looked up — for till now her eyes had been down- 
cast, as if there were heavy weights to their lids — and the place was 
empty where he had been ; his quick step was heard on the Btair, the 
front door was opened and shut ; and then as quick as lightning Molly 
ran up to the front attic — the lumber-room, whose window commanded 
the street down which he must pass. The window-clasp was unused and 
stiff, Molly tugged at it — unless it was open, and her head put out, that 
last chance would be gone. 

“ I must see him again ; I must 1 I must 1 ” she wailed out, as she 
was pulling. There he was, running hard to catch the London coach ; 
his luggage had been left at the George before he came up to wish the 
Gibsons good-by. In all his hurry, Molly saw him tu/n round and 
shade his eyes from the level rays of the westering sun, and rake the 
house with his glances — in hopes, she knew, of catching one more glimpse 
of Cynthia. But apparently he saw no one, not even Molly at the attic 
casement ; for she had drawn back when he had turned, and kept herself 
in shadow ; for she had no right to put herself forward as the one to 
watch and yearn for farewell signs. None came— another moment — he 
was out of sight for years. 

She shut the window softly, and shivered all over. She left the attic 
and went to her own room ; but she did not begin to take off her out-of- 
door things till she heard Cynthia's foot on the stairs. Then she hastily 
went to the toilet-table, and began to untie her bonnet-strings ; but they 
were in a knot, and took time to undo. Cynthia's step stopped at Molly’s 
door; she opened it a little and said,—' “ May I oome in, Molly t 99 

“ Certainly,” said Molly, longing to be able to say “ No ” all the 
time. Molly did not turn to meet her, so Cynthia came up behind her, 
and putting her two hands round Molly's waist, peeped over her shoulder, 
putting out her lips to be kissed. Molly could not resist the action— the 
mute entreaty for a caress. But in the moment before she had Caught 
reflections of the two faces in the glass ; her own, red-eyed, pale, with 
lips dyed with blackberry juioe, her curls tangled, her bonnet pulled 
awry, her gown tom — and contrasted it with Cynthia’s brightness and 
bloom, and the trim elegance of her dress. “ Oh t it is no wonder ! ’* 
thought poor Molly, as At turned round, and put her arms round 
Cynthia, and laid her head for an instant on her riioulder — the Weaiy, 
aching head that sought a loving pillow in that supreme momeht l The 
next she had raised herself, and had taken Cynthia’s two hands, and was 
holding her off a little, the better to road her fitoe. 

« Cynthia! you do love him dearly, don’t you t" 
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Cynthia winced a little aside from the penetrating steadiness of those 
eyes. 

44 Yon speak with all the solemnity of an adjuration, Molly 1 ” said she, 
laughing a little at first to cover her nervousness, and then looking up at 
Molly. 44 Don’t you think I have given a proof of it ? But you know I’ve 
often told you I’ve not the gift of loving; I said pretty much the same 
thing to him. I can respect, and I fancy I can admire, and I can like, 
but I never feel carried off my feet by love for any one, not even for you, 
little Molly, and I am sure I love you more than ” 

“ No, don’t ! ” said Molly, putting her hand before Cynthia’s mouth, in 
almost a passion of impatience. 44 Don’t, don’t — I won’t hear you — I 
ought not to have asked you — it makes you tell lies ! ” 

“Why, Molly!” said Cynthia, in her turn seeking to read Molly’s 
face, “ what’s the matter with you ? One might think you cared for him 
yourself.” 

“ I ? ” said Molly, all the blood rushing to her heart suddenly ; then it 
returned, and she had courage to speak, and Bhe spoke the truth as she 
believed it, though not the real actual truth. 

44 I do care for him ; I think you have won the love of a prince amongst 
men. Why, I am proud to remember that he has been to me as a brother, 
and I love him as a sister, and I love you doubly because he has honoured 
you with his love.” 

“ Come, that’s not complimentary I " said Cynthia, laughing, but not 
ill-pleased to hear her lover’s praises, and even willing to depreciate him a 
little dn order to hear more. 

“ He’s well enough, I daresay, and a great deal too learned and clever 
for a stupid girl like me; but even you must acknowledge he is very 
plain and awkward ; and I like pretty things and pretty people.” 

44 Cynthia, I won’t talk to you about him. You know you don’t mean 
what you are saying, and you only say it out of contradiction, because I 
praise him. He shan’t be run down by you, even in joke.” 

44 Well, then, we won’t talk of him at all. I was so surprised when he 
began to speak — so—” and Cynthia looked very lovely, blushing and 
dimpling up as she remembered his words and looks. Suddenly she 
recalled herself to the present time, and her eye caught on the leaf full of 
blackberries — the broad green leaf, so fresh and crisp when Molly had 
gathered it an hour or so ago, but now soft and flabby, and dying. Molly 
saw it, too, and felt a strange kind of sympathetic pity for the poor 
inanimate leaf. 

44 Oh ! what blackberries ! you’ve gathered them for me, I know ! ” 
said Cynthia, sitting down and beginning to feed herself daintily, touching 
them lightly with the ends of her taper fingers, and dropping each ripe 
berry into her open mouth. When she had eaten about half she stopped 
aud^anly short 

44 How I should like to have gone as far as Paris with hitn,” she 
exclaimed. 44 1 suppose it would not have been proper $ but how pleasant 
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it would have been. I remember at Boulogne ” (another blackberry) 
44 how I used to envy the English who were going to Paris ; it seemed to 
me then* as if nobody stopped at Boulogne, but dull, stupid school-girls." 

44 When will he be there ? " asked Molly. 

“ On Wednesday, he said. Pm to write to him there ; at any rate 
he is going to write to me." 

Molly weAt about the adjustment of her dress in a quiet, business-like 
manner, not speaking much ; Cynthia, although Bitting still, seemed very 
restless. Oh ! how much Molly wished that she would go. 

44 Perhaps, after all," said Cynthia, after a pause of apparent medita- 
tion, “ we shall never be married." 

41 Why do you say that ? " said Molly, almost bitterly. 44 You have 
nothing to make you think so. I wonder how you can bear to think you 
won’t, even for a moment." 

44 Oh ! " said Cynthia; 44 you must not go and take me au grand 
serieux. 1 daresay I don’t mean what I say, but you see everything Beems 
a dream at present. Still, I think the chances are equal — the chances for 
and against our marriage, I mean. Two years ! it’s a long time; he may 
change his mind, or I may ; or some one else may turn up, and I may get 
engaged to him : what should you think of that, Molly ? Pm putting such 
a gloomy thing as death quite on one side, you see ; yet in two years how 
much may happen.” 

44 Don’t talk so, Cynthia, please don’t," said Molly, piteously. 44 One 
would think you did not care for him, and he cares so much for you 1 " 

44 Why, did I say I did not care for him ! I was only calculating chances. 
I am sure I hope nothing will happen to prevent the marriage. Only, you 
know it may, and I thought I was taking a step in wisdom, in looking 
forward to all the evils that might befall. I am sure all the wise people I 
have ever known thought it a virtue to have gloomy proguoBtics of the 
future. But you’re not in a mood for wisdom or virtue, I see; so I’ll go and 
get ready for dinner, and leave you to your vanities of dress." 

She took Molly’s face in both her hands, before Molly was aware of 
her intention, and kissed it playfully. Then she left Molly to herself. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

The Mother's Manoeuvre. 

Mr. Gibson was not at home at dinner — detained by some patient, 
most probably. This was not an unusual occurrence ; but it was rather 
an unusual occurrence for Mrs. Gibson to go down into the dining-room, 
and sit with him as he ate his deferred meal when be came in an hour or 
two later. In general, she preferred her easy-chair, or her corner of the 
soft, upstairs in the drawing-room, though it was very rarely that she 
would 4 allow Molly to avail herself of her stepmother’s neglected privilege. 
Molly would fain have gone down and kept her lather company every 



14 


WIVES AND DAUGHTERS. 


sight Iht lie hid these solitary meals; but for peace and quietness die 
gmW her own wishes on the subject. 

Mrs* Gibson took a seat by toe fire in toe dining-room, and patiently 
waited for toe auspicious moment when Mr. Gibson, having satisfied his 
healthy appetite, turned from toe table, and took his place by her side. 
She got up, and with unaccustomed attention die moved toe wine and 
glasses so that he could help himself without moving from his chair. 

* There, now 1 are you comfortable ? for I have a great piece of news 
to tell you 1 ” said she, when all was arranged. 

“ I thought there was something on hand,' 1 said he, smiling. “ Now 
for it 1 ” 

u Roger Hamley has been here this afternoon to bid us good-by.” 

44 Good-by ! Is he gone ? I did not know he was going so soon 1 ” 
exclaimed Mr. Gibson. 

44 Yes : never mind, that’s not it.” 

“Bat tell me; has he left this neighbourhood? I wanted to have 
seen him.” 

44 Yes, yes. He left love and regret, and all that Bort of thing for you. 
Now let me get on with my story : he found Cynthia alone, proposed to 
her, and was accepted.” 

44 Cynthia? Roger proposed to her, and she aocepted him ? ” repeated 
Mr. Gibson, slowly. 

44 Yes, to be sure. Why not ? you speak as if it was something bo very 
surprising.” 

44 Did I? But I am surprised. He is a very fine young fellow, and 
I wish Cynthia joy ; but do you like it ? It will have to be a very long 
engagement” 

44 Perhaps,” said she, in a knowing manner. 

44 At any rate he will be away for two years,” said Mr. Gibson. 

44 A great deal may happen in two years,” she replied. 

14 Yes 1 he will have to run many Tisks, and go into many dangers, and 
will come back no nearer to toe power of maintaining a wife than when he 
went out” 

14 1 don’t know that,” toe replied, still in toe arch manner of one pos- 
sessing superior knowledge. 44 A little bird did tell me that Osborne’s life 
is not so very secure ; and then — what will Roger be ? Heir to toe estate.” 

44 Who told you that about Osborne ? ” said he, facing round upon her, 
and frightening her with his sudden sternness of voice and maimer. It 
seemed as if absolute fire came out of his long dark sombre eyes. 44 Who 
told you, I say ? ” 

She made a faint rally back into her former playfulness. 

44 Why ? can you deny it? Is it not toe truth ? ” 

44 1 ask yon again, Hyacinth, who told you that Osborne Hamley’s li fe 
kin mm danger than mine — or yours? ” 

14 Oh, don’t speak in that frightening way. My life is not in danger, 
I’m cm; *or yours either, love, I hope.” 
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He gave an impatient movement, and threw a wine-glass off the table. 
For the moment she felt grateful for the diversion, and busied herself in 
picking up' the fragments : “ bits of glass were ao dangerous,” she said. 
But die was startled by a voice of command, such as she had never yet 
heard from her husband. 

“ Never mind the glass. I ask you again, Hyacinth, who told you 
anything about Osborne Hamley’s State of health ? ” 

« I am sure I wish no harm to him, and I daresay he is in very good 
health, as you say,” whispered she, at last. 

“ Who told ? ” began he again, sterner than ever. 

“ Well, if you will know, and will make such a fuss about it,” said she, 
driven to extremity, “ it was you yourself— you or Dr. Nicholls, 1 am sure 
I forget which.” 

“ I never spoke to you on the snbjeet, and I don’t believe Nicholls did. 
Tou had better tell me at once what you are alluding to, for Fm resolved 
HI have it out before we leave this room.” 

“ I wish Fd never married again,” die said, now fairly crying, and 
looking round the room, as if in vain search for a mouse-hole in which to 
hide herself. Then, as if the sight of the door into the store-room gave her 
courage, she turned and faced him. 

u You should not talk your medical secrets so loud then, if you don't 
want people to hear them. I had to go into the store-room that day 
Dr. Nicholls was here ; cook wanted a jar of preserve, and stopped me just 
as I was going out — I am sure it was for no pleasure of mine, for I was 
sadly afraid of stickying my gloves — it was all that you might have a com- 
fortable dinner.” 

She looked as if die was going to cry again, but he gravely motioned 
her to go on, merely saying, — 

“ Well ! you overheard our conversation, I suppose ? ” 

“ Not much,” she answered, eagerly, almost relieved by being thus 
helped out in her forced confession. “ Only a sentence or two.” 

“ What were they ? ” he asked. 

“ Why, you had just been saying something, and Dr. Nicholls said : 
* If be has got aneurism of the aorta his days are numbered.’ ” 

“ Well. Anything more ? " 

“ Yes ; you said, ( I hope to God I may be mistaken ; but there is a 
pretty clear indication of symptoms, in my opinion.’ ” 

“How do you know we were speaking of Osborne Haxnley?” he 
asked ; perhaps in hopes of throwing her off the scent. But as soon as 
she perceived that he was descending to her level of subterfuge, die took 
courage, and said in quite a different tone to the oowed one which die had 
been Using, 

“Obi I know. I heard his name mentioned by yon both before I 
began to listen.” 

“ Then you own you did listen?” 

“ Yes,” said she, hesitating a little now. 
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w AnJ pray how do you come to remember so exactly the name of the 
diseaae spoken of? ” 

44 Because I went now don’t be angry, I really can’t see any harm 

in what I did.” 

44 There, don’t deprecate anger. You went ” 

41 Into the surgery, and looked it out. Why might not I ? ” 

Mr. Gibson did not answer— did not look at her. His face was very 
pole, and both forehead and lips were contracted. At length he roused 
himself, sighed, and said, — 

44 Well 1 I suppose as one brews one must bake ? ” 

44 1 don’t understand what you mean,” pouted she. 

44 Perhaps not,” he replied. 44 1 suppose that it was what you heard 
on that occasion that made you change your behaviour to Roger Hamley ? 
I have noticed how much more civil you were to him of late.” 

44 If you mean that I have ever got to like him as much as Osborne, 
you are very much mistaken; no, not even though he has offered to 
Cynthia, and is to be my son-in-law.” 

44 Let me know the whole affair. You overheard, — I will own that it 
was Osborne about whom we were speaking, though I shall have something 
to say about that presently — and then, if I understand you rightly, you 
changed your behaviour to Soger, and made him more welcome to this 
house than you had ever done before, regarding him as proximate heir to 
the Hamley estates ? " 

44 1 don’t know what you mean by 4 proximate.’ ” 

44 Go into the surgery, and look into the dictionary then,” said he, 
losing his temper for the first time during the conversation. 

44 1 knew,” said she through sobs and tears, 44 that Roger had taken a 
fancy to Cynthia ; any one might see that ; and as long as Roger was only 
a younger son, with no profession, and nothing but his Fellowship, I 
thought it right to discourage him, as any one would who had a grain of 
common sense in them ; for a clumsier, more common, awkward, stupid 
fellow I never saw — to be called county, I mean.” 

44 Take care ; you’ll have to eat your words presently when you come 
to fancy he’ll have Hamley some day.” 

44 No, I shan’t,” said she, not perceiving his exact diift. 44 You are 
vexed now because it is not Molly he’s in love with ; and I call it very 
unjuBt and unfair to my poor fatherless girl. I am Bure I have always 
tried to further Molly’s interests as if she was my own daughter.” 

Mr. Gibson was too indifferent to this accusation to take any notice of 
it. He returned to what was of far more importance to him. 

44 The point I want to be dear about is this. Did you or did you not 
alter your behaviour to Roger in consequence of what you overheard of 
sny professional conversation with Dr. Nicholls ? Have you not favoured 
bis suit to Cynthia since then, on the understanding gathered from that 
conversation that he stood a good chance of inheriting Hamley ? ” 

44 1 suppose I did,” said she, sulkily. 44 And if I did, I can’t see any 



WIVES AND DAUGHTERS. 


17 


harm in it, that I should be questioned as if I were in a witness-box. He 
was in love with Cynthia long before that conversation, and she liked him 
so much. It wps not for me to cross the path of true love. I don’t see 
how you would have a mother love her child if she may not turn 
accidental circumstances to her advantage. Perhaps Cynthia might have 
died if she had been crossed in love ; her poor father was consumptive.” 

“ Don’t you know that all professional conversations are confidential ? 
That it would be the most dishonourable thing possible for me to betray 
secrets which I learn in the exercise of my profession ? ” 

“ Yes, of course, you.” 

“ Well ! and are not you and I one in all these respects ? You cannot 
do a dishonourable act without my being inculpated in the disgrace. If it 
would be a deep disgrace for me to betray a professional secret, what 
would it be for me to trade on that knowledge ? ” 

He was trying hard to be patient ; but the offence was of that class 
which galled him insupportably. 

“ 1 don’t know what you mean by trading. Trading in a daughter’s 
affections is the last thing I should do ; and I should have thought you 
would be rather glad than otherwise to get Cynthia well married, and off 
your hands.” 

Mr. Gibson got up, and walked about the room, his hands in his 
pockets. Once or twice he began to speak, but he stopped impatiently 
short without going on. 

“ I don’t know what to say to you,” he said at length. “ You either 
can’t or won’t Bee what I mean. I am glad enough to have Cynthia here. 
I have given her a true welcome, and I sincerely hope she will find thiB 
house as much a home as my own daughter does. But for the future I 
must look out of my doors, and double-lock the approaches if I am so 
foolish as to- However, that’s past and gone ; and it remains with 

me to prevent its recurrence as far as J can for the future. Now let ub 
hear the present state of affairs.” 

“ I don’t think I ought to tell you anything about it. It is a secret, 
just as much as your mysteries are.” 

“Very well; you have told me enough for me to act upon, which I 
most certainly shall do. It was only the other day I promised the squire 
to let him know if I suspected anything — any love affair, or entanglement, 
much less an engagement, between either of his sons and our girls.” 

“ But this is not an engagement ; he would not let it be so ; if you 
would only listen to me, I could tell you all. Only I do hope you won't 
go and tell the squire and everybody. Cynthia did so beg that it might 
not be known. It is only my unfortunate frankness has led me into this 
scrape. I never could keep a secret from those whom I love.” 

11 1 must tell the squire. I shall not mention it to any one else. 
And do you quite think it was consistent with you r general frankness to 
have overheard what you did, and never to have mentioned it to me ? 

I could have told you then that Dr. Nieholls' opinion was decidedly 
vol. xil — xo. 67. 2. 
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opposed to mine, end that he believed that the disturbance about which 
I consulted him on Osborne's behalf was merely temporary. Dr. Nicholls 
would tell you that Osborne is as likely as any man to live and marry 
and beget children.' 9 

If there was any skill used by Mr. Gibson so to word this speech 
as to conceal his own opinion, Mrs. Gibson was not sharp enough to 
find it out. She was dismayed, and Mr. Gibson enjoyed her dismay ; it 
restored him to something like his usual frame of mind. 

“ Let us review this misfortune, for I see you consider it as such," 
said he. 

“ No, not quite a misfortune,” said she. “ But certainly if I had 
known Dr. Nicholls' opinion ” she hesitated. 

“You see the advantage of always consulting me,” he continued 
gravely. “ Here is Cynthia engaged ” 

“ Not engaged, I told you before. He would not allow it to be con- 
sidered an engagement on her part.” 

“Well, entangled in a love affair with a lad of three-and-tw enty, 
with nothing beyond his fellowship and a chance of inheriting an encum- 
bered estate ; no profession even, abroad for two years, and I must go and 
tell his father all about it to-morrow.” 

“ O dear, pray say that, if he dislikes it, he has only to express his 
opinion.” 

“ I don't think you can act without Cynthia in the affair. And if I 
am not mistaken, Cynthia will have a pretty stout will of her own on the 
subject.” 

“ Oh, I don't think Bhe cares for him very much ; she is not one to be 
always falling in love, and she does not take things very deeply to heart. 
But of course one would not do anything abruptly ; two years' absence 
gives one plenty of time to turn oneself in." , 

“But a little while ago we were threatened with consumption and 
an early death if Cynthia’s affections were thwarted.” ‘ 

“ Oh, you dear creature, how you remember all my silly words 1 
It might be ; you know poor dear Mr. Kirkpatrick was consumptive, and 
Cynthia may have inherited it, and a great Borrow might bring out the 
latent seeds. At times I am so fearful. But I dare say it is not probable, 
for I don't think she takes things very deeply to heart.” 

“ Then I am quite at liberty to give up the affair, acting as Cynthia's 
proxy, if the squire disapproves of it ? " 

Poor Mrs. Gibson was in a strait at this question. 

“ No 1 ” she said at last “ We cannot give it up* I am sure Cynthia 
Would not; especially if she thought others were acting for her. And He 
really is very much in love. I wish he were in Osborne's place.” 

“ Shall I tell you what I should do ? ” said Mr. Gibson, in seal earnest 
“ However it may be brought about, here are two young people in love 
with each other. One is as fine a young fellow as ever bmathed; the 
other a very pretty, lively, agreeable girl. The father of the young man 
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must be told, and it ia most likely he 'will bluster and oppose ; for there is 
no doubt it is an imprudent affair as far as money goes. But lbs them 
be steady and patient, and a better lot need await no young woman. I 
only wish it were Molly's good fortune to meet with such another.’ 1 

“ I will try for her ; I will indeed,” said Mrs. Gibson, relieved by his 
change of tone. 

“No, don’t. That’s one thing I forbid. Til have po i trying ’ for 
Molly.” 

“ Well, don’t be angry, dear ! Do you know I was quite afraid you 
were going to lose your temper at one time 1 ” 

“ It would have been of no use 1 ” said he, gloomily, getting up as if 
to close the sitting. His wife was only too glad to make her escape. The 
conjugal interview had not been satisfactory to either. Mr. Gibson had 
been compelled to face and acknowledge the fact that the wife he had 
chosen had a very different standard of conduct to that which he had 
upheld all his life, and had hoped to have seen inculcated in his daughter. 
J?j was more irritated than he chose to show ; for there was so much of 
self-reproach in his irritation that lie kept the feeling to himself, brooded 
over it, and allowed a feeling of suspicious dissatisfaction with his wife to 
grow up in his mind, which extended itself by-and-by to the innocent 
Cynthia, and caused his manner to both mother and daughter to assume a 
certain curt severity, which took the latter at any rate with extreme sur- 
prise. But on the present occasion he followed his wife up to the drawing- 
room, and gravely congratulated the astonished Cynthia. 

“ Has mamma told you ? ” said she, shooting an indignant glance at 
her mother. “ It is hardly an engagement ; and we all pledged ourselves 
to keep it a secret, mamma among the rest 1 ” 

“ But, my dearest Cynthia, you could not expect — you could not have 
wished me to keep a secret from my husband ? ” pleaded Mrs. Gibson. 

“ No, perhaps not. At any rate, sir,” said Cynthia, turning towards 
him with graceful frankness, “ I am glad you should know it. You have 
always been a most kind friend to me, and I daresay I should have told 
you myself, but I did not want it named ; if you please, it must still be 
a secret. In fact, it is hardly an engagement — he” (she blushed and 
sparkled a little at the euphuism, which implied that there was but one 
“he” present in her thoughts at the moment) “would not allow me to 
bind myself by any promise until his return ! ” 

Mr. Gibson looked gravely at her, irresponsive to her winning looks, 
which at the moment reminded him too forcibly of her mother’s ways. 
Then he took her hand, and said, seriously enough, — 

“ I hope you are worthy of him, Cynthia, for you have indeed drawn 
a prize. I have never known a truer or wanner heart than Boger’s ; 
and I have known him boy and man.” 

. Molly felt aa if aha could have (hanked her father aloud fbr this 
t e st i mony to the value of him who was gone away. But Cynthia pouted 
a little before wailed up in his 
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14 You are not complimentary, are yon, Mr. Gibson ? ” said she. 44 He 
thinks me worthy, I suppose ; and if you have so high an opinion of him, 
yon ought to respect his judgment of me. 1 ' If she hoped to provoke a 
compliment, she was disappointed, for Mr. Gibson let go of her hand in an 
absent manner, and sate down in an easy chair by the fire, gazing at the 
wood embers as if hoping to read the future in them. Molly saw Cynthia's 
eyes fill with tears, and followed her to the other end of the room, where 
she had gone to seek some working materials. 

“ Dear .Cynthia,” was all she said ; but she pressed her hand while 
trying to assist in the search. 

44 Oh, Molly, I am bo fond of your father ; what makes him speak so to 
me to-night ? " 

44 I don't know,” said Molly ; 14 perhaps he’s tired.” 

They were recalled from further conversation by Mr. Gibson. He 
had roused himself from his reverie, and was now addressing Cynthia. 

44 I hope you will not consider it a breach of confidence, Cynthia, but I 
must tell the squire of— of what has taken place to-day between you and 
his son. I have bound myself by a promise to him. He was afraid — it’s 
as well to tell you the truth — he was afraid ” (an emphasis on this last 
word) 44 of something of this kind between his sons and one of you two 
girls. It was only the other day I assured him there was nothing of the 
kind on foot ; and I told him then I would inform him at once if I saw 
any symptoms.” 

Cynthia looked extremely annoyed. 

44 It was the one thing I stipulated for — secrecy.” 

44 But why ? ” said Mr. Gibson. 44 1 can understand your not wishing 
to have it made public under the present circumstances. But the nearest 
friends on both sides ! Surely you can have no objection to that? ” 

44 Yes, I have,” Baid Cynthia; 44 1 would not have had any one know if I 
could have helped it.” 

44 1 am almost certain Roger will tell his father.” 

44 No, he won't,” said Cynthia ; 44 1 made him promise, and I think he 
is one to respect a promise ” — with a glance at her mother, who, feeling 
henelf in disgrace with both husband and child, was keeping a judicious 
silence. , 

44 Well, at any rate, the story would come with so much better a grace 
from him that I shall give him the chance ; I won't go over to the Hall till 
the end of the week ; he may have written and told his father before then.” 

Cynthia held her tongue for a little while. Then she said, with tearful 
pettishness, — 

44 A man's promise is to override a woman's wish then, is it ? ” 

44 I don't see any reason why it should not” 

14 Will you trust in my reasons when I tell you it will cause me a great 
deal Of distress if it gets known ? " She said this in so pleading a voice, 
that if Mr. Gibson had not been thoroughly displeased and annoyed by his 
previous conversation with her mother, he must have yielded to her. As 
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it was, be said coldly, — 41 Telling Roger's father is not making it 
public. 1 don't like ibis exaggerated desire for such secrecy, Cynthia. 
It seems to mer as if something* more than was apparent was concealed 
behind it" 

“Come, Molly," said Cynthia, suddenly; “let us sing that duet I’ve 
been teaching you ; it's better than talking as we are doing*" 

It was a little lively French duet. Molly sang it carelessly, with 
heaviness at her heart; but Cynthia sang it with spirit and apparent 
merriment ; only she broke down in hysterics at last, and flew upstairs 
to her own room. Molly, heeding nothing else — neither her father nor 
Mrs. Gibson's words— -followed her, and found the door of her bedroom 
locked, and for all reply to her entreaties to be allowed to come in, she 
heard Cynthia sobbing and crying. 

It was more than a week after the incidents last recorded before 
Mr. Gibson found himself at liberty to call on the squire ; and he heartily 
hoped that long before then, Roger's letter might have arrived from Paris, 
telling his father the whole story. But he saw at the first glance that the 
squire had heard nothing unusual to disturb his equanimity. He was 
looking better than he had done for months past ; the light of hope was in 
his eyes, his face seemed of a healthy ruddy colour, gained partly by his 
resumption of out-of-door employment in the superintendence of the 
works, and partly because the happiness he had lately had through Roger's 
means, caused his blood to flow with regular vigour. He had felt Roger's 
going away, it is true ; but whenever the sorrow of parting with him 
pressed too heavily upon him, he filled his pipe, and smoked it out over a 
long, slow, deliberate re-perusal of Lord Hollingford’s letter, every word 
of which he knew by heart ; but expressions in which he made a pretence 
to himself of doubting, that he might have an excuse for looking at his 
Bon's praises once again. The first greetings over, Mr. Gibson plunged into 
his subject. 

44 Any news from Roger yet ? ” 

44 Oh, yes ; here's his letter," said the squire, producing his black 
leather case, in which Roger's missive had been placed along with the 
other very heterogeneous contents. 

Mr. Gibson read it, hardly seeing the words after he had by one rapid 
glance assured himself that there was no mention of Cynthia in it. 

44 Hum l I see he does not name one very important event that has 
befallen him since he left you," said Mr. Gibson, seizing on the first words 
that came. 44 1 believe I'm committing a breach of confidence on one 
side ; but I'm going to keep the promise I made the last time I was here. 
I find there is something— something of the kind you apprehended — you 
unders t a nd — bet w een him and my step-daughter, Cynthia Kirkpatrick. 
He called at our housq to wish us good-by, while waiting for the London 
coach, found her alone, and spofce to her. They don't call it an engage- 
ment, but of course it is one." 

“Give me back the letter," said the squire, in a constrained kind of 
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voice* Then he read it again, as if he had not # previously mastered its 
contents, and as if there might be some sentence or sentences he had 
overlooked. 

“ No I ” he said at last, with a sigh. “ He tells me nothing about it. 
Lads may play at confidences with their fathers, but they keep a deal 
back.” The squire appeared more disappointed at not having heard of 
this straight firom Roger than displeased at the fact itself, Mr. Gibson 
thought. But he let him take his time. 

u He’s not the eldest son,” continued the squire, talking as it were to 
himself. “ But it’s not the match I should have planned for him. How 
came you, sir,” said he, firing round on Mr. Gibson, suddenly — “ to aay 
when you were last here, that there was nothing between my sons and 
either of your girls ? Why, this must have been going on all the time ! ” 

“ I am afraid it was. But I was as ignorant about it as the babe unborn. 
I only heard of it on the evening of the day of Roger’s departure.” 

“ And that’s a week ago, sir. What’s kept you quiet ever since ? ” 

“ I thought that Roger would tell you himself." 

“ That shows you’ve no sons. More than half their life is unknown to 
• their fathers. Why, Osborne there, we live together — that’s to say, we 
have our meals together, and we deep under the same roof— and yet — 
Well ! well 1 life is as God has made it. You say it’s not an engagement 
yet ? But I wonder what I’m doing ? Hoping for my lad’s disappointment in 
the folly he’s set his heart on — and just when he’s been helping me. Is 
it a folly, or is it not ? I ask you, Gibson, for you must know this girl. 
She has not much money, I suppose ? ” 

“ About thirty poundB a year, at my pleasure during her mother’s life. 

“Whew! It’s well he’s not Osborne. They’ll have to * ait. What 
family is she of? None of ’em in trade, I reckon, from her being so 
poor? ” 

“ I believe her father was grandson of a certain Sir Gerald Kirkpatrick. 
Her mother tells me it is an old baronetcy. 1 know nothing of such 
tilings.” 

“ That’s something. I do know something of such things, as you are 
pleased to call them. I like honourable blood.” 

Mr. Gibson could not help saying, “ But Tm afraid that only one- 
eighth of Cynthia’s blood is honourable ; I know nothing further of her 
relations excepting the fact that her father was a curate.” 

“ Professional. That’s a step above trade at any rate. How old 
is she ? ” 

“ Eighteen or nineteen” 

“Pretty? ” 

“Yes, I think so; most people do; but it is all a matter of taste. 
Come, squire, judge for yourself. Ride over and take lunch with us any 
day you Kke. I may not be in ; but her mother will be there, and you 
can make acquaintance with your son’s future wife.” 

This was going too fast, however ; presuming too much on the quiet- 
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ness with which the squire had been questioning him. Mr. Hamley 
drew back within his shell, and spoke in a suily manner as he replied, — 

“ Roger’s •* future wife ! ’ he’ll be wiser by the time he comes home. 
Two years among the black folk will hare put more sense in him.” 

“Possible, but not probable, I should say,” replied Mr. Gibson. 
“ Black folk are not remarkable for their powers of reasoning, I believe, 
so that they have not much chance of altering his opinion by argument, 
even if they understood each other’s language ; and certainly if he Bhares 
my taste, their peculiarity of complexion will only make him appreciate 
white skins the more.” 

« But you said it was no engagement,” growled the squire. “ If he 
thinks better of it, you won’t keep him to it, will you ? ” 

“ If he wishes to break it off, I shall certainly advise Cynthia to be 
equally willing, that’s all I can say. And I see no reason for -discussing 
the affair further at present. I have told you how matters stand because 
1 promised you I would, if I saw anything of this kind going on. But 
iu the present condition of things, we can neither make nor mar ; we can 
only wait.” And he took up his hat to go. But the squire was dis- 
content. 

“Don’t go, Gibson. Don’t take offence at wliat I’ve said, though Pm 
sure I don’t know why you should. What is the girl like in herself? ” 

“ I don’t know what you mean,” said Mr. Gibson. But he did; only 
he was vexed, and did not choose to understand. 

“ Is she — well, is she like your Molly ? — sweet-tempered and sensible 
— with her gloves always mended, and neat about the feet, and ready to 
do anything one askB her just as if doing it was the veiy thing she liked 
best in the world ? ” 

Mr. Gibson’s face relaxed now, and he could understand all the squire’s 
broken%entences and unexplained meanings. 

“ She is much prettier than Moll} to begin with, and has very winning 
wayB. She is always well-dressed and smarUlooking, and I know she 
has not much to spend on her clothes, and always does what she is asked 
to do, and is ready enough with her pretty, lively answers. I don’t think 
I ever saw her out of temper ; but then I’m not sure if she takes things 
keenly to heart, and a certain obtuseness of feeling goes a great way 
towards a character for good temper, I’ve observed. Altogether I think 
Cynthia is one in a hundred.” 

The squire meditated a little. “ Tour Molly is one in a thousand, to my 
mind. But then you see she comes of no family at all, — and I don’t 
suppose she’ll have a chance of much money.” This he said os if he were 
thinking aloud, and without reference to Mr. Gibson, but it nettled the 
latter gentleman, and he replied somewhat impatiently,— 

“ Well, hut as there is no question of Molly in this business, I don’t 
see the use of bringing her name in, and considering either her fiunily 
or her fortune.” 

“No, to be sure not,” mid the squire, rousing up. “My wits had 
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gone ffcr afield, and I’ll own I was only thinking what a pity it was she 
would not do for Osborne. But of course it’s out of the question— out of 
the question.” 

44 Yes/' said Mr. Gibson, “ and if you will excuse me, squire, I really 
must go now, and then you’ll be at liberty to send your wits afield 
uninterrupted.” This time he was at the door before the squire called him 
back. He stood impatiently hitting his top-boots with his riding-whip, 
waiting for the interminable last words. 

44 1 say, Gibson, we’re old friends, and you’re a fool if you take any- 
thing I say as an offence. Madam your wife and I did not hit it off the 
only time I ever saw her. I won’t say she was silly, but I think one of 
us was silly, and it was not me. However, we’ll pass that over. Suppose 
you bring her, and this girl Cynthia (which is as outlandish a Christian 
name as I’d wish to hear), and little Molly out here to lunch some day, — 
I’m more at my ease in my own house, — and I’m more sure to be civil, 
too. We need Bay nothing about Roger, — neither the lass nor me, — and 
you keep your wife’s tongue quiet, if you can. It will only be like 
a compliment to you on your marriage, you know — and no one must 
take it for anything more. Mind, no allusion or mention of Roger, aud 
this piece of folly. I shall see the girl then, and I can judge her for 
myself; for, as you say, that will be the best plan. Osborne will bo 
here, too ; and he’s always in his element talking to women. I sometimes 
think he’B half a woman himself, he spends so much money and is bo 
unreasonable.” 

The squire was pleased with his own Bpeech and his own thought, 
and smiled a little aB he finished Bpeaking. Mr. Gibson was both pleased 
and amused ; and he smiled too, anxious as he was to be gone. The 
next Thursday was soon fixed upon as the day on which Mr. Gibson was 
to bring his womenkind out to the Hall. He thought that on the whole 
the interview had gone off a good deal better than he had expected, and 
felt rather proud of the invitation of which he was the bearer. There- 
fore Mrs. Gibson’s manner of receiving it was an annoyance to him. She 
meanwhile had been considering herself as an injured woman ever since 
the evening of the day of Roger's departure ; what business had any one 
had to speak as if the chances of Osborne's life being prolonged were 
infinitely small, if in fact the matter was uncertain ? She liked Osborne 
extremely, much better than Roger ; and would gladly have schemed to 
secure him for Cynthia, if she had not shrunk from the notion of her 
daughter’s becoming a widow. . For if Mrs. Gibson had ever felt anything 
acutely it was the death of Mr. Kirkpatrick, and, amiably callous as she 
was in most things, die recoiled from exposing her daughter wilfully to 
the same kind of suffering which she herself had experienced. But if she 
had only known Dr. NiohoUa’ opinion she would never have favoured 
Xqger’a suit; never. And then Mr. Gibson himself; why was he so cold 
and reserved in his treatment of her since that night of explanation ? she 
had done nothing wrong; yet she was treated as though she were in 
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disgrace. And everything about the house was flat just now. She even 
missed thfe little excitement of Roger’s visits, and the watching of his 
attentions to ‘Cynthia. Cynthia too was silent enough ; and as for Molly, 
she was absolutely dull and out of spirits, a state of mind so annoying 
to Mrs. Gibson just now, that she vented some of her discontent upon the 
poor girl, from whom she feared neither complaint nor repartee. 


CHAPTER XXX VL 
Domestic Diplomacy. 

The evening of the day on which Mr. Gibson had been to see the squire, 
the three women were alone in the drawing-room, for Mr. Gibson had 
had a long round and was not as yet come in. They had had to wait 
dinner for him ; and for some time after his return there was nothing 
done or said but what related to the necessary business of eating. Mr. 
Gibson was, perhaps, as well satisfied with his day’s work as any of the 
four; for this visit to the squire had been weighing on his mind ever 
since he had heard of the state of things between Roger and Cynthia. He 
did not like the having to go and tell of a love affair so soon after he had 
declared his belief that no such thing existed ; it was a confession of 
fallibility which is distasteful to most men. If the squire had not been of 
so unsuspicious and simple a nature, he might have drawn his own 
conclusions from the apparent concealment of facts, and felt doubtful of 
Mr. Gibson’s perfect honesty in the business ; but being what he was, there 
was no danger of such unjust misapprehension. Still Mr. Gibson knew 
the hot hasty temper he had to deal with, and had expected more violence 
of language than he really encountered ; and the last arrangement by which 
Cynthia, her mother, and Molly — who, as Mr. Gibson thought to himself, 
and smiled at the thought, was sure to be a peacemaker, and a sweetener 
of intercourse — were to go to the Hall and make acquaintance with the 
squire, appeared like a great success to Mr. Gibson, for Achieving which he 
took not a little credit to himself. Altogether, he was more cheerful and 
bland than he had been for many days ; and when he came up into the 
drawing-room for a few minuteB after dinner, before going out again to see 
his town-patients, he whistled a little under his breath, aa he stood with 
his back to the fire, looking at Cynthia, and thinking that he had notdone 
her justice when describing her to the squire. Now this soft, almost 
tuneless whistling, was to Mr. Gibson what purring is to a cat. He could 
no more have done it with an anxious case on his mind, or when he was 
annoyed by human folly, or when he was hungry, than he could have 
flown through the air. Molly knew all this by instinct, and was happy 
without being aware of it, as soon as die heard the low whistle which 
was no music after aU. But Mrs. Gibson did not like this trick of her 
husband's ; it was not refined she thought, not even “arjfetio; ” if she 
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mftL hawe called it by this fine word it would have compensated her for 
tile want of refinement. To-night it was particularly irritating to her 
nervei; but since her conversation with Mr. Gibson about Cynthia's 
engagement, she had not felt herself in a sufficiently good position to 
complain. 

Mr. Gibson began, — “Well, Cynthia; I have seen the squire to-day, 
and made a clean breast of it.” 

Cynthia looked up quickly, questioning with her eyes ; Molly stopped 
her netting to listen ; no one spoke. 

“ You're all to go there on Thursday to lunch ; he asked you all, and I 
promised for you.” 

Still no reply ; natural, perhaps, but very flat. 

“You'll be glad of that, Cynthia, shan’t you?" asked Mr. Gibson. 
“ It may be a little formidable, but I hope it will be the beginning of a 
good understanding between you.” 

“ Thank you ! ” said she, with an effort. 11 But — but won’t it make 
it public ? I do so wish not to have it known, or talked about, not till he 
Comes back or close upon the marriage.” 

“ I don’t see how it should make it public,” said Mr. Gibson. “ My 

wife goes to lunch with my friend, and takes her daughters with her 

there's nothing in that, is there ? ” 

“ I am not sure that I shall go,” put in Mrs. Gibson. She did not 
know why she said it, for she fully intended to go all the time; but having 
said it she was bound to stick to it for awhile ; and, with such a husband 
as hers, the hard necessity was sure to fall upon her of having to find a 
reason for her saying. Then it came quick and sharp. 

u Why not ? ” said he, turning round upon her. 

“ Oh, because— because I think he ought to have called on Cynthia 
first ; I’ve that sort of sensitiveness I can’t bear to think of her being 
slighted because she is poor.” 

“ Nonsense 1 ” said Mr. Gibson. “ I do assure you, no slight whatever 
waa intended. He does not wish to speak about the engagement to any- 
one— not even to Osborne — that’s your wish, too, is it not, Cynthia ? Nor 
does he intend to mention it to any of you when you go there ; but, 
naturally enough, he wants to make acquaintance with his future daughter- 
in-law. If he deviated so much from his usual course aa to come calling 
here ” 6 

11 1 am sure I don’t want him to come calling here,” said Mrs. Gibson 
interrupting. « He was not so very agreeable the only time he did come! 
But I am that sort of a character that I cannot put up with any neglect of 
persona 1^ love, just because they are not smiled upon by fortune.” She 
rigfeed a little ostentatiously as she ended her sentence. 

“W-dl, then, you won’t go I” rid Mr. Gibson, provoked, but not 
vtting to have a long diseuwon, especially m he felt his temper roinv 

“B. you wish it, Cynthia ?” said Mrs. Gibson, anaona for antteuee 
to yield. 
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But her daughter was quite aware of this motive for the question, 
and replied quietly,’—" Not particularly, mamma. I am quite willing to 
refuse the invitation .’ 1 

“ It is already accepted,” said Mr. Gibson, almost ready to vow that he 
would never again meddle in any affair in which women were concerned, 
which would effectually shut him out from all love affairs for the future. 
He had been touched by the squire’s relenting, pleased with what he had 
thought would give others pleasure, and this was the end of it ! 

“ Oh, do go, Cynthia ! " said Molly, pleading with her eyes as well as 
her words. u Do; I am sure you will like the squire ; and it is such a 
pretty place, and he’ll be so much disappointed.” 

“ I should not like to give up my dignity,” said Cynthia, demurely. 
“ And you heard what mamma said ! ” 

It was very malicious of her. She fully intended to go, and was 
equally sure that her mother was already planning her dress for the 
occasion in her own mind. Mr. Gibson, however, who, surgeon though he 
was, had never learnt to anatomize a woman’s heart, took it all literally, 
and was excessively angry both with Cynthia and her mother ; so angry 
that he did not dare to trust himself to speak. He went quickly to the 
door, intending to leave the room ; but his wife’s voice arrested him ; 
she said,— 

“ My dear, do you wish me to go ; if you do, I will put my own 
feelings on one side ? ” 

“ Of course I do ! ” he said, short and stern, and left the room. 

“ Then I’ll go ! ” said Bhe, in the voice of a victim — those words were 
meant for him, but he hardly heard them. “ And we’U have a fly from 
the ‘George,’ and get a livery-coat for Thomas, which I’ve long been 
wanting, only dear Mr. Gibson did not like it, but on an occasion like this 
I’m sure he won’t mind ; and Thomas shall go on the box, and *’ 

“ But, mamma, I’ve my feelings too,” said Cynthia. 

" Nonsense, child ! when all is so nicely arranged too.” 

So they went on the day appointed. Mr. Gibson was aware of the 
change of plans, and that they were going after all ; but he was so much 
annoyed by the manner in which his wife had received an invitation 
which had appeared to him so much kinder than he had expected from 
his previous knowledge of the squire, and his wishes on the subject of his 
son’s marriage, that Mrs. Gibson beard neither interest nor cariosity 
expressed by her husband as to the visit itself, or the reception they met 
with. Cynthia's indifference as to whether the invitation was accepted or 
not had displeased Mr. Gibson. He was not up to her ways with her 
mother, and did not understand how much of this said indifference had 
been assumed in order to countervent Mrs. Gibson’s affectation and fajse 
sentiment. But for all his annoyance on the subject, be was, in fact, very 
curious to know how the visit had gone ofi^ sod took the first opportunity 
of being alone with Holly to question her about the lands of the day 
before at Hunky HalL 
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44 And ao yon went to Hamley yesterday after all ? ” 

M Yea ; I thought you would have come. The squire seemed quite to 
expect you.*' 

41 1 thought of going there at first ; but I changed my mind like other 
people. I don’t see why women are to have a monopoly of changeable- 
ness. Well I how did it go off? Pleasantly, I suppose, for both your 
mother and Cynthia were in high spirits last night.” 

44 Tes. The dear old squire was in his best dress and on his best 
behaviour, and was so prettily attentive to Cynthia, and she looked so 
lovely, walking about with him, and listening to all his talk about the 
garden and farm. Mamma was tired, and stopped in-doors, bo they got 
on very well, and saw a great deal of each other.” 

44 And my little girl trotted behind ? ” 

44 Oh, yes. You know I was almost at home, and besides — of couise 
— ” Molly went very red, and left the sentence unfinished. 

44 Do you think she’s worthy of him ? ” asked her father, just as if she 
had completed her speech. 

44 Of Roger, papa ? oh, who is ? But she is very sweet, and very, veiy 
charming.” 

44 Very charming if you will, but somehow I don’t quite understand 
her. Why does she want all this secrecy ? Why was she not more eager 
to go and pay her duty to Roger’s father ? She took it as coolly as if I’d 
asked her to go to church ? ” 

44 1 don’t think she did take it coolly ; I believe I don’t quite under- 
stand her either, but I love her dearly all the same.” 

44 Umph ; 1 like to understand people thoroughly, but I know it’s not 
necessaiy to women. D’ye really think she’s worthy of him ? ” 

44 Oh, papa ” — said Molly, and then she stopped ; she wanted to speak 
in favour of Cynthia, but somehow she could form no reply that pleased 
her to this repeated inquiry. He did not seem much to care if he got an 
answer or not, for he went on with his own thoughts, and the result was 
that he asked Molly if Cynthia had heard from Roger. 

44 Yes; on Wednesday morning.” 

44 Did she show it to you ? But of course not. Besides, I read the 
squire’s letter, which told all about him.” 

Now Cynthia, rather to Molly’s surprise, had told her that Bhe might 
read the letter if she liked, and Molly had shrunk from availing herself of 
the permission, for Roger’s sake. She thought that he would probably 
have poured out his heart to the one sole person, and that it was not fair 
to listen, as it were, to his confidences. 

44 Was Osborne at home ? ” asked Mr. Gibson. “The squire said he 
did not think he would have come back; but the young fellow is so 
Uncertain ” 

44 No, he waa still from home.” Then Molly blushed all over c rimson , 
for* it suddenly struck her that Osborne was probably with his wife— -that 
mysterious wife, of whose existence she was cognisant, but of whoa} she 
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knew so little, and of whom her father knew nothing. Mr. Gibson noticed 
the blush with anxiety. What did it mean? It was troublesome 
enough to ■find ; that one of the squire's precious Bons had Men in love 
within the prohibited ranks ; and what would not have to be said and 
done if anything fresh were to come out between Osborne and Molly. He 
spoke out at once to relieve himself of this new apprehension. 

“ Molly, I was taken by surprise by this affair between Cynthia and 
Roger Hamley — if there's anything more on the tapis let me know at 
once, honestly and openly. I know it's an awkward question for you to 
reply to ; but I would not ask it unless I had good reasons." He took 
her hand as he spoke. She looked up at him with clear, truthful eyes 
which filled with tears as she spoke. She did not know why the tears 
came ; perhaps it was because she was not so Btrong as formerly. 

“ If you mean that you're afraid that Osborne thinks of me as Roger thinks 
of Cynthia, papa, you are quite mistaken. Osborne and I are friends and 
nothing more, and never can be anything more. That'B all I can tell you." 

“It’s quite enough, little one. It’B a great relief. I don't want to 
have my Molly carried off by any young man just yet ; I should miss her 
sadly.” He could not help saying this in the fulness of his heart just then, 
but he was surprised at the effect these few tender words produced. 
Molly threw her arms round his neck, and began to sob bitterly, 
her head lying on his shoulder. “ There, there I ” said he, patting her 
on the back, and leading her to the sofa, “that will do. I get quite 
enough of tears in the day, Bhed for real causes, not to want them at home, 
where, I hope, they are shed for no cause at all. There’s nothing reully 
the matter, is there, my dear ? " he continued, holding her a little away 
from him that he might look in her face. She smiled at him through her 
tears ; and he did not see the look of Badness which returned to her face 
after he had left her. 

“ Nothing, dear, dear papa — nothing now. It is such a comfort to 
have you all to myself— it makes me happy.” 

Mr. Gibson knew all implied in these words, and felt that there was no 
effectual help for the Btate of things which had arisen from his own act. 
It was better for them both that they should not speak out more fully. 
So he kissed her, and said, — 

“ That's right, dear ! I can leave you in comfort now, and indeed I've 
stayed too long already gossiping. Go out and have a walk — take Cynthia 
with you, if you like. I must be off. Good-by, little one." 

His commonplace words acted like an astringent on Molly's relaxed 
feelings. He intended that they should do so ; it was the truest kindness 
to her; but he walked away from her with a sharp pang at his heart, 
which he turned into numbness as soon as he could by throwing himself 
violently into the affairs and cares of others. 



Diction abies are not generally considered very amusing. People never 
read tVr " like other books. They are simply consulted and spoken of as 
“valuable works.” In England Johnson is their name. His heavy shadow 
clouds them all. And yet the doctor is not always dull, as his definitions 
of smuggler, pensioner, pirate, will prove to any one who will turn to them 
in the early editions. 

No amount of proof, however, will convince a British public against 
its will. Dictionaries can, we fear, never become popular ; but terrible 
as is the popular idea about them, fer worse iB it about glossaries. 
They are generally supposed to stand to dictionaries as imps do to men, 
possessing all their bad without any of their good qualities. Diction- 
aries may be useful, especially in spelling polysyllabic words. But 
glossaries are a kind of Irish dictionary, carefully containing all words 
which ore never used. 

Yet, in spite of thiB prejudice, we venture to say that any one of our 
glossaries of provincialisms is far more amusing than ninety-nine out of a 
hundred novels. You cannot, of course, find plots and screaming incidents 
in them. But turn to Brocket's North- Country Glossary, and you will 
meet there many a North-country joke, racy of the soil, shining in his 
pages. Turn again to Hunter's Hallamshire Glossary , and you will find 
there a preface eloquent with true pathos at the decay of so many noble 
words used by Shakspearo and Milton. Bead Forby’s Norfolk and Barnes 1 
Dorsetshire Glossaries , and you will find one overflowing with the poetry 
of the Anglian peasant, and the other with its author’s own native 
Dorio song. 

To insist on the value of provincialisms would be something like 
insisting that Shskspeare was a great poet. Long ago has it been pointed 
out that the true study of a language must proceed from a study of its 
provincialisms. In England, with its vast numbers of dialects, many of 
them very imperfectly known, this is peculiarly the cmg . Our ww-i 
descent is embodied in our provincialisms. Our vulgar speech, to use 
Sbaktpeare’s metaphor, is a tangled chain ; but every bead preserves in its 
amber its own origin and history. The discussion of these questions, 
however, is more suited for a scientific journal than a popular 
Our tads k less laborious. We propose simply to note a few of those 
significant words, marked with a delicate refinement, rich with meaning, 
and often modulated with a soft music of their own, which are found more 
especially among our peasantry. We are quite aware that a large 
of very different words also exists. Rightly treated, they, too, would 
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yield valuable results. But when Janus has two faoes we prefer to look 
on the .pleasantest. And here let us note that by provincialisms we 
mean both words properly so called and archaisms. It is a great mis- 
fortune that we possess no phrase like the Greek gloaaa , which compre- 
hends both. 

And the first thing that strikes us in the majority of provincialisms is 
that the poetry is not “ fossil,” as Emerson has defined the poetry of 
words, but alive, quick. Our peasants still speak good Old-English words 
pregnant with meaning. Living out of doors, their words breathe an 
out-of-door air. Their images are picturesque and full of life. In the 
Northern districts a starving man is said to be “ hunger-poisoned,” and 
people are “bone-tired.” Crops when spoilt by rain are said in the 
Eastern counties to be “ water-slain,” and in Westmoreland, when they 
ripen well, are said to “ addle well,” as if a notion of working and earning 
were implied. In Leicestershire, a peasant will talk of a bee “ kicking ” 
him instead of stinging him, just as the Greeks used vXrjyfia. In Derby- 
shire he will say that he “ feels a smell,” just as in Exodus the Israelites 
“ saw the thunderings ” at Mount Sinai. Our peasantry still remain in 
many respects in an early stage of society. Henoe they retain so many of 
those primitive words, language-marks, by which we may measure the 
flow and ebb of our language. On the other hand, our artificial life in 
large towns is emasculating our speech. The strong metaphor has become 
faded. The colour is washed out with rose-water. Like Chaucer’s friar, 
we lisp from wantonness. How differently each grade of society speaks 
may be seen in the fact that in the east of London “ rooms ” are always 
advertised, towards Holbom “ lodgings,” but west of Regent Street nothing 
shorter than “ apartments ” would seem to let. 

Most certainly the labourer now, more than any one else, “ speaks the 
tongue that Shakspeare spake.” Could he, in these days of competitive 
examinations, be tested in a knowledge of English, he would assuredly 
make more marks — we believe that is the competitive examination phrase 
— than the clubmen of Pall Mall and the fair dwellers in Belgravia. How 
many of our readers can tell offhand what “ fat rascals ” and “ batlets ” are in 
Shakspeare ? And what did the same poet mean by a “ mankind-woman,” 
“ a lad of wax,” and “ a thill horse ? ” Yet all these terms are now 
provincialisms, and would be recognized as such by many a North-country 
peasant. 

Or take the later English of Milton, and we venture to Bay that few of 
our readers know precisely what Milton intended when, on the sixth day 
of the creation, he says,— 

The grassy clods now calved; 

or the meaning of “plighted ” in the lines from Cornua:— 

Gay creatmi of the element, 

That in the odours of the rainbow live, 

And play i’ the plighted deads. 
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Some rustics of our acq uaintan ce would answer as Mr. Brockett’s old 
woman did when she was shown a Wycliffe’s Bible, u Ay, that’s the 
way people used to talk in my younger days, before they became so 
precious fine.” 

Nevertheless, the peasant’s English is not generally appreciated. He 
labours just now under the imputation that in some cases the whole of his 
vocabulary consists of only three hundred words. This is stated not 
merely in public lectures and newspapers, but by such an authority as 
Professor Max Muller.* Of course, we should not presume to contradict a 
statement coming from such a source without a far more careful examina- 
tion than we are able to give. Some such favoured abodes of silence may 
certainly exist in parts of England ; but as far as our experience goes we 
know no such Coventries. As a rule, we believe that tbe peasant uses 
more than that number of words with reference only to his daily work. 
Nothing is more startling than the variety of his expressions. Rich as an 
Italian, he revels in diminutives — in “ ing,” u let,” and “ ock.” He teems 
with synonyms. A Derbyshire peasant uses eight different terms for a 
pigsty. Turn to “ hay-making ” in Barnes and Lewis, and the Teesdale 
Glossary , and each process will be found to bear a different name. If, 
instead of repeating the hackneyed quotation about the Norman “ beef” 
and the Saxon “ cow,” we would collect all the Yorkshire terms for “ a 
beast,” remembering with Shakspeare that — 

The steer, the heifer, and the calf, 

Are all called neat, 

we Bhould be rendering some justice to the richness of provincialisms. 

The real truth is, that instead of the work of collecting provincialisms 
being accomplished, a great deal of it has yet to be done. Stoddart has 
tabulated a number of glossaries, but many of them are only so in name. 
Thus Warner's glossary of Hampshire is absurdly deficient Tbe recently 
printed glossaries of Berkshire and Gloucestershire are only scanty lists. 
Many counties possess not even them. The rich district of the Trent, 
and the richer district of the Derbyshire Derwent, are both unrepresented. 
Warwickshire, with all its local associations, still waits for its glossariBt. 
And the “ mon who stubbed up Thornaby waaste” still looks for an 
interpreter. 

Many, too, of those glossaries, on which much labour has been 
expended, will still bear supplementing. A curious illustration of this 
occurred to ourselves when lately staying in a country village. The 
ground had been twice worked over by two different collectors. Tbe 
later, too, had gleaned a thousand words, which his predecessor had 
neglected. The spot did not, therefore, seem very promising. We, how- 
ever, in the course of a month bagged some hundred and fifty new 
specimens. This gives an average of five a day, which may be looked 
upon as very fair sport. We are sorry to add that an excellent clergyman 


* The Science of Language, 1st series, 4th edition, p. 277. 
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ahd an energetic schoolmaster are committing irreparable xniabhief by 
teaching the people to read. 

To illustrate, however, what we have said about the richness of pro- 
vincialisms, we will take a few specimens. Over and over again the 
peasant uses terms for which we have no synonyms. Thus, a crop of grass 
is known in Devonshire as “a shear of graBS," as opposed to a crop of 
corn. Rain in the Northern counties, when it falls perpendicularly, is said 
to “ sile down," as if in allusion to its passing through a sieve. In the 
Southern counties, where oxen are used for ploughing, their shoes are 
called “ cues " as opposed to horses’ shoes, just as the Greeks sometimes 
seemed to have used xnM iu opposition to In the Midland 

districts, ears of corn when thrashed are known by the appropriate term 
“ cavvins." For all these terms we have in our literary English no 
synonyms, and can only represent them in a more or lera roundabout 
fashion. But it is in describing the phenomena of Nature that the rich- 
ness of our provincialisms is fully seen. No one, perhaps, has ever 
toalked by the side of a river without being struok by those glassy spots, 
those “ clear eyes," as sailors would call them, which every now and then 
appear, especially where the current runs deep, though he has found 
himself tongue-tied to express the appearance. Poets have overcome the 
difficulty by the help of metaphors. Thus Browne, in hiB Masque of Circe 
and Ulysses , sings* — 

Where flowes Lethe without coyle, 

Softly like a Btream of oyle. 

And Mr. Tennyson, by the same not over-pleasant image, speaks of a bay 
being “ oily-calm.” But the North-country peasant knows it by the pure 
Old-English word held, a fountain, spring, with reference, as it were, to 
the clearness of a well. 

Again, on gusty dayB, no one can have failed noticing how flaws of 
wind daBh along the surface of a Btream, marking their course by Slack 
streaks and patches. And here, as in the other case, we have no word to 
express the appearance. A modern pre-Raphaelite poet sings, — 

Mark where the passing wind shoots javelin-like 
Its skeleton shadow on the broad-backed wave. 

And the description is singularly minute. Most of the poets, however, 
have described it as a curl upon the waters. Ben Jonspn and Beaumont 
and Fletcher all use the same image. The former speaks of streams 
“ curled with the oold wind," and the latter of— 

Winds that fly 

Over the crystal face of smoothest streams, 

Leaving no end behind them. 

Mr. Tennyson foils into a somewhat similar conceit, when in the Lotos 
Eaters, he talks of u crisping ripples," and in a little early piece of the 
“ babbling runnel cjispeth.” He is, however, for more happy when, 
vol. xii. — no. 67 3. 
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gwhihly without knowing it, he strikes an older note. Thus in the Lady 
of Shalot he sings of— 

Little breezes dusk and Bhiver 

Through the wave that runs for ever. 

Maw the Greeks sailed the phenomenon #>/$, connected with fplaeu, and 
the Romans horror, and it is this feeling of shuddering which Mr. Tenny- 
son has here so truly reproduced. We have no term for the appearance 
in literary English. Sailors at sea name it when Been on a larger scale by 
the expressive term " cat’s-paw.” The North-country peasant, however, 
knows it by the name “ acker,” implying, as it were, a apace ploughed up 
by the wind. 

And it is especially in reference to natural objects that the real poetry 
of provincialisms is Been. The peasant, fiom his occupations, is brought 
into a wholesome contact with Nature. He does not enjoy only her 
sunshine, but her frosts and storms. His eye is trained from childhood to 
note each varying change of the seasons. He is the poet whom Marvell 
imagined, whose sun-dial is made of flowers, and whose calendar is dated 
by the song of biids. Take, for instance, his names of flowers. How- 
much more beautiful is his simple term 44 windflower ” than the scientific 
u anemone," which Tennyson’s M Northern Farmer" characteristically turns 
into 44 enemies.” Both mean precisely the same ; yet there is the same 
difference between them that the master of masters, Aristotle, observed, 
between fJoflodderrAoc and IpvOpoSfarvXo c. The peasant christens his flowers 
after their liabitB. In the Midland counties the common goatsbeard 
is his “ nap-nt-noon.” and his “ go-to-bed-at-noon,” and the star of 
Bethlehem is his 44 six o’ clock flower,” from their closing their flowers 
at those times. The scarlet pimpernel, from its susceptibility to the 
changes of the weather, is his 14 shepherd’s dial.” The orchis is his 
“ cuckoo-flower,” because it blossoms when the cuckoo is first heard, and 
the arum, whose leaf is seen still earlier, is his “ wake-robin." Like 
Hesiod, he knows the seasons by these signs. Ip Dorsetshire he calls the 
haws 41 the pixy-pears,” wjiich, as Mr. Barjics remarks, is scientifically true, 
as the whitethorn and the pear belong to the same order. Mr. Tennyson 
is no ^ 80 accurate when, in Aylmer's Field, he sings of— 

The pretty marestail forest, fairy pines. 

^gain in the Noitliero counties the common wild retchling is called, from 

who“he^ted- r0d ’ " the anSle ' b€rry ” Il8U W n9t 

The thrice three-angled beech-nut shell, 

Or chestnut's armed husks, or hid kernel!^ 

nor Mr. Tennyson more true, when he sing, how Katie's hair resembled— 

Jn slots and bee the cheetanL when the Shell 
Dmdee threefold to show the fruit within/* 

Uw peaaini hat, too, like hi* fellow in Germany, jealously yeeeerred 
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all the old religious newes of **r flower*. We cannot - mf longs? 
appreciate their beauty and their meaning, when the maiden's garland 
is no longer .hung ‘in our ehurehes, no? the marigold strewed on be* 
bier. The saint no longer protects his flower. Tot some feint who 
of a religion for ever past lingers in such words es Led y’s thistle, 
and Lady’s Angers, and Lady-smocks, « all silver white," as tihakspesre 
sings. 

He has, toe, preserved for us the old names, by whisk Sfyibipesre end 
Jonson, and Beaumont and Fletcher knew the flowers* Push quaint old 
names as “ Love lies a-bleeding,” “ Three faces under a hood," « Deafly 
men’s fingers,” “ Sop a in wine,” live only in the pages of pyr Elizabethan 
dramatists, and in the mouths of our rustics. 

So, too, of birds. The peasant christens them like his flowers after 
their habits. Novalis, who so frequently says that a poet is the truest 
naturalist, would have been delighted with his names. And it is the poet 
and the peasant who have loved to treasure up the unobserved beauties of 
nature. Hesiod notes the spots on the throat of the nightingale-thrush- 
Shakspeare counts them in the cowslip-bell. Thus their descriptions 
possess the highest charm— truth. And it is in this spirit of minute ob- 
servation that the peasant has named his birds. You ognnot translate his 
names. It is like Prior translating the Nuthrowne Mayde into the ugly 
elegance of his Henry and Emma. Thus in the Northern counties the 
pied wagtail is the “ seed-bird,” from its reappearing after the winter, in 
March, when the barley is being sown. In the Eastern counties the cock- 
chaffinch is the “ wlieatsel-bird,” from its habit of congregating in flocks 
about harvest time. Tho common woodpecker, so noticeable fiWm its loud 
cry, and bright green plumage, and red head, possesses at least lialf-a- 
dozen names. Mr. Matthew Arnold has very justly praised Maurice de 
Guerin for speaking of the woodpecker’s laugh. But the West-country 
peasant ages ago called it the “ yaffingaie,” that is, the laugh-singer, and 
the North-countryman the iccol” and the w haho ’’—names which give the 
echo of itp pry, In the Midland counties it is the peasant’s rain-bird,” 
and his “ raiu-tabberer,” because its cry generally forebodes rain, like tho 
cry of the raven of old, K&paZ &p(3pfipea Kp&Zuv. 

It has been often brought os a reproach against words formed in a 
rude stage of society that they are too Vague* There is Borne truth in 
the charge, but not so much as has been stated. Thus the provincial 
“ bud-bird ” of Herefordshire, the bullfinch, when translated into Germany 
becomes the nightingale CSprQwer-aQngtr)’ On reflection, however, the 
vagueness disappears. The first bird is so called because it eats the 
buds, the second because it §ing« when they are bursting- Stfenoe, 
however, eepnot at meant afford to threw bard words at provi nci a li s m 
Too often » hot nomenclature bos fte failed to interpret Nature, toe 
often only given ns the skeleton leaf instead of the flower- On the other 
hand a long list of proviueiabsmi might be given, wb®w by a word a 
whole train of associations is aroused, and the close relationship of <dl 

8—1 
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thongs shown. Thus in the North the wryneck is called the “cuckoo* 
maiden/' because its song foretells the cuckoo’s approach ; whilst in the 
South the tit-lark is known as the “butty-lark/' or companion lark, 
because the cuckoo so frequently lays its eggs in that bird's nest. Again, 
Shakspeare has been praised for so accurately painting the martin’s 
“ procreant cradle." In the same vein, however, does the rustic, in 
different counties, call the long-tailed tit the “ oven-bird " and the 
“ barrel-bird," from its making a long moss and lichen-woven nest. 

Again, too, it is worth noticing how our peasants have recognized in 
birds “ the sweet sense of kindred." The hedge-sparrow is still in some 
parts Isaac. The red-breast, as long as the English language lasts, will 
have no other name than Robin, the Jean le rouge-gorge of Normandy. 
The house-sparrow is still in many parts Skelton’s “ Philip," the Philip 
of the Elizabethan dramatists, and of Cartwright. He is evidently so 
called from his chirp; and in his English provincialism you may find 
the true meaning of Catullus’s pipildbat , and the key to several of liis 
European names. 

But the peasant’s names for all animals are equally apt and expressive. 
He has wisely preserved what we have carelessly thrown away or cor- 
rupted. Thus the mole is in some counties still Shakspeare’s “ mould- 
warp," and its movements under ground are called by the good old word 
“ yedding." In the Midland counties a small brown cantharis is known 
as u the sailor," the poetry of which is best seen in Emerson’s description 
of a bee — 

Sailor of the atmosphere, 

Swimmer through the waves of air, 

Voyager of light and noon. 

The bat claims half-a-dozen names. In the Eastern counties, from its 
fluttering, wavering flight, it iB the flittermouse, the German Fledermau8 t 
Ben Jonaon’s — 

Giddy flittermouse with leathern wings. 

In the South-west it is the rere-mouse, which means exactly the same: 
the Old-English hrere-mus, from hreran , to flutter : after whom Titania 
with her fairies hunts — 

Rere-mice with theii leathern wings 
To moke my small elves coats. 

In Somersetshire it is the leather-mouse, and in Devonshire the leather- 
bird, Ben Jonson’s — 

Bat, and ever a hat, a rere-mouse, 

And bird ’of twilight. 

All these names have been given from close observation, and are instinct 
with the poetry of truth. Dr. Adams, in the Transaction! of the Philo- 
logical Society, has shown us the beauty of the provincial names of inseots, 
and we sincerely trust that he will extend not only the field of hie obser- 
vations, but give the public the benefit of his learning and taste in so me 
Bore generally accessible form. The value, too, of such provincialisms 
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cannot from a philological point of view bo overrated. The same laws 
that governed the word-building of the Greeks hold good with our 
peasantry. '4nd Garnett has aptly shown that the Greek words for cat 
(atXovpoc) and squirrel (meiovpoc) are founded on identically the same 
principles as those on which the Norfolk peasant formed his provincial 
term “ lobster 11 for a stoat. 

Again, the poetry of the peasant is conspicuous in his onomatopoetic 
words. He possesses a series of imitative sounds for the cries of various 
animals. In the Northern counties the whinnying of a foal is presented 
by “ wicker.” Cattle are said to “ blore,” and sheep “ rout.” But there 
is no use in filling up a page with words which any ploughboy can give 
with for more native grace than we can. He is, too, in his names of 
birds a second Aristophanes. Thus the winchat is called from its note 
“ eutic.” And “ spine,” on whose derivation so much learning haB been 
wasted, is simply formed from the cry of the chaffinch, which in some 
counties is also called “ pink.” Many a derivation of this kind may be 
soiVed by a morning's walk in the country. 

There is, too, a remarkable class of words expressive of the sounds of 
rain and wind, and the falling of water, used only amongst the peasantry. 
Thus, to express the sound that David heard — “ the sound of a going in 
the tops of the mulberry trees ” (2 Samuel v. 24,) — the West-countryman 
says the wind “ lioois," and the North-countryman that “ it soughs.” The 
latter word is used by Chaucer; but two modern poets have also felt 
its aptness and beauty. In the Excursion , Wordsworth sings of “the 
pine-wood’s steady sough,” and in one of his earlier poems Tennyson 
sings of — 

The wavy swell of the soughing reeds. 

And the way in which the peasant applies other onomatopoetic words 
to describe natural facts, is not less remarkable. We have heard rustics 
say of rain and hail and streams that 11 they hissed,” of lightning that “ it 
fizzed again,” and of the sea-foam, on a rough day, that “ it frizzled again.” 
Such expressions of course present a very shabby appearance by the side 
of such glorious epithets and ringing terminations as tixn**™* and 
woXvpXofo/Soio which Homer would have applied to such phenomena. But 
the same truth underlies both. The hissing hail of our peasants well 
conveys in its way what Mr. Tennyson means when in Sir Galahad 
he says : — 

The tempest crackles on the leads, 

And, ringing, spins from brand and mail, 

But o’er the dark a glory spreads 
And gilds the driving haiL 

Which is exactly the same as Virgil's 

Tun multa in tectis crepitans saUt horrid* grando. 

And the hiss of the rain explains Shakspeare's u shower ringing in the 
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•fad,*’ tad Pindar’* tptMHT" tptPpoi. And the fi« of the lightning is 
eatntl f eqniraient to Wordtworth'e expwssiofl, 

1 saw the crackling flashes drive. 

It is easy enough to laugh* Jeffrey ridiculed Wordsworth 1 ® excellent 
epithet « whizzing 11 applied to a quoit. Doubtless its effect is poor, when 
compared with the majesty of 

bttin) to Kktiyyfj jfatr’ dpyvpfoitt fltoTo. 

Btt! fSefi the poet is describing, not a God shooting with a silver bow, 
blit ft dalesmau hurling a quoit. And so our peasant's expressions df 
41 fizzing/’ and 14 frizzling,” and “ hissing,” when applied to the grand and 
attfiil manifestations of nature, at first sight appear ridiculous. But there 
are two ways of treating a subject. The poets themselves shall answer. 
Our firtt quotation shall be fiom Fletcher, who makes a madman say — 

Blow, blow, thou west wind, 

Blow till thou rive, and hiake the sea run roaring, 

I’ll hiss it down again with a bottle of ale. 

The next shall be from Shelley’s Alastor : 

A pine, 

Bock-rootcd, sti etched athwart the vacancy 
Its swinging boughs, to each inconstant blast 
Yielding mis only response, at each pause 
In most familiar cadence with the howl, 

The thunder, and the hiss of homeless streams. 

Hare the peasant’s expression comes out ih all its full force. 

The peasant’s metaphors, too, ore redolent with poetry In the 
Midland counties he talks of 11 the winter of the blackthorn,” meaning the 
rough cold weather which visits us early in April, when the earliest 
blackthorn-blossom is mingled with the latest snow*. So, too, autumn 
is still 11 the fall,” so aptly used by Tennyson in hit Northern Farmer, 
and the end of life i® the 14 sere of life,” Shftksp&rfek 14 sere and yellow 
leaf.” In Yorkshire it is 4 ‘ the chair-day.” And Of all the metaphors 
upon old ftge *hich Aristotle has giteti ns in his Poetics, and whioli 
industrious Commentators hate piled up in the notes, none is more striking. 
In some counties thd latter part of the day k the 44 edge of dark,” frfcich 
is doubly beautxfM rtheft ftppUed to the end of life, “the going tome” as 
it is called in YoilUhife. In some respects provincialisms form the 
uuwritten poetry of a nation. They contain the germs of poems. Thus 
in the North-western counties the peasant talks of 41 a plume of trees.” 
Marvell showed his taste and Sense of beauty by setting the expression in 
his verse, 

Upon its crest, this mountain grave, 

A plume of aged tress doss wave* 

Mr. BoAin has been rightly praised for applying aoeh a bold vet true 
as M arm-holes ’* to those pits which are scooped under the 
brafeohes at the point Irhere they kwre the tree. The Mtes prttfrt iltottM 
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not be refused to the North-countryman who talk! of 11 the oloUgh ” of the 
tree, literally the Talley, the deft, where the branches part* The peasants 
terms are full of grace. Water-lilies in the North are “ Water-bells/' and 
corn-ears in Northamptonshire are 11 corn-bells.” The moon, in Devon- 
shire, does not change, but '* tines,” that is, closes her light, Just in the 
same way that Shelley says she 11 swoons.” In Derbyshire the Wind, when 
it eddies into any nook, is said to “ bosom in;” and a mountain-range, 
which encloses a valley, to “wing round” it In Yorkshire old wood 
pierced with holes is termed 11 bee-sucken.” Evening, in the Eastern 
counties, is called “ crow-time,” from the rooks then flocking homeward. 
In the North ponds are said to be u mossed over,” when oovered with 
Shakspeare's “ green mantle of the stagnant pooh” You May dull posies 
of such words. 

In fact, the phrases of our old poets now linger only in the months of 
our peasants. The echo of Piers Plowman’s voice still rings not so very 
far off from his own Malvern Hills* The proverbs in Chauoer m ay still 
Le met in the North. Shakspeare’s flowers are Btill, in his native ootmty, 
called by the names which he called them. Ben Jonson’S “ knots,” of 
“buddings of the spring,” are not forgotten in Devonshire. Milton’S 
“ rathe primiose ” is still understood in Wiltshire. In the Northern 
counties his lt spring,” for a grove, and his u swink’t labourer,” are both 
known ; whilst in Oxfordshire the shepherd Still tells his 11 tale n of sheep, 
and in Northamptonshire — * 

Tlio star that bids the shepherd fold, 

is still known as “ the shepherd’s lamp.” 

These things prove at least the strength and stability of the English 
language, and the affectionate feelings with which the peasant clings to 
those homely sounds which his forefathers used. But many of our most 
expressive terms are faBt dying. That Sne word, “ knoll,” used with such 
effect by the Queen to Theseus in the Two Noble Kinsmen — 

Remember that your fame 
Knolls in the ear o* the world, 

retains its charm only, perhaps, among our Roman Catholic peasantry. 
Shakspe&re’s “ herb o’ grace ” is in many parts sadly corrupted, and hardly 
recognizable under tbe form “ herby-grass.” Some have altogether 
perished. Fleteher'a “ Lady-gloves,” that is, fox-gloves, “ le gont de NotrS 
Dame,” are lost. Day by day, too, they will go. As schools are built 
and schoolmasters increase, so will the old-world words perish in the 
struggle with the nCw, We say, schoolmasters, for the old village dame 
was in herself a chrcfiitil? of Wcfrd-lpre. Yet so it must be. The wheel" 
of necessity crushes words like all other things to pieces. They, too, are 
gfttitftd by m law which efoltw Progress but of destruction. 

Ml the Incan time, howfcVef, it ii {tenant to go forth into some Ot the 
quiet Mftka which may bo found in the Midland and Northern dohfl- 
tM% t*d bear such prfMiate-tetmding Words as “belDhwtse* for toWef,* 
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« wall-root” for the bottom of a wall, “ hand-stocking " for mitten, “ nail- 
passer ” for gimlet, and “ overtune ” for the burden of a song to come 
upon, aa in Devonshire, such a primitive word as “ gusan-chick ” for 
gosling, or, as in Gloucestershire, “furse-pig” for hedgehog— Shak- 
speare's hedge-pig. Pleasant indeed is it in these days to escape from 
the flash of the fast novelist and the slang of the pressman, and meet 
such good Old-English plurals as “ peazen ” for peas, and “been” for 
bees, and “ shoon ” for shoes, used by Keats. 

S uc h words have an antique grace of their own. They smack of Eld. 
We hardly require Aristotle to refute BryBO, and to insist on the necessity 
of employing apt and beautiful words. Words are, in fact, the colours by 
which an author paints his pictures. And the colour which he uses 
betrays the man. In our day the exigencies of science, of commerce, the 
requirements of modern life, the new thoughts, the new feelings, to 
which progress gives birth, are in one sense expanding, and in another 
restricting, the meaning of words. Our language requires both enriching 
and purifying. And we can best do this by drawing on our rich mines 
of dialects. They Btill fortunately furnish us with an armoury by which 
we may hold our own against all the hideous hybridisms which are 
invading us. 

No one needs to be told how much the translation of the Bible, and 
Shakspeare, have done to arrest the decay of home-sprung words. And 
one of the few healthy signs of the day in literature, is the manner in 
which Mr. Tennyson has drawn from the common well of vulgar speech. 
His early poemB were marked by a delicate use of provincialisms, some 
of which we have quoted. The power was again seen in the Idylls of the 
King , but is most conspicuous in his last work. We speak not of the 
genuine Lincolnshire dialect of the Northern Farmer , but of Aylmer's 
Field, where provincialisms would at first sight seem out of place. Yet to 
them the descriptive passages owe some of their chief beauties. Thus 
we read of cottages which in late summer — 

Were parcel-bearded with the traveller's joy. 

In antomn parcel ivy-clad. 

The Elizabethan poets used the word “ parcel ” in the same way, and 
some thirty years ago various attempts were made to revive it ; but except 
in a technical sense, we believe it is now restricted to the lower orders. 
Again Mr. Tennyson has rightly poached the word “conies” from the 
same class. He has, too, re-introduced the good old common name 
for kestrel, and with a touch of nature tells how Sir Aylmer pauses— 

For about aa long 
As the wind- hover hangs in 

Bv«y one who has ever watched the kestrel hanging poised ia the air, 
perhape above some field-mouse, knows the truthfulnees of the name, 
whioh finds a parallel in the Welsh “ cudyll jr gwint." Mr. Bulkin some- 
when apepke about “ swallows leaning against the wind," bnf the pro- 
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yincial name of the kestrel is quite as vivid os that description. , With it 
may be Compared another local name, “stand-gale,” and also “crutch-tail/ 1 
formerly applied ' to a kite, both equally descriptive of the birds. But 
Mr. Tennyson has yet more to tell us about the habits of hawks. For 
instance, take the following landscape, when Sir Aylmer's hall is pulled 
down — 

And the broad woodland parcelled into farms, 

And where the two lontrired their daughter's good 
Lies the hawk’s cast. 

The last word we know well as a Lincolnshire term for the pellets of 
indigestible food which owls and hawks throw up. In the High Peak of 
Derbyshire the more expressive term “ hawk’s-cud ” is used. 

We will not stop over the words “ burr,” for the seed-vessel of the 
burdock, used by Shakspeare; nor “Martin's summer," also used by 
Shakspqare ; nor 11 pock-pitten,” though we perhaps like the form “ pock* 
fretten ” better — all of them used with a poet's nice sense of fitness. We 
will rather dwell on the picture of Leoline and Edith, how 

With her he dipt 

AgainBt the rush of the air in the prone swing. 

Made blossom-ball or daisy chain. 

Blossom-ball, if it be not a provincialism, of which we are not sure, is 
evidently formed after the West-country “cowslip-ball," the “tisty-tosty 
ball" of Dorsetshire and Somersetshire, which children yearly make. 
Ben Jonson uses a Bomewhat similar word for the downy globe of the 
dandelion, and sings that Earine's footstep is so light that it will not bend 
a blade of grass, 

Nor shake the downy blow-ball from his stalk. 

Again, take the picture of Sir Aylmer, who— 

When dawn 

Aroused the black republic on his elms, 

Sweeping the froth-fly from the fesene brush’d 
Thro’ the dim meadow. 

“ Fescue," though a Romance word, and formerly in oommon use, is now 
decidedly a provincialism, and we have to thank Mr. Tennyson for 
restoring us the castaway. “ Froth-fly" we do not remember to have met 
as a provincialism. It sounds like one, and is more expressive *h^n the 
common word “ brook." If it be Mr. Tennyson's own coinage, we must 
congratulate him on forming a word so true in its analogy. 

We think that we have now shown, as far as a alight sketch would 
permit, not only the vigour and the life that colour our provincialisms, 
but also bow in the hands of a poet they may be made to yield fresh 
beauty. Many of them still wait to be taken np. The requirements of 
science will absorb come. The special use of “forecast," a term which 
never died out in the Midland counties, with reference to the weather, is 
a good instance how a forgotten word may be rendered serviceable. Bui 
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Mittal, aa ft tttte, ttllke* he* own words. To the poet lntkftt the cftre of 
ott pfdtifiOialiStiM be left. He alone possesses the instinct to perceive 
Which must be kept, Which rejected. And he must choose them, on the 
one hand, fro m no sentimental feeling; nor, on the other, from any 
btyttdttftt prejudice, but simply because he finds them the most expres- 
sive and the most beautifiil. If he chooses them from any other reason 
he will only be the resurrectionist, instead of the Prometheus of words. 
Glare, for instance, possessed a fkr wider Inowledge of provincialisms than 
Mr. Tennyson, but he knew not how to make a proper use of his riches. 
His verse is consequently only encumbered by them, and has Sunk from 
the high purposes of poetry to become simply an object of interest to the 
philologist and the county historian. 

And never had We more need of fresh life and vigour in oifr poetry 
than at the present moment. Gilt Muses have emigrated froth the Woody 
heights of Paraaftrtu and the Springs of Hippocrene into Mayfair. Poetry, 
instead of being an oak of the forest, nurtured by the wind and the rain, 
is now a plant forced in the hot air of drawing-rooms. The manliness of 
tone, which bo stamped itself upon our Elizabethan dramatists, seems 
in danger of dying. Those great poets mixed with the ciowd, wrestled 
with a thousand ills, and throve upon misfortunes, Which would over- 
whelm the modern minstrel. One was a brick- mason, one a parish- 
clerk, and the greatest the son of a butcher. Their plays are full of 
life, of its stern trials, such as the poor only know, fefleot man's pas- 
sions and joys and aspirations, and above all, are written in Strong 
homely English. And yet upon mere words poetry of course does not 
depend. You may use the most beautiful words, as a limner the most 
beautiful colours, and still produce only a daub. For poetry comes only 
out of a high, earnest life, purified by discipline, and fortified by reason 
in the essential goodness of things, and then comes only at those raie 
intervals when 


Our great good parts put wings into our souls. 
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Show me the fortunate man, and the Gods I forgot id a nrtraletit.-*<SotfitLKd. 


Somewhere on thie broad earth can always be found fit prototypes of 
the most wildly-conceived heroes and heroines of the fhiry-talfes. There 
are little Jacks in our day subduing giants quite as fornddable as those of 
the time of the great Blunderbcrrc. The genii Steam and Electricity are 
offering seven-league boots and listening-caps to old and young; and 
Wu-stalk ladders are springing Up at the feet of the restless Jaoks whom 
fortune favours. The age has its drowsy Gullivers and its wide-awake 
Lilliputians, its Sinbads, big with adventure, and its “ army of faithful 
believers,” tilting at everything. There are still Pussies-in-Boots faith- 
fully serving my lord the Marquis of CarabaS ; daughters spinning weary 
threads from distaffs never growing less ; social harps which at last cry 
“ Master !” and waken terrible ogres, and inquisitive wives vainly trying 
to re-polish the tell-tale key. We have Blue Beards, with sheathed 
scimitars, grimly extending their matrimonial relations ; and sister 
Annies ever watchful of another’s needs. There are Sleeping Beauties, 
alas ! by the thousand ; and fair ones with golden locks for whom princes 
and poets struggle. Theie are beasts, too, whom we learn to love, after 
we have entered their rose-lit sanctuaries; and monsters who have 
sung — 

Fee ! fo ! fain ! 

I smell the blood of an Englishman ! 

There are Strong-backs who bear the world’s burdens, and Hop-o’-my- 
Thunjbs who contrive to slip its responsibilities ; maidens whose tongues 
shed dangerous vipers, and maidens whose words are a shower of roses 
and pearls. Proud sisters are every day being humbled; and patient 
Cinderellas dropping the Blipper that shall win them the prince. Foolish 
old couples are wasting their “ wishes ” on black-pudding ; and wise 
younger ones are finding the “ treasure of life” iu each other. There are 
saintly, miniBtering Red Riding-hoods, and — heaven Save the mark ! 
gtandOtas, with very big eyes aid ears, eager to devour them, lien and 
Women are stiH sighing for the waters of perpetual youth ; and duenna- 
drSgons are guarding enchanted and enchanting maidens. There are 
Ali Babas and envious Gasslms ; sham oil-merchants and avenging 
Morgianal ; Wicked but ltofcky pedlers and tailors, like those in the tales of 
the brothers Grimm, end Akddins with very Wonderful lamps indeed I 
And here, after drifting down the Stream of fiury lore, We cast anchor ; 
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for it is with these pedlers and tailors and Aladdins that we have to deal. 
In short, at the risk of mixing the metaphor, I propose to “ stiike oil,” 
the oil that fills the Aladdin-lamps of our own m.atter-of-fnct day, when 
men cry Cui bonof to everything, and expect title-deeds to castles in 
the air. 

The discerning reader need not be told the name of this oil ; nor that 
the tailors and pedlers alluded to, with their fleet-winged geese and magic 
packs, are the so-called Shoddy contractors of the land of Stars and 
Stripes. 

Verily, it is true. Here in this far land, wherein I write, the 
wildest tales of fairy chroniclers are rivalled by every-day experience. 
What are the exploits of Ali Baba compared with the discoveries of those 
who first said 4 Open Sesame ’ to the caveB of Cali Fornia, and other 
geological misers? And what was good Mrs. Cassim’s zeal compared with 
that of the indefatigable Want-to-get-rich of modern dayB ? Then, when 
the caves were opened, how everybody rushed in, some coming out 
richly-laden, and some finding themselves (metaphorically) drawn and 
quartered, like poor Cassim ! But why tell an old story ? There is 
newer material for fairy work than this. There are these tailors and 
pedlers and Aladdins at whom all America is just now gazing with 
distended eyes, wondering at the new palaces flashing into existence, at 
the Btreams of wealth flowing into startled pockets, at the preBto-touck 
changing ragged clowns into dazzling gentlemen, and above all, at the 
fearful ( spell* being cast upon American life by these strange creatures, 
lifted, as it were by enchantment, into sudden wealth and importance. 

We shall consider the pedlers and tailors, i.c. the Shoddy contractors, 
first. 4 Shoddy * according to one Simmonds — whom both Worcester and 
WebBter use as a cat’s-paw in handling the ugly dissyllable — is “ a fibrous 
material obtained by ‘ devilling * refuse woollen goods, old stockings, rags, 
&c. It differs from * mungo,* ** he says, c< in being of an inferior quality, 
and is Bpun into yarn with a little fresh wool, and made into coarse cloth, 
drugget, padding, and other articles.” 

So say the lexicographers. But in this fast age yesterday’s dictionary 
is almost as much out of date as yesterday’s newspaper. In the world’s 
great book of synonyms we find that Shoddy has been given a far wider 
signification. If Liszt, in his Life^f Chopin , can devote pages to the 
explanation of the Polish word gal, we should require volumes to fairly 
describe the (now) American word 4 Shoddy.* It means pretence, vul- 
garity, assumption, the depth of folly and the highest altitude of the 
ridiculous ; also gilded ignorance, mock patriotism, wire-pulling, successful 
knavery, swindling, nay treason itself. On the other hand, it iqppUee 
innocent good luck, reward of merit, and the miraculous and sudden 
appearance (in the newly-rich man) of super-intelligence and all the 
cardinal virtues. It means vast expectations in hovels and discomfort in 
pekoes; hippoo-birds, wretched with real golden crowns, the secret enVy 
of hippoos with the comfortable yellow crest common to hippoodom. It 
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means gorgeous affluence in the son, and bare penury in the father. It 
will mean ignorant dismay in the son at the scornful superiority of the 
grandson — and grandsons who will feebly ignore the name and character 
of the founder of their illustrious house. 

And this word, with its varied meanings and strong significance, has 
been raised to its present altitude by no less a lever than the great 
American rebellion. 

Now a great rebellion calls for two things — men to cany it on, and 
men to resist it ; and these, whatever may be their several patriotic aspira- 
tions, their valour and enthusiasm, must be fed, clothed, and equipped. 
Their respective governments, having no time to lose, stand on the “ outer 
wall ” of circumstance, and call loudly for the vendors of food, clothing, 
and ammunition to draw near. Honest industry hears the call, and 
prepares to answer it as far as conscience and means will allow. Mean- 
time enterprise, whether honest or not, pricks up its ears — “ Hallo 1 here's 
lack ! country in trouble — wants something in a hurry — no time to 
examine — little down-hearted, I see — no harm in cheating the Govern- 
ment.” And the consequence is, a contract made so very advantageously 
to the Treasuiy Department that honest merit sighs, says, “ I can't afford 
to go in,” and settles down to the old routine. 

The fortunate contractor at once buys up all the floating “poor stuff” 
at home and abroad ; and his minions, with their sub-contracts, fatten 
themselves like vampires on the poor serving- women of the land. Then 
come immense supplies of army clothing — flannel under-shirts, made of 
“human creatures' lives,” and blankets and uniforms of veritable 
“ shoddy.” The armies march forth in gallant array. Soon follow in- 
numerable catastrophes like that described by an observing troubadour of 
1861 : — 

“ March J” said the Colonel , “ forward march 1” 

Crack went the seams in halves ! 

A hundred steps— a hundred men 
Showed just two hundred calves !’* 

Notwithstanding this Bad event, confiding officials still trust to the 
ahoddy garments. They fade, and rip, and burst apart, and drop to pieces, 
but the contractor feels secure. Hia fortune is made, let the soldiers 
shiver and curse as they may. What are a few thousand poorly-elad men 
to him ? He is comfortable in his “ marble halls.” 

Then come the pedlers with their packs— everything by this time 
valued at an exorbitant rate — for must not the fpny be fed and equipped ? 
With lying tongues and exultant hearts they present their wares. The 
inspectors are in a huzry ; in foot, their eyes are dim with war-smoke. 
Everything is M patted ” — leaky tents, glued shoes, mouldy oats, hickory 
beefi rusty pork, poor muskets, and worse ammunition* Broken-down 
horses and donkeys are transmuted (on paper) into war-steeds and mules ; 
and leaky, unseawortly togs, yelept “ vessels ” by Shoddy, are sold at 
fflhukms prices for the pursuit of nimble privateers, and die safe tarns- 
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p&rtattai Of the Country’! defenders ! The Treasuiy grows lean, but, like 
Mynheer Yon Dttndetland, the pedler-contractors grow fat. They count 
tfeeir gains In hundreds and thousands and milHona; they thrire and 
feast and are merry, while their viotimB— they who feel the real Weight 
Of their iniquity — are cheated of their soldier-death, and must fall, in 
SWattnS, from the effects of insufficient shelter, bad food, and positive 
poison. 

Of course there are marked exceptions to these contracts and con- 
tractors; but that they are exceptions (or were so at the beginning of 
t&a War) none can doubts 

When a great nation, overgrown with the mosses of peace, is stirred 
and shaken, like a huge roek on the way-Bide, we all know what squirm- 
ing, slimy things run forth helter-skelter ; how they wriggle and reach 
and burrow ; how nimble and eager and greedy they are ; and how they 
fatten on the disturbed dibrit* But when the sunshine peers in among 
them, and freshening winds play about the old foundation, these Slimy 
things soofi disappear amid the chirp and hum of a better activity. This 
sunny-breesy state of things is now prevailing at the North ; hut there 
are crowded graves east and west — in the Shenandoah Valley, On the 
green banks of the Potomac, and the sunny slopes of Virginia — on which 
the Shoddy contractors dare not look ; and homes, the very atmosphere 
of whioh should stifle them. 

If there are Shoddy sinners, there are also Shoddy saints ; men who, 
having committed no wrong, find themselves suddenly very “well off: ” 
contractors, too, some of them, who fulfil their part like good Christians, 
and strange to Bay, make money by that same. A certain class of 
lucky inventors, inspired speculators, eudden-rise-of-property mfen, and 
men who have “ struck oil ” or gambled successfully in stocks, make 
up the rest of the ranks of Shoddy ; and strange, motley ranks they are, 
swelled by the consequences and requirements of the Civil War into a 
formidable body indeed. 

Shoddy has its shibboleth, but it is difficult to detect it amid the din 
of the times. It is en mascarade, and therefore not always easily reeog- 
nized. It has changes of surface like the chameleon, and stages of develop- 
ment rivalling the Wonders of the polliwig. It can darken the very 
air around, and yet, like Peter Schlemil, it has fkr more 11 substance " 
than shadow. Full of mysteries and contradictious, how shall we 
detect it ? 

Shoddy minces its welds with anxious afieefetfon ; Shoddy pouw 
fbrth slang with a recklessness unparalleled. Shoddy carelessly jingles 
its Wealth ahd Invites mankind to cottke and See y Shoddy tiufqftes hi 
gains with the sleepless vigilance of the toiler. Vilttfttms Shoddy to • 

d Jbftfo of sparkling benevolence \ virtuous Shoddy, like the m in the 
Mfe, breaches industry to the starving, ftm a pulpit of cheese. Shoddy 
■dAtttoi Arne fa the best pews on Sunday; Shoddy sfednfestay at tael, 
pstofysed by their sadden good fortune. Shoddy tnerahants st a ndi ##tf 



T m SfiOfcDY AftfSTOSfcAd* df AMBRIOA* 4? 

“on the Street-’* tend Shoddy merchants dodge the she riff round the 
comer. In feet, there fa scarcely a form of human antithesis in 'which this 
same Shoddy does not shine supreme i and we in turn bemoan it, laugh 
at it, despise it, envy it, iflstilt it, and flatter it. We warn otir children 
against its example, and sedulously emulate its display in otir own humble 
manner. We cry, “ Lord, be’toetcifiil unto these miserable sinners, 1 * even 
while we long to be able, in sotne mysterious and consecrated way, to go 
and do likewise. We sneer at Mrs. O’Flaggerty’s immense diamond, and 
conceive an intense dissatisfaction Concerning the “ mean little stone ” that 
once had power to gladden Our hearts. In feet I am afraid, if Shoddy be 
absurd we are foolish } if Shoddy be sinful we are without dharity ; but 
let that pass — what we have to deal with now is the Serpent itself, not the 
community that, 11 charmed ’* and scotching by turns, is in danger of 
writhing within its fbldS. 

Nothing could be a greater mistake than to consider Shoddy as an 
invariable synonym for recently acquired riches. Men are frequently to 
be found who cast no reproach on sudden prosperity, but rather exalt 
good fortune by accepting it. These can hardly be called Shoddy, 
though their entire wealth come in a day. Neither, of course, Can those 
be so classed who, by inheritance, fall from the bare limb of “good family” 
into the warm nest of plenty ; nor those whose honest gains, long with- 
held, are unexpectedly rendered to them in main. The lines are wire- 
diawn, and yet the practical distinction to a close observer is as broad oS 
the day. 

When you see, as I have seen, a coafse-visaged, angular female, 
dressed — or rather covered — in the very extreme of the mode, weighted 
with velvet, silk, and sparkling jewels, and hear her exclaim, “Lor*! 
expense ain*fc no manner of consequence to Us 1 " you Will undoubtedly 
detect a taint of Shoddy in the air. When you heat an “ honored citizen '* 
boasting, m bad English, of his well-known wealth and general canVbe-bfldt- 
iveness, you will know that Shoddy is fiot far away. When you enter a 
magnificent mansion, redolent of newness and fashion, send search in vain, 
amid the gorgeous upholstefy, showy frescoes, and mongrel adornment, fbr 
the trailing home-flowers of eleganoe and repose, be sure that * Shoddy * is 
written on the Wdl. 

Sometimes a mere glance, or tone, or fbotfell, will betray the presence 
of Shoddy, or a comment on life, science* art, music, or literature will 
proclaim it as from the house-top, though you may have passed its legions, 
unaware, in the street. In brier, to really compeshend Shoddy, you met 
see Its fame, bear its eowverfctidfi, find observe its actions, note its to** 
and dmaxUsand aspirations. Then, and not until then, you can say, “ TMi li 
«*% "-^2 Tiit ii m Shoddy," With the forte'of a Delpftfe iliiiMilu 

Mamtftne it nfty he gratifying to has# that the deponent, harihg 
▼•Handy penetrated Ha iMtltt daft oflte oertein pafaenni ttnlteHl/ 
whidh may be of intewrt. Ho ttafttf hew of why thtee gttmpMt trere 
obtained. Enough to say, “ I have beat there to we." 
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Never shall I forget my first entree into those hallowed precincts 1 
We were a party of four — two ladies and two gentlemen — who, in conse- 
quence of receiving a gold-lettered invitation to Mrs. G ’s grand 

reception, had on the appointed evening proceeded in state to her showy 
residence on the Fifth Avenue, New York — which avenue, by the way, 
is believed by “ the Shoddy ” to lead to heaven direct. 

Our 11 dressing-room ” experiences were peculiar, and suggestive of 
Btrange scenes to follow; but being, as we believed, well endowed 
with the repose of the Vere de Veres, we descended toward the scene of 
action, with a tranquil consciousness of being in every way equal to the 
occasion. At the very foot of the stairway we were accosted by no less 
personages than the hostess herself, and her 44 grown up ” daughter. The 
latter looked pale and anxious ; but the mother, gorgeous in an intensely 
blue silk, and a huge coronet of pink and purple artificial flowers, 
evidently felt no misgivings. Both stared at us unconditionally. Suddenly 
a light illumined the countenance of the elder lady, as she broke forth in 
a loud, emphatic tone— 

44 Well , I declare I Mrs. D. and Mr. E ! How do you do ? And 
Miss E. I glad to see you, I’m sure ; but the lights and everything dazzles 
me so, I don’t hardly know people. Miry, my dear, this is Mr. E. and 
Mrs. D. y both kind friends of your Pa, and Mr. E.’s daughter.” (Aside to 
me :) 44 Who did you say the other gentleman was ? Oh, yes I Mr. Stevens ! 
Glad to Bee you, sir, you may depend. Young gentlemen are so scarce. 
Couldn’t hardly get up the party for it. The war, you see, takes the 
best of ’em off. Oh, excuse me — ha 1 ha I I didn’t mean no offence ! But 
every young gentleman at a party counts one — don’t they, Miry ? ” 

44 Lor’ I Ma 1” simpered Miss G., blushing violently. Here Mr. Stevens, 
always superbly master of himself, gracefully hastened to the rescue, and 
in a moment Myra was laughing the girlish laugh which, thank heaven I 
even Shoddy cannot make unmusical. 

44 Dear me ! ” sighed the matron pathetically, without offering to allow 
us to pass into the drawing-rooms, 44 they’ve been pouring in thick as 
syrup all the evening ! I’m so exhausted I can’t hardly stand up.” 

Then followed a painful silence. Through the arched rosewood door- 
way we could see the gaily-dressed throng within — a sea of blue, pink, 
and white, in which frantic creatures in black broadcloth and white neck- 
ties seemed to be insanely bqbbing and whirling. Suddenly the music 
ceased. The waves heaved violently a moment, then parted like a 
Dead Sea, crested with gauze and gossamer, while an army of Israelites, 
bearing silver trays laden with ices, passed safely through the temporary 
opening. 

44 Gracious 1 ” exclaimed the hostess at last, with an apologetic start, 
? I ought to take you in. Miry,” she added, nodding her head sidewise 
tofrard us, as she spoke — 14 you must introduce them.” 

41 Oh, mother,” was the $oto voce reply, 44 1 can’t do it— T feel too 
used up.” ( 
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“ Yes, you mu«t "—very austerely — “ I shan’t do it.” 

Instinctively our devoted band, feeling that this “ introduction ” was 
inevitable, glanced at each other to ascertain whether any especial pecu- 
liarity rendered us unpresentable ; but we were faultless. 

Myra pouted, and looked toward the animated sea aforesaid, as if 
contemplating a suicidal plunge. 

“ Myra Jane ! ” pursued the now irate mother, “do as I tell you, 
miss, and stop putting on airs ! ” 

The refractory daughter was conquered. “ Well, mother,” she replied in 
a stage whisper, “111 do it all together, but I can’t introduce ’em separate .” 

Thus enoouraged, we humbly followed the young lady, and after being 
presented in a most novel and remarkable manner to the staring mer- 
maids and mermen, we found ourselves slowly drifting toward an anchor- 
age in the glittering saloon. 

Young faces were there, radiant with intense enjoyment ; older faces, 
with a startled, puzzled look upon them, as though the unaccustomed scene 
wrought more anxiety than pleasure ; hard frees varnished with a mastic 
smile ; soft, unmterpretable faces which were either saintly or horribly 
vicious ; and faces without any expression at all. 

Meantime the violins, being “ under treatment,” were relieving them- 
selves by sundry melancholy squeaks. Groups of gentlemen, who seemed 
to have recently been presented with their hands and feet, were making 
desperate efforts to appear at ease. Neglected dames were Bublime in a 
wretched nonchalance. Portly individuals in watch-chains were glancing 
uneasily at matrons whose coiffures rivalled the Hanging Gardens of 
Babylon ; and youths and maidens, all, apparently, more or less afflicted 
with the dance of St. Yitus, were chatting merrily together. Of these I 
cannot say that — 

Their voices, low with fashion, 

Not with feeling, softly freighted 
All the air about the windows 
With elastic laughtere sweet. 

In truth — " an’ pity ’tis, ’tis true ” — shrill tones, positive guffaws, and 
giggling responses, rather predominated over the murmurs suggestive of 
a pleasant evening at the Lady Geraldine’s ; and when the music floated 
forth once more, there was a rush, among the dancers, for “ plaoes,” that 
would have been quite impossible in the days — 

When parsons of fashion aad taste, 

In dresses as stout as chain armour of old, 

The parties of Banelagh graced. 

Shall I describe the dancing or the dresses ? No I it is enough to say 
ftf the former that I have seen nothing precisely like it elsewhere; nor 
can my imagination find its prototype in the revel of bacchante, fton, or 
fairy. It was not wholly ungraceful, nor at all unconventional* It ym* 
just Shoddy, simple, uncompromising Shoddy, as foreign in its flifnf to 
the New York of four years ago as the dance of Eastern Henri, or Sdntb 
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Sea islander. Of the dTeSSes there might be much to say* were this a 
feshion Article, or a low-tariff essay bearing Upon fbreigtt importations. 
Ae it is neither, I will simply affirm that, with but a few exceptions, bad 
taste and money Seemed to have vied with each other AS to whose power 
should predominate. 

We had quite lost sight of our amiable hostess, and were Contem- 
plating a dignified retreat to the dressing-rooms above, when W6 SAW that 
lady bearing toward us under full Bail. There Were oostly lades floating 
about hc$r expansive shoulders, and glittering bracelets Upon her roseate 
arms : Still there was Something so grotesque in her manner and appearance 
that we were forced to risk the Scylla of an alarming gravity, in order not 
to tall into the Oharybdis of an uncontrollable smile. A pang of rebuke 
smote me, however, when her ladyship, in a tone of genuine interest, 
whispered, — 

14 You look kind o’ lonesome, Mrs. D. ; Traid you ain’t enjoyin’ 
yourself? ” 

44 Oh, yes, indeed,’* I answered, with the ardent imbecility with which 
persons usually perpetrate social fibs. 

44 Ain’t you danoed ? ” (with a look that said, 41 If people dare to slight 
you here, just let me know.”) 

41 Thank you ! I really would prefer *” 

41 Nonsense I Come along ! I ain’t a-going to have fio Wall-flowers in 
this company. 1 Want to introduce you to a gentleman from Washington 
— monstrous rich 1 ” (she added in an intense whisper) 41 made a hundred 
and ninety-five thousand dollars in the last two months 1 ” 

It Was in vain to resist. I remember a huge Titan in dAncing -master 
attire — a flabby, villanous countenance — diamonds flashing from the 
centre of a wall of ruffled linen — an atmosphere heavy with pomade — and 
an avalanche of 41 excuse me marnis ** following sundry accidents to my 
attire, and innumerable heartrending desertions and escapades during the 
progress of 44 The Lancers.” Beyond this my impressions are vague and 
unsatisfactory. In fact, there are many things connected with the occa- 
sion that 1 Would 44 willingly let die,” flot excepting the monstrous rich 
gentleman himself. 

Before the evening was over, I found myself in a smaller apartment, 
gorgeously furnished and rendered truly remarkable by the Abominable 
showily-framed paintings which nearly covered the walls. A hUtoan 
quartette was Beated upott the fttrffc, a la Kenwig, ami it needed no second 
look to convince me that I SAW the fot tt Children of our hostess. Femi- 
nine treble and masculine base tore represented there in equal parts, but 
that effect was purely a matter of faith, at nothing in their Awes betrayed 
that' they has ever uttered a sound* 

&m fee mother appeared. 14 Lew* 1 Ma< D., you here ? well, I fete* 
liV*fMfyue & &e farlers fat a dt’a 10 suffoteting there. Tht$ is 
dWtWEflfy Men, stick m your shoulder* miasi" hm 

list #a* A dramatic aside directed to the safe department). 41 1 see y^u'tw 
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looking at the paintin’®. Well, ire ham got tot* of them, that’* certain. I 
tell Mr. G. we’ll hare a picture-gallery before we know it-^-ha 1 ha 1— • 
but that’s nothmg-i-for the man’s bound to hare everything that money 
can buy »»■ » ” 

(Here a radiant, satisfied ripple of expression ran across tile quartette 
upon the sofa). 

I tried to say something, but alas ! the allusion to the possible art* 
gallery had jeopardised my gravity* to such an extent that I eettld Only 
cough pathetically. 

' 11 This ’ere big picture,” pursued Mrs. G., “ is a landscape— * Itnc Imps 
by — children I Who is this landscape by ? ” 

II Mr. Benton,” they dll answered lh a breath, closing their months 
instantly like four traps. 

“Yes, Mr. Benson. He’s a Western mttft, Mis. £>., and don’t charge 
more'n a quarter what these New York painters ask. He paints pretty, 
tho’. Ain’t that white fence too natural ? ” she added, letting her head 
drop Sideways with its weight of admiration. 

Alas, the fence was too natural, but I did not trust mySelf td Say so. 
I merely bowed and stated Vacantly at an ideal work representing, as I 
suspected, Cupid and Psyche, since the blue damsel depleted therein 
balanced a huge butterfly upon her shoulder, and her yottthful Companion 
had the inevitable wings and quite# of the mischievous God of LotO. 

“ That picture,” broke forth Mrs. G., standing in superb disdain beside 
me, “ ain’t my taste — Mr. G. bought it. It'S a ffcticy piece you see — Cupid 
and — children ! what did your Pa say WSS the name Of this picture ? ” 

11 Cnpid and Per- stick / ” answered the two elder ones simultaneously. 

“ Oh, yeB, Cupid and Petetick. But, Mrs. D., you must look at our 
portraits — we’ve had one artist for a year past doing all our family. 
Here’s Mr. G. and me. You indy think the yellow gloves in my picture 
ain’t mates — any onfe might — but they are — the artist Was bound to put 
one of them " in shadder,” in Spite of all I could say. This is Dan'el’S 
picture (sit up strait, Dan’efi, and let go your sister’s sash ) ; it's like him, all 
but the hair. The naughty boy ” (looking severely at Daniel) “burnt Off 
one side of his cutis last Week, and We had to cut off the rest. Here’s 
our youngest, Tomfoy^-the end on C on the sofa there— ■most beautiful 
boy 1 Always just as sassy and lively as you see him iu the pid tUTO" » ' 
ain’t it like him, Mrs. D. ? ” And, following the example of Lord Chatham, 
on a certain well-known occasion, Mrs. &. “ paused for a reply.” 

Shade of Pelottrae, pity the I Tommy was a Blue, moiewakhmed 
little fellow, who looked as if he were in a state of chrotth^somnambetlism . 
What cOuId I do but falter, “ Very like,” without venturing ftf lake a 
second leeM at the ordinal? 

“ Mr. Besson laid he tieve# seen t harder ffirild to ptlht,* fgRtmeft 
Mrs. G. ; “ it was so difficult to get his expresiififi.” (AthCk 1 1 fboUld 
think it would hare bm mry diffimtii) “He wok Mfo at ftNtWttfc 6nly 
otte ahee oa, and the ether on the oiupet ; but i wmaft gtdng ter 
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bare a child of mine lookin’ like that: so I made Mr. Benson alter it quick. 
I told him to just change the shoe on the carpet to a kitten) or something 
of that kind, and then to put good Balmorals on the poor child. It's bad 
enough to have your young ones looking like wild about the house, 
without having their likeness took all in a muss 1 This is Katy.” 

(At this moment I saw, with a mingled feeling of mirth and apprehen- 
sion, Mr. Stevens and Miss E. enter the “ setting-room.”) 

“ I had Ellen, here,” continued Mrs. G. (halting before a remarkably 
pigeon-breasted specimen of high art), “ taken correct in everything but her 
chest. I ordered Mr. Benson to make that high, because the poor child 
is so awful flat that it would only worry her filth er and me to see it bangin' 
before us all the time. Besides, Ellen’s going to Dr. Lewis’s what-you- 
call-it ? Children ! what’B the name of Dr. Lewis’s place ? ” 

11 Gym-naz-jum 1 ” replied the sofa, promptly. 

“ All, yes, gym-naz-jum, that’s it. Well, she’s going there reg’lar after 
this, and Dr. Lewis says it’ll soon fetch her chest out perfect.” 

Oh 1 the agony, to me, of this protracted interview — the consciousness 
of being watched by that unpitying, fun-loving pair — the convulsive 
laughter deep in my very heart as my good-natured chaperon led me fiom 
one masterpiece of artistic abomination to another 1 There were a few 
other persons in the apartment, all speaking at once, their voices mingling 
strangely with the rise and fall of the music surging through the mansion 
— but I dared not look upon them aB the irrepressible mother talked on. 

“ Here is something now that you must see ” (pointing to an execrably 
painted waterfall, resembling a combination of green calves’ -foot jelly and 
gingerbread). “ This picture is my daughter Miry’s work — ain’t it beau- 
tiful? but do you know, her real talent is Jigger-paintin' — that’s her 
talent 1 I showed Mr. Benson (the one that does all our pictures, except 
the frames — they come from Gonpil’s) — I showed him this pioture, and 
told him that Miry’s teacher said she had great talent for painting, and, 
says he, 1 Madam, if your daughter has a talent for art, it must be for 
Agger-paintin'— he told me just from looking at that waterfall 1 ” she 
added, triumphantly. 

It iB possible that by this time my expression had become idiotic, or, 
at least, blank. Mrs. G. evidently felt that further elucidation was 
required. 

14 Figger- paintin’,” she continued, raising her voice to a didactic 
pitch, “is paintin’ of Aggers and animals, you know; that’s what the 
artists call it — Agger-paintin’ ” — laying down the information with a 
patronizing emphasis. 

“Ah!” I ventured. 

“ Te * > Mr - Benson > bein g » painter, could put his finger right on Miry’e 

Went-Jit mutt be, madam,’ says he, ‘it must be it’. ' herons! 

Ellen Ann I catch Dau’el ! " 

14k etertliug peroration was caused by an eccentric movement of 

child Damel, who, having fallen asleep, upright, upon the sejfa, was 
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announcing, by a preliminary pantomime, bis intention of shortly precipi- 
tating himself upon the floor. Fortunately, Ellen Ann was equal to the 
emergency.* 41 Dan’ el’s ” precious nose was saved, and the youth restored 
to partial wakefulness by means of a brisk maternal shaking. 

44 Gracious ! ” exclaimed Mrs. G., becoming suddenly conscious that, 
though art may be 41 long, time is fleeting,” 44 1 ought to be in the parler 
with the company. What will folks think of me ? Dear me I what 
a bother 1 ” So saying, the lady vanished in a glimmer of blue, purple, 
and pink. 

Those last significant words were echoed in my brain again and again 
that night, during the wakeful hours that followed my introduction into 
44 Shoddy ” society. Poor Mrs. G. ! what will folks think of her ? What 
a bother 1 what a bother ! 

A full and faithful record of the manners and customs of Shoddy — of 
its histories, thoughts, feelings, and deeds — would constitute in bulk a 
formidable rival to the completed catalogue of the British Museum. We 
have had space to afford but a glance into the home of one of the lucky 
44 pcdlers.” As for the 44 tailors,’’ with their fleet-winged geese, 44 we could, 
an’ if we would,” tell much of them — but meantime the genii of the 
lamp are waiting. We must move onward. Come with me to the chief 
domain of the great uncle magician, he who fills the thousand lamps 
which Aladdins uncounted are now rubbing in bewildered delight. You 
will be surprised to learn what a noisy, dirty, crazy- looking place it is.* 
The good old Quaker who named the State which encloses it would lift liis 
hands in horror at the Bight. Squalid and tumbled-down, yet at the 
Biimo time a very wilderness of newness, with its swarming population, 
w r itli its sheds, hovels, improvised hotels, and unsightly new houses, it 
appears to have been conjured by the magician during a severe fit of 
nightmare. For miles and miles, crowds of derricks rear their heads in 
every direction. Engines, bound to the spot, are puffing and labouring — 
engines, on distant rail-tracks, screeching beneath an invisible lash as they 
hurry away with their burdens, and huge blackened reservoirs are pour- 
ing forth torrents of wealth. Near by are the bluffs, sitting like Memnons 
guarding the rivers of oil beneath. Big with the secrets of ages, they 
lean forward as if humanity had at last awakened their interest. Some- 
times a great tongue of flame darting upward, as if to lap coolness from 
the clouds, tells us that an oil-spring has been accidentally set on fire. 
Miles of carts, groaning like living things, wriggle their way through the 
heavy mud, led on by patient horses and swearing men. Women in 
motley attire, anxious to buy impossible wares, run out to meet the 
occasional dray of the itinerant grocer or market-man. Dirty boys, with 
the flutter of possible wealth in their mgs, bully the scions of 44 recent 
arrivals,” or anxiously hang around 44 dad” as he sinks the great shaft 
“on shares” with MeGonnaky. Truly 44 Oil Creek” presents a* strange 
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Itons, and aU its wildness and oddity culminates in its metropolis — an 
hfnr innjnrufl city, jutting everywhere with contrarieties. Desolate and 
neglected end thriving, abject and enterprising, ruinous in 
aspect, yet grand with invisible golden domes, is Oil City — and above and 
Maud all floats the breath of the great magician, stifling and nauseous to 
unconverted mortals, yet like a glorious incense to the pilgrims who bow 
down and worship him* 

Verily the city is worthy of its name. Everything ia oil. The one 
long, crooked, bottomless street glistens black with an amiable admix- 
ture of mud and oil. The shanties and houses are oily. Oily derricks 
stand in the back yards ; and men with their thousands M in bank” walk 
the oily planked side-walk in garments covered with oil. Oil-boats, 
laden with oil, float sleekly past on the oil-covered river. Even the dogs 
and horses aro oily ; and the little fish, crowding under the oily shore, 
And themselves pickled like sardines before they know it. There are oily 
shops where the very wrapping-paper breaks out in transparent eruptions, 
and oily banka, attended by oily cashiers, where oily money is deposited 
as the product of oil. There is oil in the very atmosphere you breathe, 
oil in the water you drink, and a mysterious unotion about }our daily 
fare. The inhabitants *‘talk oil,” too, until your senses are in danger of 
slipping away from you. Then, again, oil is the one great social leveller. 
Good “ blood ” is at a discount, and a derrick can lift to the plane of the 
highest. Your teamster yesterday may be your Rothschild to-day ; and 
your neighbour, no matter how detestably vulgar in speech and manner 
he may be, can snub you with a successful " drill." If he has “ struck 
oil,” and you have not, local ethics will exult him, and defy you to prove 
your superiority. 

This is the head-quarters of the great magician. Of course, like other 
magicians, he haa been for ages popping up in all sorts of unexpected 
places, but it was here that he first touched the rock for the benefit of 
modern Aladdins. They were rough, homespun fellows, ignorant and 
wretchedly poor, for their lands had barely yielded a subsistence. One 
would have thought them just the men to venture desperately into the 
jewelled oave. But no j “ ready cash M was too tempting. Nearly every 
man of them sold hia lamp to the highest bidder, and left for more fertile 
quarters. Consequently the genii of wealth and enterprise were soon, as 
all the world knows, serving stew masters. 

One of these Aladdins, however, bad an adopted mother, a shrewd 
old soul whom we will call the widow McGannon— catch her se llin g the 
lamp I No, she rubbed it, and rubbed it, and every day the genii brought 
her, first gold, then « green backs $ M she stewed the treasure dway in 
eveiy nook and cranny of her tumble-down shanty, until it could hide no 
mrn* This was all very well. But, ene day, the old lady was faying to 
light hsrflre | tile rusty stove had been troublesome of late, harbouring 
some epke, it seemed, to the green wood that had been oast in 
loading rafts for Pittsburgh. This day there was a great spluttering and 
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hi mug when the wood went iq, but no blase. In has dilemma the old 
lady poured,' from a broket, some of the gnat m ag ician 1 * oil upon it, 
when presto’ I. the demons of dame sprang forth 1 In fain the widow 
McGenqcra soreamed and struggled^ they never Jet go their wreathing 
hold upon her until she and her money were parted for ever I 

To descend to more literal English, this old lady had reeently drawn 
a will making her adopted son Tommy sole heir. For fifteen yearn past 
the young gentleman had been content to do odd jobs in the village, 
diverting himself in the meantime with toed -sticking and M making of 
little mud pies now he collected the treasure so pareftilly hidden behind 
board, rafter, and beam, and proceeded to investigate hia affairs in earnest. 

Half of the original farm had been sold by the widow at the com- 
mencement of the oil fever. The remainder she had prudently divided, 
and leased, on shares, to different lt companies,” with the agreement that 
she should receive half of the oil obtained. By this time the yield 
was prodigious. The ragged, ignorant country boy became at once a 
mfllionnaire, with an additional income variously estimated to be from 
three to six thousand dollars a day ! 

Those who remember Malvolio cross-gartered cannot wonder that the 
widow McGannon's heir should feel inclined to make, in Shoddy phrase, 
somewhat of a “ splurge ” on the occasion of his sudden good fortune. 
Why not ? Young men do not fall every day into fields yellow with real 
golden buttercups. Besides, Tommy was good-hearted and generous ; 
and, since the roots were sure to bloom again, he scattered the buttercups 
in every direction. 

As may be supposed, Thomas lost no time in “ seeing lbs world 
wherever he went, tales of his queer ways and startling expenditure split 
the ears of the groundlings. To hire the grandest suits of apartments of 
the leading hotels as he passed along, to entertain his acquaintances, in- 
timate and casual, with princely munificence while ha stayed, and when 
he left for an absence of a month or two, vetaiu the rooms, with directions 
that any of his “ friends ” who might arrive in the meantime should bo 
“ made comfortable ” at his expense — was said to be but a small item in 
his “ sensation ” movements. There were rumours that when he patronized 
the theatres (eschewing private boxes as u too confinin’ ”) ha secured a 
dozen seats, in order to have room to “ spread himself,” as he said; ’but 
I record this eccentricity with mental reservations. 

Certain it is, however, that on one occasion, while visiting one of the 
large Western cities (C%ioagO, I believe), he directed his friends to obtain 
for him ** a prime bang tuzq-qut,” which means a carriage and two or 
more steeds to draw it. f$upq he beeqme sole proprietor of a « five- 
thousandTiMlar' team,** with equipage to correspond. Nou> Tommy wee 
glorious 1 Ms# as a young men rode mem inooamntfe before ngr since. 
His " teem” seemed d e stin ed tp solve the problem of perpetual motion. 
Half the time the gaping bystanders could not decide whether they 
wit ne ss e d a pleasure-ride or a (< runaway.” i 
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Bab what youth* of spirit oould be expected to derive satisfactionfor 
ortt from any one mundane thing— even a 44 turn-out ? " At the expira- 
tion of a fortnight, Tommy's coachman, after vainly waiting two daya for 
orders from 41 the boss," presented himself before his employer in person. 

Our Aladdin was lounging in an elegant apartment, moodily nibbling 
a cigar. Perhaps he had grown tired of 44 fun ; " or it may be, he was 
tliintmg of a kind voice that the flame-demons had stilled. At all events, 
he was meditative. 

The man coughed and said 44 Yer honer " twice, before Tommy looked 
up, with a gruff— 44 Hey ? what do you want now ? Who are you ? " 

44 John, sir — the coachman, sir. Did you want the carriage brought 
round to-day, sir?" 

44 No. I'm going off in half-an-hour — going east." 

44 Goin', sir 1 An’ will I be stoppin’ wid you any longer, sir ? " 

44 No. I s'pose not. Here, take this. That ’ll square us." 

44 Thank'ee, sir. Sure that's good pay, sir. But, if I may make so 
bold, what's to be done wid the horses, sir? Is it kept at WilliamB’c 
they'll be, yer honer ? " 

44 The bosses 1 Oh, I don't want 'em no longer. I'm going off for 
good in a few minnits." And Tommy, quietly puffing his cigar, con- 
sulted an enormous gold watch. 

44 But, yer honer ” 

44 Oh I go 'long with you. I don't want the team, I tell you. Take 'em 
and keep ’em — kill 'em or do what you please with 'em — only clear out." 

44 Be the Lord, sir l and is it hapt the craytures meself you’re sayin'? ” 

Tommy nodded, gave another puff, and pointed to the door. 44 Yes, 
take 'em, carriage and all, and go about your business." 

One day, when Tommy was “doing" New York, he strode into 
Tiffany's magnificent jewellery establishment on Broadway, and Btartled 
the assembled salesmen with a loud — 44 Show us a dimond ! " 

44 Here is one, sir," responded an elegantly modulated voice from the 
44 diamond department." 44 Eighty dollars, sir." 

44 Pooh 1 not such a speck as that ! Something bigger ! " 

44 Allow me to show you this ; very pure stone, sir, one hundred and 
sixty dollars." 

44 Nonsense — bigger 1 " 

Herewith the gentlemanly salesman (whom I have always suspected to 
be a noble lord in difficulties) produced a brilliant of about the size of a 
small pea. 44 Exquisite stone, sir — first water— eight hundred." 

44 Look here 1 " cried Tommy, becoming exasperated. 44 If you've got 
a reg'lar dimond, fetch it out ; if you haven't, just say so.” 

My lord, half amused, half vexed, here, by way of totally annihilating 
his rough customer, brought out the Koh-i-noor of tbe place. 41 Will 
thi9 suit you, sir ?— moderately fine stone; price, fifteen thousand dollars ! " 

14 Now you’re cornin' to it!" cried Tommy, decidedly mollified. 44 Is this 
4he tip-top biggest ? ” , 
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41 It is, st r," replied his lordship coolly (stroking his board at the same 
time as if to. say, “Now, my rustic friend, I have wasted quite enough 
time upon yon-r-you may go.’ 1 ) 

“ You ain’t got nothin’ bigger now ? ” 

41 Nothing, I assure you." 

“Then 1*11 take it!" 

My lord, I grieve to say, lost his presence of mind, and stared; 
but Thomas at once produced a huge roll of 44 green-backs ’’-^counted 
out the money, and the sale was concluded. 

This, as 1 have been told, occurred more than a year ago. Now, 
my lord, having become somewhat familiar with the ways and means of 
Shoddy, would scarcely lift his eyelids were his coal-heaver to propose to 
buy out the entire concern. 

Not all the newly rich, however, allow their money to be seen among 
men. There are instances in the oil country, as it is called, of men 
who, a few months ago, were at least .tranquil in their poverty, and are 
now suffering all the tortures of the miser. I know of one whose wealth 
has come upon him so fast as to literally overwhelm him. He is wretched 
with the mere weight of possession. The flowing wells upon his single 
acre are yielding him four thousand dollars, in currency, daily, as his 
share of the profits. He is afraid to trust to the banks ; and Government 
bonds do not look enough like money to satisfy him. He must have gold. 
Consequently, as fast as his money pours in, he converts it into specie, 
and packs it in boxes and butter-firkins. These he buries in his ceHar, 
each one, as he hides it away, leaving a corresponding weight of care 
in his weary heart. Nothing is added to his personal comforts, and matters 
of luxury are unthought of. Hi9 sole extra outlay is to hire a guard of 
twenty men, to watch his house night and day. A less number might 
suffice, but perhaps half of them are required to act as a check upon the 
others! Poor rich man! who would dream fiia dreams, or share his 
waking cares to be worth a million ? 

On the other hand, I can point out a lately hard-working rustic 
whom riches has truly blest. .What a .grand, startled, honest look beams 
from the man’s face ! A millionnaire, he can hardly write his own name ; 
but something tells one that when the first great wave of 4 riches 9 surged 
through his heart, some noble thoughts, long buried under the sands of 
want and toil, were laid bare, thoughts that he will cherish reverently. 
They will tell him new things of humanity, of his own undeveloped 
powers. They will guide hhn with an unerring wisdom in training his 
sons and daughters. The satirists of Shoddy must bow to that man, and 
let him pass. 

As a foil to the bright, contented spirits bubbling up on the suriaoe 
of 011-Creek prosperity, we have circulating thunder-gusts in the form of 
men who have invested largely in untried lands, and foiled to realise 
their expectations. Forsalum wells are to be seen in every direction, with 
their demek-monumcots marking the spot where hope and cash lie buried , 
vol. xw. — no. 67. & 
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Aw»«f wwc e t ioa. Not mwe'Waek are the smoke-stacks, 
tMyvKflts lotting the scene, than the looks of these men ; and their 
talk is a mixture of gall and oil marvellous to hear. Sometimes a weary, 
patient gentleman is to be met, anxiously scanning the “ operations/* and 
asking questions of every clown and labourer he meets. He is an investi- 
gator! and he lacks what the Americans call “ grit.” Tou can see it in 
hoi eye. If he have not already lost his money “ in oil/* he will lose it 
very soon. 

One of these heavy-hearted men was lately hastening along the plank 
sidewalk of Oil City, when he accidentally knocked over a half-starved- 
looking little girl whose tattered garments seemed to have long ago passed 
beyond the reach of soap. 

44 Oh, 1 beg your pardon I Are you hurt, my poor child ? ** he 
exclaimed, stooping to lift her. 

44 Go’long t ” cried the girl, springing to her feet, and shaking down her 
rags with immense hauteur — 44 I ain't poor t Dad struck ile yesterday 1 ” 

We can imagine the fistful gaze that followed the child on her 
onward way. 

It is instructive to watch the developments of would-be Shoddy. In 
the conflict of pride and cupidity the best part of the man is taken captive, 
literally Ming into the hands of the enemy. Instructive, too, and sad, 'to 
note the trials and mortifications befalling the elect of Shoddy. Think of the 
chagrin of the new millionnaire (or billionnaire 7 ) at Washington, when 
he r&td in the morning papers comments like this on bis first grand ball: — 
44 A truly magnificent affair ; cost, it is estimated, $ 100,000, which 
represents the exact profit on one hundred cannon, large numbers of 
which have been furnished the Government by this contractor.*’ 

Think of the weariness of the Shoddy lady who, ennuied with the 
superb house and uncongenial surroundings, said to a friend of mine — 
44 Ah, it’s all very fine, but my old friends kind o* stay ’way from me, and 
my new ones make fkn of me, I know they do. Everything that money 
can buy INre got by the bushel! but I ain’t happy, Miss Mary, I really ain’t 

Study Shoddy while you {pay* It is a transient 44 aristocracy” at best. 
Soon its strong characteristics will be lost, its peculiarities worn away. 
It s like Km never been on earth before. Remembering those ten 
remarkable years when speculation ran mad over Europe, when the 
South Sea bubble encompassed all England, and John Law ruled France 
with his Midas-promise and “dissolving views,” it is safe to assert 
that the Shoddy of to-day stands without a parallel in human histoxy. It 
Is the one 44 new thing under the sun” not dreamt of by Solojnoxfc 
America, Jn common with all Christendom, regards it with mingled 
tilings of disgust, amusement, and concern. 44 Where will it end?” is 
4» eveiy lip. 

, J it will en d just where it began— in human nature itself; It is 
tiiw tom * American, after all, than it is Adamite. That it has, for 
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the present, found u a local habitation and a name ” in America is because 
nowhere else has nature so lavishly and unexpectedly poured forth her 
treasures among the people, or a national emergency arisen offering 
such unparalleled temptations both to individual enterprise and cupidity. 
And Shoddy has its mission. It will suable mankind to see more plainly 
than ever before the absurdity of pretence, the vulgarity of display, and 
the folly of imagining that money alone can ever make a gentleman. It 
will point a brazen finger, for all time, at imposture and treason, and the 
lottenness of the virtue that presents its fair side te individual" men, but 
3 ielda to temptation in dealing with governments and corporations. It 
will develop new necessities and new industries — bring a fresh, hardy 
element to society by educating new classes— open a channel through 
whioh the poor may receive a share pf the refining influences which 
surround the rich — and, what is very Important to America just now, it 
will put money in the" national purse. 

Large capitalists are needed k these days fbr vast enterprises, and 
Shoddy, with its bursting coffers, can furnish its quota of these. The. 
Amerioo-Ruaaian telegraph has its protective message to Shoddy. The 
Pacific railroad is its humble servant. Other proposed public improve- 
ments beckon to it invitingly. Soieaes, even, is pointing the way that 
Shoddy must go. From the north, south,* east, west— *whew«r gold, 
oil, quicksilver, and coal lie buried— them is a ea|b %m MtwMy to come 
and grow richer still ; and Shoddy wxH segiaiy IMWer ft# summons. 
Just now when the nation is coming out «# ffeUmmfs hw Rfe or death, 
when it requires fresh explorers and new pmprees to enable it to meet 
the tremendous demands that have been mmblpen it, Providence wsals 
them long-kept secrets, discloses «h** MM* «Nf»t, the* iHftfitoblo 
reservoirs of wealth and— let us Mfefft * 

It may seem a strange whto* I tfaegfc M Vk My4bnd 

and end it with Providence; but fc* close? 

The magie delights qf our ehildhopd became fesagnMl# es (Mb0m in 
our age. Our eariy wishes are fcr frbplwMf mim MN we 
fcr Divine blessings. 
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CHAPTER X 

The Housemaid's Face. 

LL was quiet at Thorpe- Am- 
brose. jhe hall was solitary, 
the rooms were dark. The 
servants, waiting for the sup- 
per hour m the garden at the 
back of the house, looked up 
at the dear heaven and the 
-rising moon, and agreed that 
there was little prospeot of 
the return of the picnic party 
until later in the night. The 
general opinion, led by the 
high authority of the cook, 
predicted that thqy might all 
sit downAo supper without the 
least fear of being disturbed 
by -the bell. Having ariived 
at this conclusion, the serva^h 
assembled round the tabhljf 
and exactly at the moment 
when they sat 'down, the bell 
rang. 

The footman, wondering, 
went upstairs to open the door, and found to his astonishment Midwinter 
waiting akin%op the threshold, and looking (m the servant's opinion) 
ably iIL He asked for a light, and, sa y ing he wanted nothing 
withdrew at onoe to hie room." The footman wont bade to his 



Allow-servants, and repotted that something bed eertpinly happened to 
hH master's friend. w 

On entering his room, Midwinter dosed the door, and hurriedly filled 
m bag with the aeoemaries far travdHng. This done, he took fa m a 
looked drawer, and placed in the breast-pocket of his eekt, some little 
foments which Altai had given to hire— a dpr*eaa% a puree, end a net 
fOMl In plain gdd. Having po mmsed himsdf of them memorials, he 
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Michel up the bag, and hddlfr jmt on 

time, he paused. Tfe«r^ the headlong h&m df m%k adtafmjSms &r. 
suddenly’ ceased, And the heed despair n 41a fiief Jms*h lie *aA a h* 
waited, with the door in his hind. 

Up to that moment he had beep ceneeious of hat one mtOfo that 
animated him, but one pifrpope that Jstf was resolute to achieve. M For 
Allan's sake l 1 ' he had add to himself, whearhedooked bpk toward* the 
fatal landseape and saw his friend leaving him to meet {he woman at the 
pool. " For Allan's sake ! * he had said again, when he crossed the open 
country beyond the wood, and saw after, in the grey twilight, the long line 
of embankment and the distent gfimmer of the railwsgr lamps beckoning 
him away already to the iron road. 

It was only when he now paused before he doasd the door behind 
him*— it was only when his own impetuous rapidity of action same for the 
first time to a cheek— that the nobler nature of tike man rose in protest 
against the superstitious despair Which was hurrying him from all that 
he held dear. His conviction of the terrible necessity of leaving Allan fin: 
Allan's good, had not been shaken for an instant since he had seen die 
first vision of the Dream realised on the shores of the Mere. But now, 
for the first time, his own heart rose against him in unanswerable febuke. 
u Go, if yon must and will 1 but remember the time When yon were ill, 
and he sat fay your bedside ; friendlete, and ie opened hit heart to you — 
and write, if you fear to Speak ; write and ask Jum to forgive you, before 
you leave him far ever 1" 

The half-opened door dosed again softly. Midwinter sat down at the 
writing-table and took up the pen. He tried again and again, and yet 
again, to write the farewell words; hi tried, till the floor all round him 
was littered with tom sheets of paper. Turn from them which way he 
would, the old times still came bade and freed him reproaohftily. The 
spacious bedchamber in whiofe he sat, narrowed, ln-spilb of him, to the 
akk other’* garret at the WpdNoontay inn. The kiwi hand Oat hadonoe 
patted him oa the *hoolder,ta«diggl himagtaa; the hind Tcdee that had 
cheered him, tpoko Ooohnaginbljr la thfrold friendly tome*, •jteflumhia 
am* on *e table, taad dropped hit haad«n them In temlemdatfair. The 
pelting horde *at hj> toagna ttaa pwrantar to otter, hfa pan tatajjawer- 
lem to write. Mdroflaatly in w fa m t, Ma wpendtfao potand -ta.nn ta 
go while the time war hit own, teareMtwly in aamtaMtfa’-JpW **' Man 
M3 h p tefr ri i tiro flueienjkhiilhi pawkn and 

Sanaa mi* a noddy m&jtm, yd wag * (mtiprmt.** When 
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' An Itafl in the darkness. As foe time stole pn, he senses remained 

awake, but his mind began to sink slowly under the heavy 
0r * iathat had now been laid on it for soma hours past. A dull vaoaney 
Possessed him; he made no attempt to kindle the light and write oeoe 
gpere, He never started ; be never, moved to the open window, when the 
fcptnound of approaching wheels broke in on the silence of the night. He 
the carriages draw up at the door ; he heard the horses champing 
tkkr bits ; he heard the voices of Allan and young Pedgift on the steps — 
unA still he sat quiet in the darkness, and still no interest was roused in 
him by the sounds that reached his ear from outside. 

* The voices remained audible after the carriages had been driven away ; 
the two young men were evidently lingering on the steps before they took 
deaveof each other. Every word they said readied Midwinter through 
the open window. Their one subject of conversation was the new 
governess. Allan'# voice was loud in her praise. He had never passed 
such an hour of delight in his life as the hour he had spent with Miss 
Gwilt in the boat, on the way from Hurle Mere to the piotuo party waiting 
•t the other Broad. Agreeing, on his side, with all that his olient said 
in praise of the charming stranger, young Pedgift appeared to treat the 
subject, when it fell into his hands, from a different point of view. Miss 
Gwilt's attractions had not so entirely absorbed his attention as to prevent 
him from noticing the impression which the new governess had produced 
on her employer and her pupil. 

“ There's a screw loose somewhere, sir, in Major Milrcy's family," said 
the voice of young Pedgift. “ Did you notice how the major and his 
daughter looked when Miss Gwilt made her excuses for being late 
the Mere? You don't remember? Do you remember what Mis s 
Gwilt said?" 


“ Something about Mrs. Milroy, wasn't it ? " Allan rejoined. 

Young Padgtft's voice dropped Mysteriously a note lower. 

u Miss Gwilt reached the cottage this afternoon, mr, at the time when 
I told you she wiuld reach it, and she wouU'have joined us at the time 
I told you she would come, but for Mrs. Mifepy. Mrs. Mitoy toot for 
her upstairs as soon as she entered the houie, and kept her Upstairs a good 
half hour jftd more. That wed Mies Gir&'e eaouse, Mr. Armadale, for 
bpiqg latent the Mare." 

• Well, and what then? 1 ’ 

“ton M »«*!*» fbi’VMtlfce *M* neighbourhood tea tear* 
abeut Mrs. Mtlrey Mfor ^ ijt to the major font settled among as. We have 
I# bee* told, on the doctors own ***«%, that she k too $m * ***** 

r^rr 1 * * ^ ***** ^ the wknint 

toSkh or™* A m* Hpm - TTfirr mm** 
inil !■! flllMllfl n- ~— " 
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see it in that lights atony sate. I had my ey© on them both whea the 
govemeaa told diem .that. Mrs. Dlilroy had seat for her. If erer I saw a 
girl look thoroughly frightened, Miss Milroy was that girl ; and (if I may 
be allowed, in the strictest confidence, to libel a gallant soldier) I should 
say that the major himself was much in the same condition. Take my 
word for it, sir, there's something wrong upstairs in that pretty cottage of 
yours; and Miss Gwilt is mixed up in it already.*' 

There was a minute of silence. When the vetoes were next heard by 
Midwinter, they were farther away from the house — Allan was probably 
accompanying young Pedgiffc a few steps on his way book. 

After a while, Allan's voice was audible once more under the portico, 
making inquiries after his friend ; answered' by the servant's voice giving 
Midwinter's message. This brief interruption over, the silence was not 
broken again till the time came for shutting, up the house. The servants’ 
footsteps passing to and fro, the clang of closing doers, the barking of a 
disturbed dog in the stable-yard — these sounds warned Midwinter that it 
was getting late. He rose mechanically to kindle a light. $ut his heed 
was giddy, his hand trembled — ho laid aside the match-box, end returned 
to his chair. The conversation between Allan .and young Pedgift had 
ceased to occupy his attention the instant he ceased to hear it ; and now 
again, the sense that the precious time was foiling him became a lbst sense, 
as soon as the house noiqcs which had awakened it had passed away. His 
energies of body and mind were both alike worn out ; he waited with 
a stolid resignation for the trouble that wdi to come to him with the 
coming day. 

An interval passed, and the ailenoe was onoe mote disturbed by voioes 
outside ; the voioes of a man and a woman this time. The first few words 
exchanged between them indicated plainly enough a meeting of the clan- 
destine kind; and revealed the man as cine of the servants at Thorpe- 
Ambrose, and the woman as one of the servants at the cottage. 

Here again, after the first greetings were over, the subject of the new 
governess became the allsatsprbiiqg subject of conversation. The woman 
was brimfid of forebodings (inspired solely by Miss Gfwilt's good looks), 
which she poured out irrepressibly on the man, m he aright to 
divert her to other topic. „ Sooner or liter, fat him aWlfe her word*, 
there wwld he an awful “ upaet ” at the oottagn I lm muter, ft ought 
be mentioned in confidence, ted a dreadikl lift with her tamtam. Tha 
major wu the hurt of man; he hadn’t 4 thought in Jiia heart Impend hia 
d a u gh ter and hi. are r lm rin g clock Bat only Id a aice-toridng Worn., 
come near the place, and lira. Mlny wpa jmtoaa of h» ■ i rifling jirion., 
life a rr — FrltH r~ thatnriMssSe riokriwd of Man.- VMtai CHrilt 
(Who waa'chrtainly good-htoking, Jft «pito 0th* hiiamm Ur), didn't 
MMrjfha-rifajhMfta dome fteft— mtoiy rt.yi more warn oner their, htoda, 
the ariUaoai wna'rim/aefttrifri ®e longer^ hat ewwbedy rim* . Whetawr 
ho^aMd^dftaaalli rie.^rip. r > wteth^ hi at thedoan if the m)hh atOihmt 
meSla^ 4bd the mimm+lmA had • dw.Mri.yari tow ym» 
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1 ted the old lady had gone away in a fhry, telling her son, 
Mbre M the servants, that if he had a spark of spirit in him, he 
Would liefer submit to his wife's temper as he did. It would be too 
fattch perhaps to accuse the major's mother of purposely picking out 
ft handsome governess to spite the major's wife. But it might be 
safely said that the old lady was the last person in the world to 
humour the mistress's jealousy, by dedining to engage a capable and 
respectably governess for her granddaughter, because that governess hap- 
pened to be blessed with good looka How it was all to end (except that 
it was certain to end badly) no human creature could say. Things were 
looking as black already as things well could. Miss Neelie wsb crying, 
after the day's pleasure (which was one bad sign) ; the mistress had found 
fault with nobody (which was another) ; the master had wished her good- 
night through the door (which was a third) ; and the governess had locked 
herself up in her room (which was the worst sign of all, for it looked as if 
die distrusted ihe servants). Thus the stream of the woman's gossip ran 
on, and thuB it reached Midwinter's ears through the window, till the 
dock Hr the Btable-yard struck, and stopped the talking. When the last 
vibrations of the bell had died away, the voices were not audible again, 
and the silence was broken no more. 

Another interval passed, and Midwinter made a* new effort to rouse 
himself. This time he kindled the light without hesitation, and took the 
pen in hand. * 

He wrote at the first trial with a sadden facility of expression, which, 
surprising him as he went on, ended in Towuog in him some vague sus- 
picion of himself. He left the table, and bathed his head and face in water, 
and came bade to read what he had written. The language was bdrely 
intelligible— sentences were left unfinished ; words were misplaced one for 
tiie other— every line recorded the protect of the weary brain against 
the merciless will that had forced it into action. Midwinter tore up the 
sheet of paper as he had tom up the other sheets before it— and sinking 
under the struggle at last, laid his weaiy head on the pillow. Almost on 
the Instant, exhaustion overcame him; sad before he could put the light 
out he foil asleep. 

He was soused by a noise at the door. The sunlight was pouring into the 
froom; the oandle had burnt down into the sooket ; and the servant was wait- 
ing outside with a letter which had come for him by the morning’s post. 

“I ventured to disturb you,, sir,” said the man, when Midwinter 
opened the door, “because* the letter is marked 4 Immediate,' and I 
didn't but it might be of some consequence?* 

Midwinter tanked him, and looked it the letter. It wm of m 
ntmacqttenoe — ta handwriting wi Hr. Brodk’c 

’ He pained to collect M» fcnnltiefc Ihe tom sheet* of jwper an the 
fleer w ed le d to Urn in « mtmeat the position in which he ttood. He 
locked ta docs •gain, i* ta her tat Alta might pee eetSm tamltototj 
and «faae into make inqtdcka. The n— feeling tongriy fafterttoin 
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anything that the rector could write to him now — he opened Hr. Brook’s 
letter, and read these lines 

** Tuesday, 

44 Mt deab Midwinteb, — I t is sometimes best to tell bad news plainly, 
in few words. Let me tell mine at onoe, in one sentence. My precautions 
have all been defeated : the woman has escaped me. 

44 This misfortune — for it is nothing less — happened yesterday (Monday). 
Between eleven and twelve in the forenoon of that day, the business which 
originally brought me to London obliged me to go to Doctors’ Commons, 
and to leave my servant Robert to watch the house opposite our lodging 
until my. return. About an hour and a half after my departure he observed 
an empty cab drawn up at the door of the house. Boxes and bags 
made their appearance first ; they were followed by the woman herself, in 
the dross I had first seen her in. Having previously secured a cab, Robert 
traced her to the terminus of the North-Western Railway — saw her pass 
through the ticket-office — kept her in view till she readied the platform — 
and there, in the crowd and confusion caused by the starting of a large 
mixed train, lost her. I must do him the justice to say that he at otfce 
took the right course in this emergency. Instead qf wasting time in 
searching for her on the platform, he looked along the line of carriages ; 
and he positively declares that he failed to see her in any one of them. 
He admits, at the same time, that his search (conducted between two 
o’dock, when he lost sight of her, and ten minutes past, when the train 
started) was, in the confusion of the moment, necessarily an imperfeot 
one. But this latter circumstance, in my opinion, matters little. I as 
firmly disbelieve in the wonian’s actual departure by that train as if I had 
searched every one of the carriages myself ; and you, I have no doubt, 
will entirely agree with me. 

44 You. now know how the disaster happened. Let us not waste time and 
words in lamenting it The evil is done — and you and I together must 
find the way to remedy it. 

44 What I have accomplished already, on my side, may be told in two 
words. Agy hesitation I m i g frt have previously felt at trusting this 
delicate business in strangers* hands, was at an end the moment I heard 
Robert’s newjk I went back at once to the city, and placed the whole 
matter confidentially before my lawyers. The conference was a long, 
one; and whan I Jeft the office it waa past the pom-hour, or X should 
have written to you on Monday instead of writing to-day. My interview 
with the lawyers waa not very encouraging. They warn me plainly 
that serious difficulties stand in the way of our recovering the lost tnee. 
But they have promised to do their hart; and we have derided cq the 
c o me to ha HBkm uxocptiug one ‘point cm which wa totally differ. X 
mom teU yon what this d if fe r e n ce is; for while business keeps me gwajr 
than Thospe-Ambrnee, you are the only p am whom X can trust to put 

Hm hnnw «f tfimg, ton, tot to maun fans ten mte 

4 —* 
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8femAe. first that l Was watching hart that Am is, consequently, no 
preae&t hope of her being rash enough to appear personally at Thorpe- 
Ambroee; that any mischief she may have it in contemplation to do, will 
\» done in the drat instance by deputy 5 and that the only wise course for 
Alton's fiaenda and guardians to take, is to wait passively till events 
enlighten them* My own idea is diametrioally opposed to this. After 
what haa happened at the railway, I cannot deny that As woman must 
baft discovered that I was watching her. But At has no reason to 
suppose that she bhs not succeeded in deceiving me ; and I firmly believe 
fhe ie beld enough to take us by surprise, and to win, or force her way 
into Allan’s confidence before we are prepared to prevent her* You and 
you only (while I am detained in London) can decide wheAer I am right 
or wrong— and you Can do it in this way. Ascertain at once wheAer any 
woman who is a stranger in the neighbourhood has appeared sinae Monday 
last, at, or near, Tborpe-Ambrose, If any such person has been observed 
(and nobody escapes observation in Ae oountry), take Ae first opportunity 
•you can get of seeing her, and ask yourself if her face does, or does not, 
answer certain plain questions which I am now about to write down for 
you. You may depend on uiy accuracy. J saw Ac woman unveiled on 
more than one occasion— and the laft time Arough an excellent glass. 

“1. la hpr hair light brown, pud (apparently) not very plentiful? 
& la her forehead high, narrow, and sloping backward from the brow ? 
8. Are her eyebrows very faintly marked, and;are her eyes small, and 
nearer dark than light— either grey or hasei (I have not seen her dose 
enough to he certain which)? 4 . Is her nos# aquiline? 5 . Are her 
lips Ain, and is the upper lip long ? 6* Does bar complexion look J 3 to 
an originally fair complexion, which has deteriorated into a dull, sickly 
paleness? 7 (and lastly). Has Ae a retreating Ain, and is Acre, on Ae 
left aide of it, a mark of some kind— a mole or a soar, l oaa’t say which? 

44 1 odd noAing about her expression, for you n say see her under 
circumstances whi A may partially alter it as seen by me. Teat her by 
bar fbaturas, whi A no circumstances can change. Xf there is a stranger 
in Ae neighbourhood, and if her fine answers my seven questions— *** 
hm found tk» wow**! Go imUaily, in thrt omo, to tie umomt Uwytt, 
tui plwfce my n*n» *wl or«Ht for wtatavar expowos )DMy bftisnmd 
in ksuptag h*r undar izwpotioab^kt and dajr, Having 4 m» tfeu, take 
ihnywdiMtwfti ■fi wimm i w rti a g with me) and nbtfbut »y imam 
kflakhador not,I wOl«*tifor Kafelkby tfaalntfeaia. . 

**t|iaqr wanv-^A«thet, VCTl w aa d or whathw nahd ia 
ay «Mp tvia a > xw itte totta by intern of y/*L if- it it m ly to toil jo# 
ftak'jwu lava Motored my ieitw* wntol J a* wtfarie, unde* 
aod mOytm , tatattted aaI«»ftMi AUu»*Mt yoa mom. on ralivM. 
Mwto f etodtkii,! kaow yagatol aaagh to feel nit, I nm4 my 
ttMM 

Alwayi your Matf, 
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Hardened by the fttaHst conviction that now posflseeod him,"Midwinter 
read the rector's' confession of defeat from the first line to the last, without 
the slightest betrayal -either of interest or surprise. The one part of the 
letter at which he looked back was the dosing part of it. Hie read the 
last paragraph for the second time; and then waited for a moment, 
reflecting on it. “I owe much to Mr. Brock’s kindness,” he thought; 
" and I shall never Bee Mr. Brock again. It is useless and hopeless— but 
he asks me to do it, and it shall be done. A moment’s look at her will 
be enough— a moment's look at her with his letter in my hand— and a line 
to tell him that the woman is here 1 " 

Again he stood hesitating at the half-opened door; again, the cruel 
necessity of writing his forewell to Allan stopped him, and stared him in 
the foce. 

He looked aside doubtingly at the reotor’s letter. u I will write the two 
together," he said. “ One may help the other." Hii face flushed deep 
as the words escaped him. He was consoious of doing, what he had not 
done yet — of voluntarily putting off the evil hour ; of making Mr. Brock 
the pretext for gaining the last respite left, the respite of time. 

The only sound that reached him through the open door was the 
Bound of Allan stirring noisily in the xiext room. He stepped at once 
into the empty corridor ; and, meeting no one on the stairs, made his way 
out of the house. The dread that his resolution to leave Allan might 
foil him, if he saw Allan again, was as vividly present to hh mind in the 
morning as it had been all through the night. He drew a deep breath of 
relief as he descended the house steps — relief at having escaped the friendly 
greeting of the morning from the one human creature whom he loved ! 

He entered the Shrubbery with Mr. Brock's letter in his hand, and 
took the nearest way that led to the major’s cottage. Hot the slightest 
recollection was in his mind of the talk which had found its way to his 
cars during the night. His one reason for determining to see the woman, 
was the reason which the rector had put in his mind. The one remem- 
brance that Hew guided him to the place in which she lited, was the 
remembrance of Allan's exclamation when he first identified the governess 
with the figure at the pool* 

Arrived at the gate of the cottage, he stopped. The thought struck 
him that he might defeat his own Object If he looked at director's 
questions in the woman's presence. Her suspicions would be probably 
100*01,111 the first instance* by hi* asking to see her (as he had determined 
to with Sir without ah egetfee); and tfc* appearance of die letter 
in his hand might eotffirM them. She might defeat him by instantly 
leaving the tooaii' Determined toflxi^edssb^tioninhfon&ififirst, and 
then totafaftl die fctfeff and, turning &%ty dtttfy by 

til* ride of the teed the tevfcn qfefetiotil which he fell state t# 
asriuttt beforehand the Wrigaefr ftp* woqltt answer. 

A4%n 



AHMAD ALE, 


as 

* fife Mked up and found himself on the brink of a broad grassy trench, 
fearing the park on one side and the high laurel hedge of an enclosure on 
tfeb other. The enclosure evidently surrounded the back garden of the 
teUtage ; and the trench was intended to protect it from being damaged 
byifce cattle grazing in the park. Listening carefully as the alight sound 
which had disturbed him grew fainter, he recognized in it the rustling of 
vramenfe dresses. A few paces ahead, the trench was crossed by a 
bridge (closed by a wicket-gate) which connected the garden with the 
park. He passed through the gate, crossed the bridge, and, opening 
a door at the other end, found himself in a summer-house, thickly 
covered with creepers, and commanding a full view of the garden from 
end to end. 

He looked, and saw the figures of two ladies walking slowly away 
from him towards the cottage. The shorter of the two failed to oocupy 
his attention for an instant — he never stopped to think whether she was, 
or was not, the major’s daughter. His eyes were riveted on the other 
figure ; the figure that moved over the garden walk with the long lightly- 
falling dress, and the easy seductive grace. There, presented exactly as 
he had seen her once already — there, with her back again turned on him, 
was the Woman at the pool 1 

There was a chance that they might take another turn in the garden — 
a turn back towards the summer-house. On that chance Midwinter 
waited. Ho consciousness of the intrusion that he was committing had 
stopped him at the door of the summer-house ; and no consciousness of 
it troubled him even now. Every finer sensibility in his nature, sinking 
under the cruel laceration of the past night, had ceased to feel. The 
dogged resolution to do what he had come to do, was the one animating 
influence left alive in him. He acted, he even looked, as the most stolid 
man living might have acted and looked in his place. He was self- 
possessed enough, in the interval of expectation, before governess and 
pupil readied the end of the walk, to open Mr. Brook’s letter, and 
to fortify his memory by a last look at the paragraph whidh described 
her face. 

He was still absorbed over the description, when he heard the smooth 
rustle of the dresses jtaavelling towards him agaifu Standing in the 
shadow of the sUmmer-houee, he waited while she lessened the distance 
between them. With ^ 3 r written portrait vividly imprased on his mind , 
and with the dear lightttf the morning to hdp him, his eyes questioned her 
as she one on; and these wan the answer* that her fine gan him back. 

The hair in the rector's desc ri ption wu tight brown and not plntiftL 
Thk woman’* hair, snperbljr famriant in it* growth, wa* of thecoann- 
pardooaU/ remarkable (had. of jjakmr which the prqudioe of th« Northern 
nation* nanr entirely fo r g i ro * i t waa rod/ The forehead in the rootor'a 
d me tifHnn waa high, narrow, |nd' sloping backward from At brow; the 
m efr nwi ware fiuntly marked, nyjt the eyeeemsH, and in oohmrekhwgwy 
w kaaeL This woman’s forehead was low, upright, and broad towards 
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the temples; her eyebrows, at once strongly and delicately marked, 
were a shade darker than her hair ; her eyes, large, bright, and well- 
opened, were of that purely bine colour, without a tinge in it of grey or 
green, so often presented to our admiration in pictures and books, so rarely 
met with in the living face. The nose in the rector’s description was 
aquiline. The line of this woman's nose bent neither outward nor in- 
ward: it was" the straight delicately-moulded nose (with the short upper 
lip beneath) of the ancient statues and busts. The lips in the rector's 
description were thin, and the upper lip long; the complexion was of a 
dull sickly paleness ; the chin retreating, and the mark of a mole or a 
scar on the left side of it. This woman's lips were full, rich, and sensual. 
Her complexion was the lovely complexion which accompanies such hair 
as hers — so delicately bright in its rosier tints, so warmly and softly white 
in its gentler gradations of colour on the forehead and the neck. Her 
chin, round and dimpled, was pure of the slightest blemish in every part 
of it, and perfectly in line with her forehead to the end. Nearer and 
nearer, ana fairer and fairer she came, in the glow of the morning light— 
the most startling, the most unanswerable contradiction that eye could see, 
or mind conceive, to the description in the rector's letter. 

Both governess and pupil were close to the summer-house before they 
looked that way, and noticed Midwinter standing inside. The governess 
saw him first. 

“ A friend of yourSj Miss Milroy ? " she asked quietly, without starting, 
or betraying any sign of surprise. 

Neelie recognized him instantly. Prejudiced against Midwinter by 
his conduct when his friend had introduced him at the cottage, she now 
fairly detested him as the unlucky first cause of her misunderstanding 
with Allan at the picnic. Her face flushed, and she drew back from the 
summer-house with an expression of merciless surprise. 

“ He is a friend of Mr. Armadale's," she replied sharply. 44 I don't 
know what he wants, or why he iB here." 

44 A friend of Mr. Armadale's ! " The governess's feoe lit up with a sud- 
denly-roused interest as die repeated the words. She returned Midwinter’s 
look, still steadily fixed on her, with equal steadiness on her side. 

41 For my part," pursued Neelie, resenting Mid wi nters insensibility to 
her presence on the soene, 44 1 think it a gnat liberty to treat pipe's 
garden as if it was the open perk 1" 

The governess tuned roufld, and gently interpoeed. 

44 My dear Mias Ifiny," aha remonstrated, "there an oertain die- 
tfnctkma to be observed. This gentleman is a friend of Mr. Armadale's. 
Ten could hardly ex pyv es yourself More strongly, if he was a psrfrot 
stranger." 

“I expr ras my opinion," retorted Neelie, chafing under the satirically 
indulgent tone in winch tbs gwmwki^aed hex. 44 Bk a metier of 
tMta, Mu. Owfltj aU/tM* dAr." jgfc. ^ — 1 wnypuriafly, mA 
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*■< ^ Wl I* very young,” arid Mias Gwilt, appealing with a smile to 
Wlftart forbearenoe; "and, aa you must see for yourself, air, she is 
tihild.” fihe paused— -showed, for an instant only, her surprise at 
IMrintar'is strange silence and strange persistency in keeping his eyes still 
toed on her— then set herself, with a charming grace and readiness, to help 

*ut of the false position in which he stood. “ As you hare extended 
your walk thus far,” she resumed, “ perhaps you will kindly favour me, on 
youtf by taking adnessage to your friend ? Mr. Armadale has been 

so good ee to invite me to see the Thorpe-Ambrose gardens this morning. 
WiU yiu say that Mqjor Milroy permits me to accept the invitation (in 
company with Miss Milroy) between ten and eleven o'clock ? ” For a 
mbment her eyes rested, with a renewed look of interest, on Midwinter's 
face. She waited, still in vain, for an answering word from him — smiled, 
aa if his extraordinary silence amused rather than angered her-*-and 
followed her pupil back to the cottage. 

It was only when the last trace of her had disappeared that Midwinter 
roused himself, and attempted to realize the position in whioh he stood. 
The revelation of her beauty was in no respect answerable for the breath- 
less astonishment which had held him spell-bound up to this moment. 
The one dear impression she had produced on him thus for, began and 
ended with his discovery of the astounding contradiction that her face 
offered, in one feature after another, to the description in Mr. Brook's 
letter. All beyond this was vague and misty — a dim consciousness of a 
tall, elegant woman, and of kind words, modestly and gracefully spoken to 
him, and nothing more. 

He advanoed a few steps into the garden, without knowing why — 
stopped, glancing hither and thither like a man lost — recognized the 
summer-housh by an effort, as if yean had elapsed since he had seen it — 
and made his way out again, at last, into the park. Even here, he 
wandered first in one direction, then in another. His mind was still 
rioting under the shook that had fallen on it; his perceptions were all 
coated. Something kept him mechanically it* action, walking eagerly 
without a motive, walking ho knew not where. 

Afer te s ensitiv ely mganined man might have been overwhelmed, as he 
was overwhelmed now, by the immense, the instantaneous revulsion of feel- 
ing whioh the event of the Inst few minutes had wrought in his mind. 

At the memorable tent when hi had opened the door ef the summer- 
house* to confusing Influnaoa troubled his htukht Eight or wrong, in 
all Hu* eSafe* to hm {mute towards his friend, ho had leaoksd an 
■fcAUtaly Mnita mmrinrion» by m rinelataly driUte (Mot* of Acmfixt 
The whole strength of the motive which hed driven him into thn rreeieitou 
W.fNt ten dBm, cmtoi MM lathe belief tithe had naan m jttnrie 
MeW Dm ftril ftdfiJmen* aftthe tea Virion of die Breen. And £» 
MInft’fc Ito riim i v etoe d; Mtoeterifr t m the oonitotion tet'shnwpmm 
whoima the one surrivor of toe tragedy in Medeb^ nrnt he rito bmi- 



tably tli# worn** whom be had mi standing in the Shadow's pi aee it toe 
pool Fine to, the# persuasion, he had himself eempeted the object of 
hi# distrait end of the rector’s distrust with the description written by the 
rector himself— a description, carefully minute, by e men entirely trust- 
worthy— and hie own eyes had hdbrined him the! the women whom he 
had seen at toe' Mere, and too women whom Mr. Brook had identified in 
London, were not one, but Two. In the place of toe Diwefe-Shadow, 
there had stood, on toe evidence of toe meter's letter, not toe instrument 
of toe Fatality— bat i stranger 1 , 

No each doubts as might have troubled a lets superstitions man, were 
started in hk mind by the discovery that had now opened on him. 

It never occurred to him to ask himself, whether n stranger might not 
be the appointed instrument of the Fatality, now when toe letter had 
persuaded him that a stranger had been revealed as toe figure in the 
dream-landscape. No such idea entered, or cbuld enter, hia mind. The 
one woman, whom Hie superstition dreaded, was toe woman who had 
entwined herself with the lives of the two Armadales in the first genera* 
torn, and with the fortunes of the two Armadales In toe second*— who 
was at ones the marked object of his father's doath*bed Warning, and the 
first capse of the family calamities which had opened Alina's way to toe 
Thorpd- Ambrose estate— the woman, in a word, whom he would have 
known instinctively, but for Mr. Brock’B letter, to be the woman whom he 
had now actually seen. 

Looking at events as they had just happened, under the influence of 
the misapprehension into which the rector had innocently misled him, his 
mind saw and seised its new conclusion instantaneously ; acting precisely 
as it had acted in the past time of his interview with Mr. Brook at the 
Isle of Man. 

Exactly as he had oboe declared it to be an all-sufficient refutation 
of the idea of the Fatality ; that be bad never met with toe timber- 
ship in any of bis voyages at tea— so he now seised on toe similarly- 
derived eeaciutien, toil toe whole claim of toe Dream to a nipernetural 
origin aieed tel&tritoed by toe disclosure of a stranger in toe Shadow’# 
place. Once started from toli potot— oooe ueouxdged to lei hie love 
for Allan influence him undividedly agafn*«hia mind buried along toe 
whale resulting ebain #f thought a# tightoibg speed. If toe Bream 
was proved to In *# longer « warning hem toe other wuri^ it followed, 
inevitably, toa# neeldeni afeto not tote hnd Jed toe way to toe night 
on toe Wreck, and that A the sweats which had b u p brn rito tinee Allan 
end he hgtoyaetoft Urn V* Btoek, tosse events in torihetives has** 
ka% whhto eefatetiihm had distorted too* tori* prope r shap* 2* 
km tort a atom* hk mebtie to^nstion bad ttomi him bato to tie 
morttibgto O m tietoW n when^ hadieveaM to toejemtotoiiasspetefhti 

toe Mtef Sm&ZSSi 

jalnM to 

WW **7 WJ <; V^W HMF Wm JaK 
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Uu*df; Bowonoe more lie conld say with the eager ainoerity of the old 
tfane, u If the thought of leaving him breaks my heart, the thought of 
leaving him is wrong l ” As that nobler conviction poamssed itself again 
Of Mb mind— quieting the tumult, clearing the confusion within him — the 
house at Thorpe- Ambrose, with Allan on the steps, waiting and looking 
Ihr him, opened on his eyes through the trees. A sense of illimitable 
relief lifted his eager spirit high above the cares, and doubts, and fears that 
hid oppressed it so long ; and showed him once more the better and brighter 
fixture of his early dreams. His eyes filled with tears, and he pressed the 
rector’s letter, m his wild passionate way to his lips, as he looked at 
Allan through the vista of the trees. 44 But for this morsel of paper,” he 
thought, 44 my life might have been one long sorrow to me, and my father’s 
crime might have parted us for ever ! ” 

Such was the result of the stratagem which had shown the housemaid's 
face to Mr. Brook as the face of Miss Gwilt. And bo — by shaking 
Midwinter's trust in his own superstition, in the one case in which that 
superstition pointed to the truth— did Mother Oldershaw’s ounning 
triumph over difficulties and dangers, which had never been contemplated 
oy Mother Oldershaw herself. 


CHAPTER XL 

Miss Gwil/r AMONG THE QUICKSANDS. 

1 . — From the Reverend Decimue Brock to Oziae Midwinter. 

“ Tbottdsy. 

44 My dear Midwinter, — No words can tell what a relief it was to me to 
get your letter this morning, and what a happiness I honestly feel in 
having been, thus far, proved to he in the wrong. The precautions you 
have taken in case 4he woman should still confirm my apprehensions by 
Venturing herself at Thorpe- Ambrose, seem to me to he all that can he 
desired. Ton are no doubt sure to hear of her from one or other of the 
people in the lawyer’s office, whom, you have asked to inform you of the 
appearance of a stranger in the town. 

44 1 sm the more pleased at finding how entirely I can trust yon in this 
matter — for 1 am likely to be obliged to leave Allan's interests hangar than 
I supposed solely in your hands. My visit to Thozpe^Ainbrose most, 1 
regret to asyv be Refe rre d for two months. The only one of my brother- 
etagymen in London, who is able to take my duty for me, cannot 
it oonvenient to remove with his fiunily to Boxsmrsetshire before that time. 

X have no alternative but to finish my badness here, and be back *l mj , 
r ec to ry cm Saturday next If anything happens, you will of go m e s 
fa iti mti y Qo mifamfo a fri with mo-sad, in that case, be the inoonveaieaee 
what it may, I must leave heme for Thorp* Ambrose. ^ on the other haaO, 
Agefift More smoothly than my own obstinate apprehsasi<m*wijl alW 
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me to suppose,, then Allan (to whom I have written) must not expect to 
see me till this flay two* months. 

“No result has, up to this time, rewarded our exertions to recover 
the trace lost at the rrfhray. I will keep my letter open, however, until 
post-time, in case the next few hours bring any news. 

11 Always truly yours, 

“ Dxcnlus Beocx.” 

“ P.S. — I have jfist heard from the lawyers 1 . They have found out 
the name the woman passed by in London. If this discovery (not a very 
important one, I am afraid,) suggests any new course of proceeding to you, 
pray act on it at once. The name is — Miss Gwiit* 1 * 


2. — From Mias Gwiit to Mrs . Oldcrshaw. 

“ The Cottage, Thorpe- Ambrose, 

M Saturday, June 28th. 

“ If you will promise not to be alarmed, Mamma Oldershaw, I will begin 
this letter m a very odd way, by copying a page of a letter written by 
somebody else. You have an excellent memory, and you may not have 
forgotten that I received a note from Major Milroy*s mother (after she 
had engaged me as governess), on Monday last. It was dated and 
signed; and here it is, bb far as the first page : — ‘June 28rd, 1851. 
Dear Madam, — Pray excuse my tioubling you, before you go to Thorpe- 
Ambrose, with a word more about the habits observed in my son's house- 
hold. When I had the pleasure of seeing you at two o'clock to-day, in 
Kingsdown Crescent, I had another appointment in a distant part of 
London at three ; and, in the hurry of the moment, one or two little 
matters escaped me, which I think I ought to impress on your attention. 1 
The rest of the letter is not of the slightest importance, but the lines that 
I have just oopied, are well worthy of all the attention you can bestow 
on them. They have saved me from discovery, my dear, before I have 
been a week in Major Milroy’s service 1 

“ It happened no later than yesterday evening, and it bqgan and ended 
in this manner,— 

“ There is a gentleman here (of whom I shall have more to say 
presently), who is an intimate friend of young Artnadale’s,and who beam the 
strange name of Midwinter. Me contrived yesterday to speak to me alone 
in the park. Ahnoet as toon as he opened his lips, 1 found th*t my name 
had been .discovered in London (no doubt by the SoiWsetahire olergy- 
man) rand that Mr. Midwinter had •been chosen (evidently by the same 
pemt) to idawtffir the Him Gwiit who had vanished 'from Jfaompton, 
with the Mias Gwiit who bed appeared at Thorpe- Ambromy You foresaw 
this danger, I remember; bat jou pould aearoely bare imagined that the 
enpemwe would threaten me so aeon. 

* « you the detail* of w emmmatu*, 


topmufo the mi* 
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Mb* Midwinter put the metier Very delicately, declaring, to my great 
, surpriss* that he felt quite certain himself, that I was hot the Mias Gwilt 
ejf whom his friend was in search ; and that he only acted as he did out 
of regard to the anxiety of a person whose wishes he was bound to respect. 
Would I assist him, in eettiog that anxiety completely at rest, bo far as I 
was concerned, by kindly answering one plain question — which he had no 
other right td ask me than the right my indulgence might give him ? 
The lost ( Miss Gwilt * had been missed on Monday last, at two o'clock, 
in the crowd on the platform of the North* Western Bailway, in Euston 
Square. Would I authorise him to say, that on that day, and at that 
hour, the Miss Gwilt who was Major Milroy’s governess, had never been 
near the place ? 

I need hardly tell you that I seized the fine opportunity he had given 
me of disarming all future suspicion. I took a high tone on the spot, and 
met him with the old lady's letter. He politely refused to look at it. I 
insisted on hia looking at it. * I don’t choose to be mistaken,’ I said, 1 for 
a woman Who may be a bad chatttater, because she happens to bear, or to 
have assumed, the same name as mine. I insist on your reading the first 
part of this letter for my satisfaction, if not for your own.’ He was 
obliged to comply— and there was the proof, in the old lady’s own hand- 
writing, that at two o’cloek on Monday last, she and I were together in 
Kingsdown Orescent, which any directory would tell him is a 4 crescent ’ 
in Bayswater t I leave you to imagine his apologies, and the perfect 
sweetness with which I received them. 

“ 1 might, of course, if I had not preserved the letter, have referred 
him to you, or to the major’s mother with similar results* As it is, the 
object has been gained without trouble or delay. I have been pmed not 
to be myeelft *nd one of the many dangers that threatened me at Thorpe* 
Ambrose, is a danger blown over from this moment. Your ho usemaid ’* 
Ace may not be a very handsome one ; but there is no denying that it 
has done us excellent service. 


“So much for the past ; now for the future. You shall hear how I get 
on with the people about me; and you shall judge for yourself what the 
chances are, for and against my becoming mistress of Thorpe- AmlttOefc, 

“ ^ begin with young Armadale— because it is beginning with 
good ttows. I have produced the tight impre mion on him already, and 
heaven knows ttoif is hotfaittg to boost of I Any moderately geod^kNdtitur 
woman who chess to taka the trouble, could maty Mm Adi in love with 
ban *fie is a rattle-pated young fool— mm of those tmkty, rosy, kto 
halmg, good-tempered men, whom ! pattwulariy detest I had a thole 
m* alone with him in a bd*> the firm day l same here, and I have**** 
^ *7 ® M 441 you, from mat day to thin Thfe eat# 

with him A m difficulty df concealing my own MaS* 
onmfaMf when he toms my dislike of him mte downright hagfei* ff* 
atMMMaiom iuttog me of Ml mother. I mHy 




Joould use so iU, if I fed to opportunity. He will giro the to oppor- 
tunity , I believe, if neaetitot happens, sooner ton We caMfeed on. I 
fere just returned from 0 port/ at to great house, in celebration of to 
rent-day dinner, and the Bquire’s attentions to me, and my land ad sehrn 
tance to receive tom, have already totted general remade. 

“ My pupil, Miss Mdroy, cornea nest fife too it rofcy and Foolish; 
and, what is more, awkward and squat and freckled and ill-tempered and 
ill-dressed. No fear of ker % tough to fetes me life ppton, which ia a 
great comfort, for I get rid of her out of lesson-time and walking-time. 
It is perfectly easy to see tot she has made to most of to t opportunities 
wUh 4 yoi*ng Armadale (opportunities, by-the-by, which we never cal- 
culated on); and that to has been stupid enough to let him sHp through 
her fingers. When I tell yon that dhe is obliged, for to sake of ep» 
pearancea, to go with her lather end me to to little entertainments at 
Thorpe-Ambrose, and to see how young Armadale admires me, yon will 
understand to kind of place 1 hold in her affections, fife would try me 
past all endurance, if I didn’t see that I aggravate her by keeping my 
temper — so of course I keep it. If Z do break out, it will be over our 
lessons — not over our French, our grammar, history, and globes — but over 
our music. No words can say how I feel for her poor piano. Half to 
musical girls m England ought to have their fingers chopped off, in to 
interests of society— and if I had my way, Mis* Milroy’a fingers should 
be executed first. 

“ As for the major, I can hardly stand higher in his estimation thin 
I stand already. I am always ready to make his breakfast— and his 
daughter is not. I can always find things for him when he loses tom — 
and his daughter can’t. I never yawn when he proses— *and Ms daughter 
does. I life to poor dear harmless old gentleman; so I wont say a word 
more about him. 

“Well* here is a fair prospect for to fixture surely? My good 
Oldertfew, tore never wae a prospect yet, without an ugly place In ft. 
Jfy prospect has two ugly places la it. The name of one of tofe is, 
Mm Milroyi and to name of the other is, Mr. Midwinter. 

“Ifrs. MUroy feet Before I fed been five minutes in to cottage* 
on to day pf my arrival, what do you think she did? fihe amt down 
stairs, and asked to see naa Tto in — gr stfcstotooo Kto WtoHttmUig 
fir— to lady* in lotto, to her datotoiatorwto Wtf gfe&t a 
sufifeer to toe aayfedf-toi 6f amuse when J father to— ge, I toft fib 
totototogaupsmtototo tom— . 1 found fertodriito Wt* 
an incurable spinal complaint, and a realty horrible object tojtofe to*— 
bet wifoafi fee toe stout her? sad,# i am to gtotyttoto* as 
dtofUM a Wi g— , tot al file a to m gife ae^ t tofeld dto fep wfe fog *** 


tmm. min— — Senatovtoto^l «iri fetomto — i ton 
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many clever little traps she laid for me. The only mystery in her be- 
havicrar, which I foiled to see through at the time, was her perpetually 
me to bring her things (things she evidently did not want) from 
differe n t parts of the room. 

“ Since then, events have enlightened me. My first suspicions were 
Tilted by overhearing some of the servants' gossip ; and I have been con- 
firmed In my opinion by the conduct of Mrs. Milroy's nurse. On the few 
ooeamons when I have happened to be alone with the major, the nnrse has 
also happened to wont something of her master, and has invariably for- 
gotten to announce her appearance by knocking at the door. Do you 
understand now, why Mrs. Milroy sent for me the moment I got into the 
house, and what she wanted, when she kept me going backwards and 
forwards, first for one thing and then for another ? There is hardly an 
attractive light in whioh my face and figure can be seen, in which that 
woman's jealous eyes have not studied tlffem already. I am no longer 
puzzled to know why the father and daughter started, and looked at each* 
other, when I was first presented to them — or why the servants still stare 
at me with a mischievous ^expectation in their eyes, when I ring the bell 
and ask them to do anything; It is useless to disguise the truth; Mother 
Oldershaw, between you and me. When I went upstairs into that sick- 
room, I marched blindfold into the olutches of a jealous woman. If Mrs. 
Milroy can turn me out of the house, Mrs. Milroy will — and, morning and 
night, she has nothing else to do in that bed-prison of hers but to find 
out the way. 

“ In this awkward position, my own cautious conduct is admirably 
seconded by the dear old major's perfect insensibility. Jdis wife's jealousy 
of him is as monstrous a delusion as any that could be found in a mad- 
house— -it is the growth of her own vile temper, under the aggravation of 
an incurable illness. The poor man hasn't a thought beyond his mecha- 
nical pursuits; and I don't believe he knows at this moment, whether I 
am a handsome woman or not. With this chance to help me, I may hope 
to set the nurse's intrusions and the mistrem's contrivances at defiance — 
for a time, at any rate. But you know what a jealous woman and I 
think I know whatJSto. Milroy is; and I own I shall breathe mom freely, 
on the day when young Armadale opens his foolish lips to some purpose, 
and sets the major advertising for a new governess. 

“Armadale's name reminds me of Armadale's friend* There is mure 
danger threatening in that quarter ; and, what is worse, I don't feel 
indf ae well armed beforehand against Mr. Midwinter, as I do a gainst 
Mrs. MUzqy. 

* Everything about this man h mere-or less mpeterious, which I dftrt 
Hm fie begin With. How dess he come to be in the confidence of^fite 
flanbmtAua fifagrwut Haw web fau that ofergynua «M 
■Mb It** bo wmoo tinai, pumadad, wbm bo spoke to Mritflb 
pa*, ** I ma sot the Viw On-ib of whom hi* ftiend ww fat wmdkt 1 
bwwt tbo'fbotwf a* aaawar to gin to my of *b yrrltwi. 
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I can't even discover who he is, or how he and young Armadale Aral 
became acquainted. 1 hate him. No, I don’t; I only want to find out 
about him. He is very young — little and lean, and active and dark, with 
bright black eyes which say to me plainly, 4 We belong to a man with 
brains in his head and a will of his own; a man who hasn't always been 
hanging about a country house, in attendance on a fool. 1 Tes; I am 
positively certain Mr. Midwinter has done something or suffered some- 
thing, in his past life, young as he is and I would give 1 don’t know 
what to get at it Don’t resent my taking up so much space in writing 
about him. He has influence enough over young Armadale to be a very 
awkward obstacle in my way, unless I can secure his good opinion at 
starting. 

“ Well, you may ask, and what is to prevent your securing his good 
opinion ? I am sadly afraid, Mother Oldershaw, 1 have got it on terms 
I never bargained ibr. I anff sadly afraid the man is in love with me 
already. 

“ Don’t toss your head, and say, 1 Just like her vanity ! ’ After the 
horrors I have gone through, I have no vanity left; and a man who 
admires me, is a man who makeB me shudder. There was a time, I 

own Pooh ! what am 1 writing? Sentiment, I declare 1 Sentiment 

to you! Laugh away, my dear. As for me, I neither langh nor cry ; I 
mend my pen, and get on with my— what do the men call it?— my 
report. 

“ The only thing worth inquiring is, whether I am right or wrong in 
my idea of the impression I have made on him. Let me se e — I have been 
four times in his company. The first time was in the major’s garden, 
where we met unexpectedly, face to face. He stood looking at me, like a 
man petrified, without speaking a word. The effect of my hound red hair, 
perhaps ? Quite likely— let us lay it on my hair. The second time was 
in going over the Thorpe-Ambrose grounds, with young Armadale on 
one aide of me, and my pupil (in the sulks) on the other. Out comes 
Mr. Midwinter to join us— though he had work to do in the steward’s 
office, which he had never been known to neglect on any other occasion. 
LasineH, possibly ? or an attachment to Miss Milroy ? J can’t say ; we will 
lay it on Miss Milroy, if yon like — I only know be did nothing but 
took at me. The thiri time was at the private interview in the park, 
which I have told you of already. I never saw a man so agitated at 
putting a delicate question to a woman in my life. Bub that might have 
beep only awkwardness and his perpetually looking back after me whan 
we bad parted, might have been only looking back at the view. Lay it on 
the view ; by means lay it on the view 1 The fourth tune m this very 
evening, at the little petty. They made me play; sad, as the piano was 
a good I did my best. AH the company crowded round me, end paid 

m their c om p lime nts (i*y charming pupil paid hen, with* fern Hke a 
cat's, just betas *e q^tarn^t Jfa Midwinter. Ho writed-tfl it w« 

ttantoftvand thsnheeangfet mealone fcrameaMntan thaheli* Sham 
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Mi jrito rinse fop khp to tab my hand, and say two words. Shall I tell 
yew hem be took wry head, Mid what bb voice sounded Hke when be 
speket Qeb medlott 1 Tow bare always told me that the bte 
Mr .Oddarska W doated on you. Just recall the first time he took year 
bead, wed whispered a weed of two addressed to your private ear. To 
whafedkt you attribute his behaviour on that occasion ? 1 have no doubt, 
H you had been playing en the piano in the course of the evening,, you 
would here# attributed it entirely to the music l 

u No>h you may take my word for it, the harm is done. This man is 
wo mtttopated fool, who changes his fancies as readily as he changes his 
efotbee*' t h e fire that lights those big black eyes of his, is not an easy fire, 
when a woman has once kindled it, for that woman to put out. 1 don’t 
wish to discourage you ; I don’t say the chances are against us. But with 
Mrs. Milroy threatening me on one side, end Mr. Midwinter on the other, 
the worst of all risks to run, » the risk of Using time. Young Armadale 
has hinted already, as well as such a lout can hint, at a private interview 1 
Mbs Milroy's eyes are sharp, and the nurse's eyes are sharper ; and I 
shall bee my place if they either of them find me out. No matter 1 1 
must take my chance, and give him the interview. Only let me get him 
atone, euly let me escape the prying eyes of tlie women, and — if hie friend 
doesn't come between us — I answer for the result ! 

“In the meantime, have I anything move to ted you ? Are there any 
other people in our way at Thorpe- Ambrose ? Not another cieatore I 
None of the resident families call here, young Armadale being, most 
fortunately, n bed odour in the neighbourhood. There acre no handsome 
h£ghty*bm4 women to come to the bouse, and no persons of oonsequenee 
te protest against bis attentions to a governess. The only guests ho could 
collect to his party to-night were the lawyer and hm fomiiy (a wife,* 
son, and two daughters), and a deaf old woman, and her bo o h ■■ dll perfectly 
unimportant people, and all obedient humble servants of tbe stupid young 
uprise. 

Tabling of obedient humble servants, there ie one other person cate* 
bibbed hew, who is employed in tbe steward** ofi fae a miserable, shabby, 
dilapidated old mac, nomad Ba a kwoo d. He lea perfect stronger to me, 
and I mu evidently a perfect stronger to hint? for ha bat been asking the 
housemaid to the ootta ge trim lew. It is paying no great oompbount to 
wywlf tQaonfcsefct but it is net the lew true that I pe o d ueed the mart, 
natron clips i j fanpeewion on this fosUe old ertotasa thyfisto that he saw 
M Hb tasnad all manner of aakaws, pad steed touching and storing to 
ato,astt them vro something profectiy frigMriia wy feee. Ifeltqnbe 
fe n sriid fortke meMen t, . -dbi of att A a way* ip whisk men have locked 
ak«p%ca iwm otto looked to wwksAtoiMy kplbsw ®M you eves row 

tSm,. l**w Mm. WK fttaWQ 1 

■jim* 4. 1 Mil I 4mt* hwr wk,. MaffllJ 
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been writing-toe long, and my hea 4 » beginning to Aril ma Perbapa 
Mr. Bashwood's- manner of admiring me strikes my fluey by its novelty. 
Absurd ! I am exciting myself, and troubling you about nothing. Oh, 
what a weary, long letter I have written I and how brightly the stars look 
at me through the window— tend how awfully quiet the night ia I Send 
me some more of those sleeping drops, and write me one of your nice, 
wicked, amusing letters. Tou shall bear from me again as soon as I 
know a little better bow it is all likely to end Good night, and keep a 
corner in your stony old heart for 

“ L. G." 


3.— From Mr*. (Hderskaw to Miss Guritt. 

« Diana Street, Pimlico, Monday. 

44 Mr dear Lydia, — I am in ncT state of mind to write you an amusing 
letter. Your news is very discouraging, and the recklessness of your tone 
quite alarms me. Consider the money I have already advanced, and the 
interests we both have at stake. Whatever else you are, don't be reckless, 
for heaven's sake ! 

41 What can I do ? — I ask myself, as a woman of business, what can I 
do to help you ? I can't give you advice, for I am not on the spot, and I 
don't know how circumstances may alter from one day to another. Situated 
ns we are now, I can only be useful in one way ; I can discover a new 
obstacle that threatens you, and I think I can remove it. 

M You say, with great truth, that there never was a prospect yet 
without an ugly place in it, and that there are two ugly places in your 
prospect. My dear, there may be three ugly places, if I don't bestir 
myself to prevent it ; and the name of the third place will be— Brock I 
Is it possible you oan refer, as you have done, to the Somersetshire clergy- 
man, and not see that the progress you make with young Armadale will 
he, sooner or later, reported to him by young Armadale's friend? Why, 
now I think of it, you are doubly at the parson's mercy ? You ire at the 
merey of any fresh suspicion which may bring him into the neighbourhood 
himBelf at a day's notice ; and you are at the mercy of his interference 
the moment he hears that the squire is committing himself with a neigh- 
bour's governess. If I can do nothing else, l can keep this additional 
difficulty out of your way. A nd, oh, Lydia, With what alacrity I shah 
exert myself, after the manner*in which the old wretch insulted me when 
I tdd him that pitiable story ia tbe street 1 I declare 1 tingle with 
pleasure at this new prospect of making a fool of Mr. Brook. 

w And how is it to be done? Just as we have done it already, to be 
sure, Be baa lost 'Min Gwih' (otherwise my housemaid), hasn't be? 
Very w«*b. Be Shall And her again, wherever he is now, suddenly seated 
within easy reach of him. As long as eke stops in the p Jaoe, he wBt stop 
inU; and as we know be is aft at T ttorpe- Ambrose, there you ate flee of 
him! Vtw eld genfesmuthempielcna fane given ns a gmat de^tro^ 
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to Let ob turn them to some profitable account at last ; let us tie 
Uttt by bla suspicions, to my housemaid's apron-string. Most refreshing. 
Quite a moral retribution, isn't it ? 

44 The only help I need trouble you for, is help you can easily give. 
Find out from Mr. Midwinter where the parson u now, and let me know 
by return of post. If he is in London, I will personally assist my house- 
maid in the necessary mystification of him. If he is anywhere else, I will 
send her after him, accompanied by a person on whose discretion I can 
implicitly rely. 

44 You shall have the sleeping- di ops to-morrow. In the meantime, 
I aay at the end what I said at the beginning — no recklessness 1 Don't 
encourage poetical feelings by looking at the stars ; and don't talk about 
the night being awfully quiet. There are people (in Observatories) paid 
to look at the stars for you — leave it to them. And as for the night, do 
what Providence intended you to do with the night when Providence 
provided -you with eyelids — go to sleep in it. 

44 Affectionately yours, 

44 Maria Oldebshaw." 


4 . — From the Reverend Decimua Brock to Ozias Midwinter . 

“ Boscombe Rectory, West Somerset, 

14 Thursday, July 8rd. 

44 My beak Midwinter, — One line before the post goes out, to relieve 
you of all sense of responsibility at Thorpe-Ambrose, and to make 
my apologies to the lady who lives as governess in Major Milroy's 
family. 

44 The Miss Gwilt — or perhaps I ought to say, the woman calling herself 
by that name — has, to my unspeakable astonishment, openly made her 
appearance here, in my own parish 1 She is staying at the inn, accom- 
panied by a plausible-looking man, who passes as her brother. What 
this audacious proceeding really means — unless it marks a new step in the 
conspiracy against Allan, taken under new advice — is, of course, more 
than I can yet find out. 

44 My own idea is, that thqy have recognized the impossibility of getting 
at Allan, without finding me (or you) as an obstacle in their way; and 
that they axe going to make a virtue of necessity by boldly trying to open 
their communications through me. - The man looks capable of any stretch of 
audacity ; and both he and the woman had the impudence to bow when 
X met them in the village half an hour since. They have been mak ing 
inquiries already about Allan's mother— here, where her exemplary lift 
tnay set their closest scrutiny at defiance. If they will only attempt to 
extort money, as the price of the woman's silence on the subject of poor 
Mia. Armadale's conduct in Madeira at the time of her marriage, they 
Wto fiad me wril prepared for them beforehand. I hare written by this 
peal to my lawyers, to send a competent man to amfot me; andheffUl 
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stay at the rectoyy, in any character which he thinks it safest to assume 
under present circumstances. 

“ You shall hear what happens in the next day or two. 

“ Always truly yours, 

“Decimus Brock.” 


CHAPTER XII. 

The Clouding op the Sky. 

Nine Jays had passed, and the tenth day was nearly at an end, since Miss 
Gwilt and her pupil had taken their morning walk in the cottage garden. 

The night was overcast. Since sunset, there had been signs in the sky 
from which the popular forecast had predicted rain. The reception-rooms 
at the great house were all empty and dark. Allan was away, passing the 
evening with the Milroys; and Midwinter was waiting his return — not 
where Midwinter usually waited, among the books in the library — but in 
the little back room which Allan’s mother had inhabited in the last days 
of her residence at Thorpc-Ambroso. 

Nothing had been taken away, but much hod been added to the room, 
since Midwinter had first Been it. The bookB which Mrs. Armadale had 
left behind her, the furniture, the old matting on the floor, the old paper 
on the walla, were all undisturbed. The statuette of Niobe still Btood on 
its bracket, and the French window still opened on the garden. But, now, 
to the relics left by the mother, were added the personal possessions 
belonging to the son. The wall, bore hitherto, was decorated with 
water-colour drawings — with a portrait of Mrs. Armadale, suppoited on 
one side by a view of the old house in Somersetshire, and on the other by 
a picture of the yacht. Among the books which bore in faded ink 
Mrs. Armadale’s inscription, “ From my father,” were other books 
inscribed in the same handwriting, in brighter ink, “ To my son.” Hang- 
ing to the wall, ranged on the chimney-piece, scattered over the table, were 
a host of little objects, some associated with Allan’s past life, others neces- 
sary to his duly pleasures and pursuits, and all plainly testifying that the 
room which he habitually occupied at Thorpe-Ambrose was the very 
room which had once recalled to Midwinter the second vision of the 
dream. Here, strangely unmoved by the scene around him, so lately 
the object of his superstitious distrust, Allan’s friend now waited com- 
posedly for Allan’s retura-'-ana here, more strangely still, looked on a 
change in the household arrangements, due in the first entirely 

to himself. His own lips had revealed the discovery which he had 
on the first morning in the new bouse ; his owm voluntary aet had 
induced the son to establish himself in the mother’s room. 

Under what motives had he spoken the words ? Under no motives 
which were not the natural growth of the new interests and the new hopes 
that now animated 
vol. m. — no. 87. 
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The entire eliange wrought in his convictions by the memorable event 
that had brought him face to face with Miss G\vilt } was a change which it 
was not in 'his nature to hide from Allan’s knowledge. He had spoken 
openly, and had Bpoken as it was in his character to speak. The merit of 
conquering his superstition was a merit which he shrank from claiming, 
until he had first unsparingly exposed that superstition in its worst and 
weakest aspects to view. It was only after he had unreservedly acknow- 
ledged the impulse under which he had left Allan at the Mere, that he 
had taken credit to himself for the new point of view from which he could 
now look at the Dream. Then, and not till then, he had spoken of the 
fulfilment of the first Vision, as the doctor at the Isle of Man might have 
spoken of it — he had asked, as the doctor might have asked, Where was 
the wonder of their seeing a pool at sunset, when they had a whole 
network of pools within a few hours’ drive of them ? and what was there 
extraordinary in discovering a woman at the Mere, when there were roads 
that led to it, and villages in its neighbourhood, and boats employed on it, 
and pleasure parties visiting it ? So again, he had waited to vindicate the 
firmer resolution with which he looked to the future, until he had first 
revealed all that he now saw himself of the errors of the past. The 
abandonment of his friend’s interests, the unworthiness of the confidence 
that had given him the steward’s place, the forgetfulness of the trust that 
Mr. Brock had reposed in him, all. implied in the one idea of leaving 
Allan, were all pointed out. The glaring self-contradictions betrayed in 
accepting the Dream as the revelation of a fatality, and in attempting 
to escape that fatality by an exertion of free will — in toiling to store 
up knowledge of the steward’s duties for the future, and. in shrinking 
from letting the future find him in Allan’s house — were, in their turn, 
unsparingly exposed. To every error, to every inconsistency, he reso- 
lutely confessed, before he attempted to assert the dearer and better 
mind that was in him — before he ventured on the last simple appeal 
which closed all, “ Will you trust me in the future ? will you forgive and 
forget the past ? ” 

A man who could thus open his whole heart, without one lurking 
reserve inspired by consideration for himself, was not a man to forget any 
minor act of concealment of which his weakness might have led him to be 
guilty towards his friend. It lay heavy on Midwinter’s conscience that 
he had kept secret from Allan a discovery which he ought in Allan’s 
dearest interests to have revealed — the discovery of his mother’s room. 

But one doubt had closed his lips — the doubt whether Mrs. Armadale's 
conduct in Madeira had been kept secret on her return to England. 
Careful inquiry, first among the servants, then among the tenantry, 
careful consideration of the few reports current at the time, as repeated 
to him by the few persons left who remembered them, convinced him at 
last that the family secret had been successfully kept within the family 
limits. Once satisfied that whatever inquiries the son might wta ke woujd 
lead to no disclosure which could Bhake his respect for his mother’s 
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memory, Midwinter had hesitated no longer. He had taken Allan into 
the room, and had Shown him the books on the shelves, and all that the 
writing in the books disolosed. He had said plainly, “ My one motive 
for not telling you this before, sprang from my dread of interesting you 
in the room which I looked at with horror as the seoond of the scenes 
pointed at in the Dream. Forgive me this also, and you will have 
forgiven me all." 

With Allan's love for his mother's memory, but one result could 
follow such an avowal as this. He had liked the little room from the 
first e* a pleasant contrast to the oppressive grandeur of the other rooms 
at Thorpe-Ambrose — and now that he knew what associations were 
connected with it, his resolution was at once taken to make it especially 
his own. The same day, all liis personal possessions were collected and 
arranged in his mother's room — in Midwinter's presence, and with 
Midwinter's assistance given to the work. 

Under those circumstances had the change now wrought in the house- 
hold arrangements been produced ; and in this way had Midwinter's 
victory over his own fatalism — by making Allan the daily occupant of 
a room which he might otherwise hardly ever have entered — actually 
favoured the fulfilment of the Second Vision of the Dream. 

The hour wore on quietly as Allan's friend sat waiting for Allan’s 
return. Sometimes reading, sometimes thinking placidly, he wiled away 
the time. No vexing cares, no boding doubts troubled him now. The 
rent-day, which he had once dreaded, had come and gone harmlessly. 
A friendlier understanding had been established between Allan and hiB 
tenants ; Mr. BaBhwood had proved himself to be worthy of the con- 
fidence reposed in him ; the Pedgifts, father and son, had amply justified 
their client's good opinion of them. Wherever Midwinter looked, the 
prospect was bright, the future was without a cloud. 

He trimmed the lamp on the table beside him, and looked out at the 
night. The stable-clock was chiming the half-hour past eleven as he 
walked to the window, and the first raindrops were beginning to fall. He 
had his hand on the bell, to summon the servant, and send him over 
to the cottage with an umbrella, when he was stopped by hearing the 
familiar footstep on the walk outside. 

“ How late you are 1 ” said Midwinter, as Allan entered through the 
open French window. “ Was there a party at the cottage ? ” 

“ No 1 only ourselves. The time slipped away somehow.’’ 

He answered in lower tones than usual, and sighed as he took his 
chair. 

“You seem to be out of spirits? " pursued Midwinter. M What’s the 
matter? ” 

Allan hesitated. “ I may as well tell you,” he said, after a moment. 
41 It's nothing to be ashamed of; I only wonder you haven’t noticed it 
before 1 There’s a woman in it as usual — I’m in love,” 

5— a 
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Midwinter laughed. 44 Has Mias Milroy been more charming to-night 
than ever? ” he asked, gaily. 

“Mias Milroy 1 ” repeated Allan. 44 What are you thinking of! I'm 
not in love with Miss Milroy.” 

44 Who ia it, then ? ” 

44 Who is it ? What a question to ask ! Who can it be but Miss Gwilt? ” 

There was a sudden silence. Allan sat listlessly, with his hands in hia 
pockets, looking out through the open window at the falling rain. If he 
had turned towards his friend when he mentioned Miss Gwilt’s name, he 
might possibly have been a little startled by the change he would have 
seen in Midwinter’s face. 

44 I suppose you don’t approve of it ? ” he said, after waiting a little. 

There was no answer. 

44 It’s too late to make objections,” proceeded Allan. 44 I really mean 
it when I tell you I’m in love with her.” 

“A fortnight since you were in love with Miss Milroy,” said the 
other in quiet, measured tones. 

41 Pooh 1 a mere flirtation. It’s different this time. I’m in earnest 
about MiBS Gwilt.” 

He looked round as he spoke. Midwinter turned his face aside on the 
instant, and bent it over a book. 

44 1 see you don’t approve of the thing,” Allan went on. 44 Do you 
object to her being only a governess ? You can’t do that, I’m sure. If 
you were in my place, her being only a governess wouldn’t stand in the 
way with you ? ” 

44 No,” said Midwinter ; 14 1 can’t honestly say it would stand in the 
way with me.” He gave the answer reluctantly, and pushed his chair 
back out of the light of the lamp. 

44 A governess is a lady who is not rich,” said Allan, in an oracular 
manner ; 44 and a duchess is a lady who is not poor. And that’s all the 
difference I acknowledge between them. Miss Gwilt fa older than I am — 
I don’t deny that. What age do you guess her at, Midwinter ? I say, 
seven or eight and twenty. What do you say ? ” 

44 Nothing. I agree with you.” 

44 Do you think seven or eight and twenty is too old for me ? If you 
were in love with a woman yourself, you wouldn’t think seven or eight 
and twenty too old — would you ? ” 

44 1 can’t say I should think it too old, if ” 

44 If you were really fond of her ? ” 

Once more there was no answer. 

44 Well,” resumed Allan, 44 if there’s no harm in her being only a 
governess, and no harm in her being a little older than I am, what’s the 
objection to Miss Gwilt ? ” 

44 1 have made no objection.” 

44 1 don't say you have. But you don’t seem to like the notion of it 
for all that” 
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There was another pause. Midwinter was the first to break the silence 
this time. 

44 Are you sure of yourself, Allan ? ” he asked, with his face bent once 
more over the book ; 44 are you really attached to this lady ? Have you 
thought seriously already of asking her to be your wife ? ” 

“ I am thinking seriously of it at this moment,” said Allan. 44 I can't 
be happy— I can't live without her. Upon my soul, I worship the very 
ground she treads on.” 

“ How long ? ” Ilis voice faltered, and lie stopped. _ 44 How long,” 

he reiterated, “ have you worshipped the very ground she treads on ? ” 

44 Longer than you think for. I know I can trust you with all my 
secrets 

44 Don't trust me 1 ” 

44 Nonsense ! I will trust you. There is a little difficulty in the way, 
which I haven't mentioned yet. It's a matter of some delicacy, and I 
want to consult you about it. Between ourselves, I have had private 
opportunities with Miss Gwilt ” 

Midwinter suddenly started to his feet, and opened the door. 

44 We'll talk of this to-morrow,” he said. 44 Good-night.” 

Allan looked round in astonishment. The door was closed again, and 
lie was alone in the room. 

44 He has never shaken hands with me!” exclaimed Allan, looking 
bewildered at the empty chair. 

As the words passed his lips the door opened, and Midwinter appeared 
again. 

44 We haven’t shaken hands,” he said, abruptly. 44 God bless you, 
Allan 1 We’ll talk of it to-morrow. Good-night.” 

Allan stood alone at the window, looking out at the pouring rain. He 
felt ill at ease, without knowing why. 44 Midwinter's ways get stranger 
and stranger,” he thought. 44 What can he mean by putting me off till 
to-morrow, when I wanted to speak to him to-night ? ” He took up his 
bedroom candle a little impatiently — put it down again — and, walking 
back to the open window, stood looking out in the direction of the 
cottage. 44 1 wonder if she's thinking of me ? ” he said to himself softly. 

She teas thinking of him. She had just opened her desk to write to 
Mrs. Oldershaw ; and her pen had that moment traced the opening 
line : — 44 Make your mind easy. I have got him ! ” 
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PART III 

It is the function of criticism to separate the transient from the permanent, 
and to show in what consists the true value of the subject which it 
treats. Therefore, after reviewing the history of our drama, we are led to 
ask some questions of more general import than those with which we have 
been occupied. What were the causes of its eminent success ? Why did 
it sink into oblivion ? What influence has it exerted over our literature ? 
What place shall we assign to it among the Teally important products of 
human genius? In other words, we ask: Were these plays, which seem 
to most of us so dull and dead, at any time endowed with life and power 
over men ? Did they educate the English, and help to make us what 
we are? These are the weightiest questions belonging to the subject, 
more grave than the settling of dates or dubious readings, and lefiB easy to 
resolve than inquiries into the antiquities of theatres. To some of them 
we gave a partial answer by endeavouring to prove that the English 
drama embodied in its works the spirit of the sixteenth century. But it 
is not enough to show that the playwrights lived in sympathy with their 
age, and that their poems are of value to historical students. We want to 
estimate the extent of their influence in forming national character, and 
of their consequent claim to our respect. In order to do this we must 
resume some points already partly entertained. 

Three things must never be lost sight of : first, that our dramatic 
literature grew up beneath the patronage of a whole nation ; seoondly, 
that the English during the period of its development exhibited no aptitude 
for painting or the plastic arts ; and lastly, that pedantry and superstition 
were both comparatively absent from our character. The drama, more 
than any other form of art, retpiires a national publio. We have seen 
how thoroughly the people and the playwrights sympathised in England. 
This was not the case with Italy, or France, or Spam. In Italy there was 
no general sense of nationality. Each little state worked for itB own aims, 
and maintained its own traditions. Among them all no single Athens, 
with indubitable intellectual pre-eminence, arose to make a focus for 
Italian arts and sciences. Florence more nearly fulfilled this part than 
any other city, but she failed to inspire the rest of Italy with that strong 
feeling of national existence which is necessary for the full perfection of 
the theatre. This sentiment prevailed in France and Spain, which countries 
next to England, have produced the finest modem dramatic poems. But in 
Spain the power of court etiquette, and of ecclesiastical intolerance, checked 
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the free display' of genius; while France was fettered with academies 
and pedantic veneration ‘for the antique. Again in Germany the proper 
conditions for theatrical development were wanting. The municipal and 
religious interests of the German cities fostered painting, but there was no 
London to produce a stage. At a later period, when Goethe tried to form 
a German theatre, he complained bitterly of this defect. The nation had 
no central interest, no brain, no heart, to which he could appeal. 

Again, while all the artistic energies of Italy in the sixteenth century 
were absorbed in giving form to ideas, England had no original or imported 
art. Ffren architecture had just ceased to exist. Sculpture, painting, and 
music occupied the thoughts of the Italians. Poetry was subordinate to 
these in popular estimation. W e may notice this in reading Poliziano’s Orfeo, 
It iB not a play, but an opera, lyrical, and intended to be sung. Though 
favourable *to the display of decorative Bkill, and affording themes for 
music, it is almost destitute of action, dramatic interest, and thought. In 
England, everything was entirely reversed. Our artists studied the intel- 
lectual, instead of the formal expression of ideas. They endeavoured to 
present an image to the mind, and knew not how to please the eye. We 
could not boast of one native painter or sculptor. Holbein, our only great 
naturalized artist, produced portraits almost exclusively. Torrigiano, a 
second-rate Italian sculptor, visited our barbarous Bhores to make his 
fortune, and was off again as soon as possible. The fairest promise could 
not lure a Florentine beyond Paris : even there he grumbled at inclement 
skies and savage men. England to them was like Siberia to us, Paris like 
St. Petersburg. Thus the whole powers of the English intellect were 
driven in upon themselves. The world of beauty did not lie outside. 
Poets had to find it in their thoughts, in the study of mankind, and in the 
dreams of the imagination. This gave depth and intensity to our dramatic 
writing. It enabled the playwrights to penetrate the deepest places of the 
soul, and forced them to express themselves through language, for want of 
any other medium. Such has always been our power. Mr. Matthew 
Arnold, in a recent paper on the influence of academies, compares the 
“genius” of the English intellect with French “ opennem of mind and 
flexibility of intelligence.” The literature of the. Elizabethan age ne calls 
a “ literature of genius,” complaining of the poverty of its remits, and 
pointing to the power and fecundity of that which followed the French 
“ literature of intelligence ” in their “ great century.” Mr. Arnold is, in 
a measure, right. Ours was a literature of genius, whiob, after Milton, 
fell into decay. It remains the monument of our peculiar mental power, 
eecentric and unequal, full of poetry, but deficient in neatnesa; with more 
of matter than of style, u of Pan than of Apollo,” rough where the French 
is smooth, fiery where the* French glitters, uncouth where the French is 
elegant; sublime, imaginative, passionate, profound, where Gallia art is 
graceful, prosaic, rhetorical, and shallow. But he is wrong in 
the Elizabethan literature of inherent barrenness. The civil war suspended 
eur asthetieal development. A sect averse to arts and letters triumphed* 
and were followed by a dissolute, ha&foreign reign. Political and xeUgbat 
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interests, more grave than those of art, consigned the dramatists and poets 
of the sixteenth century to oblivion for a time. But, as we shall see, their 
influence abides. The memory of that age, like the memory of youth and 
spring, is an element of beauty in the mental life of a people too much 
given to common things. Its blossoms, too, unlike the pleasures of youth, 
or the flowers of the spring, are imperishable, and with them eveiy rising 
poet may crown his forehead. 

Thirdly, our dramatists were wholly unfastidious and uncritical in 
their own tastes, and also unfettered by external authority. The wits of 
Italy apologized for making use of “il volgare.” Their energies were 
absorbed in scholarship. Poliziano left his Oiostre unfinished to write the 
Miscellanea^ and Tasso pleased all ears by lioneyed echoes of Virgilian 
cadences. English art began when the great effort of scholarship in 
restoring the classics had been achieved. The antique spirit and blind 
reverence for Greece or Rome could not weigh us down. Our scholars were 
not the national poets as in Italy. And our poets were not scholars ; or 
if scholars, they were renegades from the University, preferring London to 
Cambridge, the theatre to the lecture-room, Bandello and Spanish comedies 
to Aristotle and Euripides. If Corneille was forced to condemn his Cid 
because it sinned againBt the unities of the French Academy, while Lope 
de Vega and Calderon had the Inquisition before their eyes, from both 
academies and inquisitions the English dramatists were free. To write 
what they chose so long as they did not blaspheme against religion, libel 
the Government, or grossly corrupt public taste, was the privilege secured 
to them by royal letters patent. These men thoroughly understood their 
trade. Besides, the art of writing plays was in the atmosphere, not acquired 
in a study, but fostered by the intellectual conditions of the age. It had 
grown gradually from Bmall beginnings to great results. Successive 
masters had developed it, each taking from his predecessor what he had 
to teabh. It was then a craft ; now it is a taste. The playwrights formed 
a school. They acquired technical dexterity in their use of language, 
metaphors, and tricks of trade. They handled subjects by tradition in a 
dramatic manner. Blank verse rang in their ears. They knew the forms 
of entrances and exits, the proper mode of introducing underplots, of 
working up their action to a climax, and of bringing their chief characters 
into striking situations. It may be observed that in all branches of intel- 
lectual industry, wherever technical knowledge is absolutely required as 
a condition of success, a school springs up. Men of the greatest genius have 
first to practise their art as a handicraft before they breathe into its forms 
the breath of their own life. This was eminently the case with respect to 
Italian painting. Scholars were articled to Ghirlandajo at Florence, or to 
Perugino at Perugia. Drawing, the mixing ot colours, the use of peculiar 
preparations, the art of design, the conventional method of treating subjects, 
formed a technical education which the young artist underwent. The 
same might be said of Italian and of«Greek sculpture, of architecture, and 
of music. At no time in the world's history, if we except the period of 
the Homerids and of the Minnesingers, has if. ere been a school of poetry, 
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because the part of poetry which can be taught is wholly insignificant 
For the same reason the greatest philosophers have in modern times 
received no special training, though Greek science may be said to have 
followed the rules we have laid down. It is, however, strictly true that 
wherever Art leans on some external support, wherever it deals with a 
material, it gains immensely by the foundation of a Bchool. From one 
great master to another, the torch is carried on. All run in concert to a 
common aim, and each is emulous of distinction in the course. Nor was 
our drama an exception from this law. The requirements of theatres, 
scenes actors, and audience came to be understood by practice, and the 
means of satisfying them were capable of being communicated by in- 
struction. Thus dramatic composition in the age of Elizabeth was a trade, 
but a trade which, like that of sculpture or music, allowed men of genius 
to detach themselves from the ranks of creditable journey workmen, and 
which, in their hands, took place among the highest of the arts. Shake- 
peare stands, where Michel Angelo and Phidias stand, above all rivals ; 
but he owed his dexterity in a great measure to training. Had he been 
a solitary playwright, he would have left us splendid poems — poems 
equal, at leaBt, to those of Spenser. But would not their form have been 
less attractive ? could they have failed to lack freedom and resource in 
the development of human interests ? Power over the machinery of Art, 
and a knowledge of those details which, unless acquired, must hamper the 
highest genius, are what ShakBpeare and Michel Angelo and Phidias 
owed to the labours of their predecessors and contemporaries. 

We are led by these observations to consider another point in the art 
of our dramatists. During the age in which they flourished there pre- 
vailed in England what may be called clairvoyance in dramatic matters. 
The Greeks and the Italians of the Renaissance possessed clairvoyance in 
the plastic arts. Our age is clairvoyant in science. At each great period 
of the world’s history the human intellect has seen more deeply than at 
others into the secrets of some particular subject, perceiving intuitively 
and with ease what before and after it has been unable with much pains 
to apprehend. In the days of our dramatic supremacy, the nature of 
man became more wholly the subject of representative poetry than it has 
ever been at any other time. In the works of Shakspeare and his com- 
rades, the passions, thoughts, and deeds of men are shown to us in a 
manner so real that Sophocles, Calderon, and Corneille, when compared 
with them, appear to have represented abstract conceptions or outward 
forms rather than the inner truths of life. In order to understand the 
working of this dramatic instinct we might compare the stories on which 
our dramatists founded their tragedies with the tragedies themselves — 
Borneo and Juliet with the novels of BandeUo, or the Ducheu of Maffi 
with ‘Painter’s Palace of Pleaeure. It will be seen that, taking up the 
mere outline of a legend, they have filled it with life, “piercing,” to use 
the words of Milton, “ dead things with inbreathed sense.” In the old 
tales from which ihey drew the subjects of their plays there was plenty of 
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action but no character, plenty of 'deolamation but no poetry, plenty of 
sententious maxims but no wisdom. The dramatists knew bow to take 
tiie framework and to change the spirit of these pieoea. They felt that 
one essential quality of the drama is, that it should not moralize. It 
requires doing , and not talking, as an essential. On the stage, facts, 
motives, characters, must be 6een through, and not described. They 
must grow and evolve themselves before the eyes of the spectators. The 
drama has nothing “ subjective ” in its style. It represents an age of 
blear perceptions, keen sympathies, and active life ; but one that does not 
meditate upon itself. Therefore our playwrights made action the first 
point. They sought to lay bare the nature of man, using dramatic inci- 
dents as machinery for this purpose. The moral was inferred and 
secondary. They felt that a play should contain its moral, as the body 
holds the soul. Both should be one — one form, one being, unexplained. 
Novels admit of the didactic and reflective vein. What Plato sayB of the 
Epos may be applied to them. There is one narrator who can pause and 
interrupt his tale to moralize ; but the drama has no narrator, no pause, 
no moral, except the thought that binds all into unity. As in life we 
reason upon actions, so in the drama, from what is done before our eyes 
our moral sense deduces its conclusions. The stage is the world, on a 
small scale in point of size, but large in point of thought and of the interests 
which it crowds into a narrow space. 

The clairvoyance of our playwrights enabled them to understand the 
true nature of their art, and to separate instinctively the epic, idyllic or 
didaotio treatment from the dramatic. It also gave them an insight into 
things beyond their own experience. Shakspeare painted much that he 
had never seen, and it was true. Many of his persons he must have 
drawn from his own thoughts or from rare hints. As the skilled anatomist 
will reconstruct from a single bone an animal long since extinct, so 
Shakspeare from one trait of character could reason out the whole nature 
of a man or woman. His fine sense enabled him to argue safely from 
analogies, and his words varied with unerring discrimination according 
to the qualities of those through whom he spoke. These powers, in a 
greater or less degree, were shared by all his fellow-dramatists. Nor did 
they care for change of time or place. The strangest circumstances 
seemed familiar to them, keeping as they did firm hold upon their 
psychological conceptions. An artist of our own time seems only able 
to describe what he has often seen or felt. He animates his picture with 
portraits of the few people he has studied. He carefully places them in 
scenes well known to him. The names of Byron, Shelley, and Miss Bronte 
instantly suggest this kind of imitative and subjective art. Even Goethe 
in this respect differed from our dramatists. He never invented a 
character. He never wandered beyond his own experience— and rightly 
so, because the tact required to do Ibis faultlessly is lacking in our 
ago. Goethe painted what he saw and painted it like lift. Shakspeare 
knew without seeing what he had to paint, and sympathued»with Nature's 
workmanship so deeply that he caught her craft. In Plato's language, 
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he had seen the Idea, and all its special faanifestations were consequently 
known to him. 

Another point in their clairvoyance was the intense reality which every 
fact of history possessed for them. There was no barrier of any sort to 
the free passage of their human sympathies. The men of Greece and 
Rome, of the Bible, and of chivalrous romance, were equally real to them 
with the men of their own time, because they neglected mere accidental 
points of difference, and dwelt upon the common aspects of humanity. 
We, in the nineteenth century, seem to have forgotten the life and spirit 
of pa^i ages in our zeal for criticism. Even art we make a vehicle for 
our historical researches, removing from us far away the facts which we 
attempt to realize. We endeavour to throw ourselves back several hundred 
years, and to understand how people then talked and walked and thought. 
We study their dresses, their language, and the lands they lived in. But 
their lives we fail to embrace as kindred to our own, and after all our 
efforts we know more about the upholsteiy and millinery than about the 
men of the past. When art was truly vital, painters and poets neglected 
the outer form and did not waste their thoughts on local colouring. They 
tried to apprehend the spirit of past men, to think of them as though they 
were their living teachers, friends, and brothers. The shepherds 
of the Nativity in miracle-plays were Robin, Dick, and Tom. Julius 
Cesar wore the same helmet as Richard the Third and Tamberlaine. 
Our Lord, in Decker’s comedy, is called “ the first true gentle- 
man who ever breathed.” What undiscriminating critics have com- 
plained of as the improprieties and anachronisms of our dramatists really 
proceeded from the vitality of their conceptions. To them every great 
event was of eternal significance. The delivery of the law by Moses, 
for example, would not have seemed to them the action of a Bedouin 
Arab presenting stone tables at the foot of Sinai to men and women of 
Semitic countenances. This is how Mr. Herbert has represented the scene 
with minute attention to ethnological characteristics, geological pecu- 
liarities, and propriety of costume. He has obeyed the genius of our 
century, fixing on the temporal and accidental aspects of his subject and 
striving after historical rather than spiritual reality. In his effort to see 
the event as it actually happened he has made us fee 1 its distance and 
wonder whether it concerned ourselves. The 'old dramatists would have 
conceived this fact more as Raphael has conceived it, seeing in it no 
mere transitory event, no past or special scene of history, and thinking 
leas of the lawgiver, the people, and the mountain, than of the universal 
value of the law. God in the person of Moses ; mankind as represented by 
the Israelites ; die undying significance of an occasion, though in its local 
details of inferior interest, would have been present to their minds. They 
lived the life of History. We act charades, masquerading in the garments 
of the past These remarks tend only to illustrate the vivid realism of 
the sixteenth century. , They are not meant to throw contempt upon our 
owu spirit, so potent in its oritunsm, and so comprehensive in its view, 
which may in time lead even art to a higher realism. It is good fer us 
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meanwhile to keep in mind on energetic style of art quite different from 
our own, and in the xnidBt of our science and philosophy to contemplate 
the works of an uncritical but keenly-sighted age. 

The truths at which our dramatists aimed in their treatment of history 
were always psychological. They fixed the mind on personal and domestic 
rather than upon political events. Here again they showed the delicacy 
of their instinct by selecting those points only which are common to 
humanity. It often happens that their knowledge of facts is Blight and 
inaccurate. They form childish conceptions of characters in their public 
capacity. But always where the passions, aims, and duties of men are to 
be displayed, we find unerring judgment. Their plays illustrate the con- 
sequence of human actions, and, though often written with political and 
moral purposes, they never seem to embody a tboory or to convey prepared 
instruction. Calderon often preaches sermons in his plays. Webster’s argu- 
ments against Roman Catholicism consist in the abominable wickedness of 
the cardinals whom he portrays. Their love of liberty finds vent not in 
declamations against slavery, nor in exhibitions of political disgrace, but in 
the picture of a tyrant’s private cruelty, licentiousness, and death. 

We are here led not unnaturally to consider a question of great 
importance, what was the moral teaching of the dramatists ? Speaking 
generally, we answer, unexceptionable. They do not indeed distribute 
rewards to the virtuous and punishment to the vicious ; but goodness, 
though unfortunate, is never pitiable, and wickedness, though triumphant, 
is never glorious in their playB. Throughout they maintain a tone of 
manliness. Onr sympathy leanB to the pure and strong and noble 
characters. We shrink from the baseness and corruption which are in- 
tentionally displayed in all their ugliness. Our moral sense iB rarely 
shocked by doubtful hints and vice made elegant — the sentimentalism of 
more modem works of fiction. What is bad is bad, and receives no 
extenuation. What iB good is very good, arrayed in native beauty, and 
Bhining with imaginative splendour. Yet it cannoc be denied that there 
are exceptions to this healthy influence. Many of Fletcher’s, Ford’B, and 
MaBBinger'a plays are founded upon subjects so radically corrupt that the 
reading of them could scarcely fail to injure an ingenuous mind. Every 
Elizabethan comedy contains passages of undisguised obscenity, though 
none are so revolting as those of the Restoration. Even tragedies are, as 
readers of Shakspeare know, not free from this defilement. These ribald 
scenes were introduced, we learn from apologies in prologues and epilogues, 
to suit the lower portions of the audience. No one is obliged to read 
the clownish jests. They are always mere excrescences upon the action 
of the plays, and by their plain indecency disgust the taste which might 
have been perverted by less nauseous exhibitions of impurity. Our 
ancestors could certainly more “ boldly nominate a Bpade a spade ” than 
we are apt to do. It is a matter of doubt whether their morality was 
really worse t han ours. But in the progress of civilized society thp 
intellectual sense becomes so sharpened that words, which once were 
words, in course of time affect us like the very things they signify. 
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Against the 'Wickedness of the drama the Puritans waged war, and 
the playwrights parried' their attacks by satires. It seems certain that 
theatres were the resort of the lowest persons, and that a continual noise 
disturbed their neighbourhood. The inhabitants of Blackfriars petitioned 
the Privy Council against Burbage when he tried to build a playhouse 
in their quarter. The Lord Mayor cancelled the Queen's patent to Lord 
Leicester's company by refusing to admit the actors to the city, on 
acoount of the idle and profligate rabble which they drew together, and 
of the fighting, thievery, and drunkenness of which playhouses were tlio 
centre* Puritan divines preached constantly against them. Archbishop 
Grindall tried to suppress theatres altogether. Another prelate called them 
“schools of vice, dens of thieves, and theatres of all lewdness,” from 
the pulpit of St. Paul’s. Gosson, Stubbes, Northbrooke, Prynne, Collier, 
and many others kept up a war of books and pamphlets against their cor- 
ruption of the youth. But though it was clear that theatres encouraged 
profligacy, Elizabeth and James were far from listening to the vehement 
abuse of them by Puritan memorialists. To institute a censorship ol 
plays, to restrain unlicensed companies from acting, to confine them to 
the neighbourhood of the metropolis, tQ forbid their playing on Sundays, 
and to make the use of oaths or of the name of God in dramatic com- 
positions penal, were the utmost measures that either of these sovereigns 
could be got to take against theatrical exhibitions. Elizabeth seems to 
have understood the utility of plays as means of education, and to have 
fostered the tastes of the people in this direction. Even in the reign ot 
Edward VI. their influence over popular opinion had been recognized. 
In 1549 plays and interludes were forbidden as seditious, for political 
rather than for religious reasons. Mary restricted the representation ot 
plays tending to advance the spread of Protestant doctrines, while she 
caused miracles and mysteries to be performed in favour of Catholicism. 
Elizabeth on ascending the throne reversed these edicts by putting a stop 
to all religious exhibitions, while she’ organized the secular drama, and 
took it under her especial patronage. Indeed, the theatres became in her 
reign a centre of popular instruction, a school of patriotic principles, 
where all the nation heard the praise of civil and religious liberty. 
However pernicious in detail may have been the subjects of some plays, 
and however flagrant the abuses to which theatres gave rise, yet the good 
they did must have outbalanced the evil. Here the people learned to 
love their Queen and to hate slaveiy. They saw before their eyes the 
deeds of patents and heroes. The horrors of bad government, the 
corruptions of the priestly rule, and the blessings of a free state, were 
shown them in such characters as they could plainly comprehend. Poets, 
orators, and scholars poured forth their learning, eloquence, and imagery 
to represent to Englishmen the glories of their land. The want of a 
national epic was supplied by those dramatic scenes in which Crecy, 
Agincourt, and Arthur lived again. If the ballad of Chevy Chase stirred 
Sir Philip Sidney like the bleat of a trumpet, how must these lines have 
loosed the valour of an English audience 
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Agincourt, Agincourt ! 

Know ye not Agincourt ? 

Where the English slew and hurt 
All the French foemen ! 

With onr guns and bills brown, 

Oh! the French were beat down, 

Morris pikes and bowmen! 

Even now we cannot read the dying words of G-aunt without profound 
emotion : — 

This royal throne of kings, this sceptred isle, 

This earth of majesty, this seat of Man, 

Thu other Eden, demi-Paradise, 

This fortress, built by Nature for herself, 

Against infestion and tho hand of war ; 

This happy breed of men, this little world ; 

This precious stone set in the silver sea, 

Which serves it in the office of a wall, 

Or as a moat defensive to a houso, 

Against the envy of less happier lands ; 

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 

This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 

This land of such dear souls, this dear, dear land, 

Dear for her reputation through the world 

Heading this, we are obliged to break off from want of breath. Words and 
ideas follow and repeat each other in a passionate succession of intense 
earnestness. Nor was it only to patriotism and to the sense of liberty that 
they were raised. Hey wood draws a picture of Tragedy, in his Apology 
for Actors , discrowned, disgraced, yet still a queen, upbraiding him with 
the ingratitude of his times : 

Have I not whipped Vice with a scourge of steel, 

Unmasked stem Murder, shamed lascivious Lust, 

Plucked off the visor from grim Treason's face ? 

Hey wood, warming at her just complaint, takes up the pen and argues 
in this fashion for the moral value of the stage : — 44 A description is only 
a shadow, received by the ear, but not perceived by the eye ; so lively 
portraiture is merely a form seen by the eye, but can neither show action, 
passion, motion, nor any other gesture to move the spirits of the beholder 
to admiration ; but to see a soldier shaped liked a soldier, walk, speak, 
act like a Boldier; to Bee a Hector all besmeared in blood, trampling 
upon the bulks of kings ; to see, as I have seen, Hercules in his 

own shape hunting the boar and lastly on his high pyramides 

writing Nil ultra ! Oh, these were sights to make an Aletander !” 

Turning to his own land : — 14 What English blood, seeing the person 
of any bold Englishman presented, and doth not hug his feme, and hnnny 
at his valour, pursuing him in his enterprise with his best wishes, and 
as being wrapt in contemplation, offers to him in his heart all prosperous 
performance, as if the personator were the man personated? 11 

Speaking of historical plays : — 44 If we present a foreign history, ttie 
subject is so intended that in the lines of Homans, Grecians, or others, 
either the virtues of our countrymen are extolled or their vices reproved.” 
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Massinger, in his play of The Roman Actor , makes Pans argue in the 
same style for the lofty vocation of his art. It is clear from these sentences 
alone, if it were not abundantly proved by every scene in every play 
written at that period, that the English stage exorcised a most powerful 
influence over the development of our national oharaoter. It inflamed the 
souls of statesmen, scholars, warriors, seamen, poets, and philosophers, 
with an ardent love of liberty, and a sense of moral greatness and personal 
responsibility, and an enthusiastic admiration for works of intellectual 
power. Beading the plays of Shakspeare, Marlowe, Jonson, Fletcher, 
MarstrjT), Heywood, Decker, Chapman, and others, makes one cry with 
Milton : — “ Methinks I see in my mind a noble and puissant nation 
raising herself like a strong man after sleep, and shaking her invincible 
locks; methinks I see her as an eagle muing her mighty youth, and 
kindling her undazzled eyes at the full midday flame; purging and 
unsealing her long-abused Bight at the fountain itself of heavenly radi- 
ance ; while the whole noise of timorous and flocking birds, with those 
also that love the twilight, flutter about, amazed at what die means, and 
in their envious gabble would prognosticate a year of seots and schisms. 1 ’ 
Even the Puritans, who hated plays, must have been thankful for their 
influence, when they exchanged their character of private sanctimonious- 
ness for one of public patriotism. Then they found in the people a 
nobility of spirit and dauntless familiarity with speculations of the 
boldest kind, and a deeply rooted zeal for freedom, fostered by the 
theatres. These obligations remained, however, unrecognized. Pei haps 
even now we are only beginning to acknowledge them. The drama had 
done its work — its vigour was exhausted. Every day it became less 
pure, and more subservient to the pleasures of a luxurious court. The 
Puritans swept it all away ; and when the stage revived with Charles the 
Second it had changed its character. No good can be expected from the 
plays of the Bestoration. Our theatre was no longer national ; its func- 
tion in England had been great ; but it had accomplished that function ; 
it had helped to cherish a strong Bense of nationality, to educate the 
people by introducing into our island the ideas which agitated Europe at 
the time, to produce a truly original school of Art, and lastly, to develop 
the resources of our language. On most of these points we have already 
dwelt. But the last requires some patient consideration, Heywood, in 
the pamphlet from which we have already quoted, adduces, among other 
arguments in favour of the stage, that through its means English had 
been raised “irom the most mde and unpolished tongue ” to being u a 
most perfect and composed language . 11 Each playwright, he tells u% 
triad to discover fresh beauties of rhythm and expression, and to leave 
the dialect more pliable and fertile for his successors. It is remarkable 
that the dramatists themselves were conscious of this noble emulation. 
Like the painters of Italy, they worked in concert, each maiw^inin^ fab 
own place, each profiting by past experience, each dealing with a material 
plastic in his hands and susceptible of infinite modification. 

Thus, during the hslf-oentury in which our drama Jived, En g lis h 
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became a language capable of expressing exquisite and various thoughts. 
It was no longer a rude Saxon dialect, holding in suspension fragments of 
Latin and French : but all its elements were fused into a vital whole. 
We cannot attribute this change entirely to the drama. Tet if we com- 
pare the poetry of that period with contemporary prose compositions, it 
will be clear that while they started nearly on a par, the prose style 
remained quaint, crabbed, unmelodious and stiff, while the language of 
the playwrights had become versatile, musical, and dignified. Even the 
prose writing of the stage was among the best then going. Lyly, first of 
English authors, produced true Attic prose. Nor is it possible to calcu- 
late the influence exerted by poetry over the splendid theological rhetori- 
cians of the next century. The capabilities of English were exercised in 
every department by dramatic writing. For the purposes of conversation 
it had to assume an epigrammatic terseness. In description of scenery, or 
in the eloquent outpourings of passion, it expressed thoughts difficult to seize 
and delicate gradations of feelings. Sometimes sustained declamation was 
required : at others the most light and graceful play of fancy had to be 
conveyed in passages of lyric elegance. Different characters gave different 
shades of meaning to the words they used ; yet every sentence had the 
polish of a work of art. And throughout all changes the artist was 
obliged to continue clear and capable of being comprehended by an un- 
tutored audience. These were the general results of dramatic composition 
in its influence over the growth of language. It must also be remembered 
that the genius of each author developed a new aspect of the Proteus. 
The fluent grace of Heywood, the sweet sentiment of Decker, Marston’s 
pregnant sentences, the dreamlike charm of Fletcher’s melody, Marlowe’B 
“ mighty line,” Webster’B depth of pathos and heart-quaking bursts of 
passion, Jonson’s gravity, Massinger’s smooth-sliding eloquence, Ford’s 
glittering declamation, and the style of Shakspeare, which embraces all — 
as some great organ holds all instruments within its many stops — these 
remained as monuments of composition to succeeding ages. Who shall 
estimate what they have done for us ?, Our ancestors sat in the theatres and 
heard them all. Their ears became accustomed to this variety of music, 
their intellects impregnated with divers modes of thought. Besides, the 
vocabulary was nearly doubled by this use of language. Shakspeare is said 
to have 15,000, while the Old Testament contains 5,642 words. The drama 
collected all the floating forms of popular speech, together with the tech- 
nical phraseology of trades and of the schools, and stereotyped them in 
literature ; so that instead of being satisfied with the meagre and artificial 
diction of the Popian age, we may return to those “ pure wells of English 
undefiled,” and from their inexhaustible springs refresh our language when 
it seems to fail. In brief, the Elizabethan literature remains a permanent 
reservoir of liberal thoughts and vigorous idioms, a model of eneigetio 
'style, and a mine of words. It is good for us to turn from the wrought 
« Corinthian ” elegance of our contemporary poetry to the broad andnat mpl 
beauty of those authors. Poets like Keats, inspired by a reaction against 
prevailing canons, will always find in them the serenity of Parnassus, 
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Their faults again are not our faults, nor are we likely to be led astray 
by them. 

Nor must it ever be forgotten that the drama, in its effort alter self- 
emancipation, created the great pride of English poetry — blank verse. 
No language, except Greek, has possessed a metffe so powerful and capable 
of infinite variety as this. The Greek iambic for dramatic composition, 
and the Greek hexameter for epic, are perfect. But the English blank 
verse, or 44 licentiate iambic,” as it has been called by an old author, com- 
bines the excellences of these metres. When we examine the Italian 
terza riftia and (/he French Alexandrine, we see at once how the elaborate 
rhyming system of the one and the languid movement of the other render 
them unfit for the freest poetical expression. The blank verse of Germany, 
compared with ours, is as yet monotonous and tame. It never underwent 
the rigorous exercise which our dramatic writers gave this metre in the 
sixteenth century, and by which they brought out all its elasticity and 
force. Marlowe, when he began to write for the stage, found a rhyming 
couplet in common use. This was tedious and hampering. It prevented 
the proper development of character, and encouraged a false style of 
moralizing declamation. A few authors were employing what Nash 
described ns “ the swelling bombast of bragging blank verse ” and “ the 
6paciouB volubility of a drumming decasyllabon ; ” by which he meant to 
indicate a languid five-foot metre differing in nothing from the old couplet, 
except in the absence of rhyme. The people did not care for it, and 
the poets of the rhyming school looked upon it with disfavour. Marlowe 
saw its capabilities. He broke it up by introducing pauses of different 
lengths, by occasionally throwing in an extra syllable, or cutting the line 
short, by beginning with a trochee when variety was needed, and by substi- 
tuting for the jingling rhyme a subtle system of alliterative melody and care- 
fully balanced periods. Marlowe’s line became the basis of all English 
composition in blank verse. His opponents gave way at once, and adopted 
the new discovery. Succeeding poets altered it, and stamped their own 
peculiarities upon the metre. But to him belongs the glory of its creation. 
During the interregnum of bad taste, which began with the Restoration, 
and prevailed until the first years of this century, a return was made to 
the rhyming decasyllabic couplet. Milton, it is true, protested against 
rhyme as being 44 the invention of a barbarous age to set off wretched 
matter and lame metre.’ 1 He, however, belonged to the past golden age, 
44 and dwelt apart.” It will be remembered that when Dryden wished to 
versify the Paradise Lost in his own couplet, the old poet only said, 44 Let the 
young man tag his rhymes.” In the nineteenth-century renaissance of our 
literature, Shelley, Coleridge, Seats, Wordsworth, Tennyson, and Browning 
have again vindicated the superiority of blank verse, and affiliated the 
style of our poetry to its' true Elizabethan parentage. It might also be 
remarked in passing that the old dramatic spirit of our forefathers has re- 
appeared in the fertility and power exhibited by contemporary novelists. 

We have thus briefly and imperfectly revi ew ed some of those points 
which give a permanent importance- to our dramatic literature. Those 
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who care for poetry for its own sake will always look with reverence upon 
the English authors of that period. But our age is only satisfied with 
wrought gold. The dramatists are too bombastic, diffuse, improbable, 
prosaic in part, and in part licentious, to suit our taste, and unfortu- 
nately there are very few of us who have a genuine love of art. It 
always was the “youngest song 1 * which charmed the listener's ear. 
Therefore the few who like to wile away an hour with poetry read 
Tennyson. Besides, our traditional homage is yielded to Shakspeare. 
He stands for the authors of his age as Handel represents the pa9t 
of vocal music. This muBt always bo the case, and justly bo; for 
Shakspeare was the greatest poet of his time, if not of all time. 
Still it is right that Btudents of literary history should now and then 
remind the general reader that the other playwrights of his age were no 
mean men. Not very long ago the name of Shakspeare was almost for- 
gotten. By degrees admirers disinterred his works, and spoke of him as 
if .he had been born like Pallas from the brain of Jupiter. Johnson paid 
a surly homage to his power, but of his contemporaries he said that 
“ they were sought after because they were scarce, and would not have 
been scarce had they been much esteemed.*’ At length Malone began to 
hint that other authors of great merit laboured with Shakspeare in the 
days of his pre-eminence. Dodsley published twelve volumes of old plays. 
Gifford subsequently Bpent pains upon the text of some of them. Later on 
they became “ the rage ” in a certain set. Coleridge and Hazlitt lectured 
on their plays. Lamb made selections which he enriched with careful 
notes. The Retrospective Review published notices of the more obscure 
authors. Since those days, Mr. Dyce, Hartley Coleridge, Mr. Hahiwell, 
Mr. Wright, and others have edited the scattered works of different dra- 
matists, with antiquarian zeal and critical ability ; while Mr. J. P. Collier 
has illustrated by his industry and learning the theatrical annals of the 
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Still we do not yet possess a com- 
plete history of the English stage, or a “ full abstract ” of its great pro- 
ductions, though the Germans have several, and a Frenchman has lately 
produced one of considerable merit. Speaking of this national want, 
De Quincey uses the following words, which eloquently sum up all that we 
have tried to say : “ No literature, not excepting even that of Athens, has 
ever presented such a multiform theatre, such a carnival display, mask 
and antemaak, of impassioned life — breathing, moving, acting, suffering, 
laughing: 

Qtucquid agtxnt homines— votam, timer, ira, volaptos, 

Gaudia, disenrsns. 

—All thief but far more truly and more adequately than* was or could 
be effected in that field of composition which the gloomy satirist con- 
templated, whatsoever in fact our medieval ancestors exhibited in the 
1 Dance of Death,* drunk with team and laughter, may here be reviewed, 
soenieaUy grouped, draped, and gorgeously coloured. What other national 
drat $e can pretend to any competition with this ?” 



99 


4 am0n * tyui n< of (tfamdaty 


When, fifteen years ago, I was inducted to the Rectory of Earndale, the 
parish church possessed a famous quire. Not that the quire of Earndale 
differed ifitich freip that almost obsolete type which fifteen years ago it 
was deemed the young churchman’s duty to extirpate on first donning 
the white tie. It was a famous quire, which every year— onoe or twice 
in the year — strangers would come to listen to. It consisted of but five 
men, one of whom played a clarionet with bold, firm tone, that sustained 
the treble, and gave confidence to the crack-voiced boys and rough- 
voiced girls who hardly Btood in need of encouragement. Another played 
a violoncello, to which he had attached a fifth string tuned to F F, in order 
to add sonority to the deeper bass. A third performer played the flute, 
on which he executed the counter-tenor part as it was written for him in 
the G- clef, above the treble or air. Of the remaining two men, one sang the 
air with the clarionet, only an octave lower, and the last sang the bass. 
But besides this, the violoncello player sang bass, tenor, or air, or counter- 
tenor in a screaming falsetto, one part or the other as he deemed it 
necessary to ornament or support the service of song. 

Such was the Quire of Earndale ; they sang pluckily, and made a 
cheerful, if not a melodious noise. I gave them supper once a year, but 
could not induce them to adopt more ecclesiastical music than glees and 
songs set to sacred words. Still, we were better off than the Meeting, 
where they all sang in discordant chorus, while the parson played the big 
fiddle in the pulpit. Like other things in Earndale, the quire waa an 
institution, and I did not attempt to remove it. 

But after five years, clarionet left the valley, and we began to feel 
symptoms of dissolution. Flute wouldn’t play the air, it was so tame ; and 
when remonstrated with, withdrew and carried off tenor with him to the 
Meeting. Still we had a Bturdy voice for the air, and the rural " master 
of song.” But alas ! the master, always fond of drink, became so 
uproarious that we were obliged to dismiss him. The crisis came when 
a stranger was taking duty for me. A new tone of Abel’s oWta com- 
posing was to be sung, one full of ecoentric turns and intricate distances. 
The quire made a start, quavered^ and broke down. Abel sounded the 
note anew, and again they broke down: this time a pause. “Let us 
pray,” .said the officiating clerk, meekly. “Pray be blowed 1 ” shouted 
Abel. “ Let’s try again.” It was Abel’s last Sunday of office. 

For some Sundays we tried congregational singing, our one remaining 
voice, with the help of a pitch-pipe, leading the tune ; but bit by bit the 
congregation grew tired of a duty which had always devolved upon paid 
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officials, and many a tune was sung by good old Jamie and the children, 
— he with spectacles on nose and book in hand — while the other hand, 
hooked in his red waistcoat, beat time on his breast to the tune : save 
when, in some pathetic verse, it was released to cuff some youngster who 
gave tongue too lustily, and didn’t appreciate the “ temper” of the strain. 
Then in our perplexity we procured a small barrel-organ, which had seen 
service in a room used for dancing on week-days, and service on Sundays. 
It was a peculiar instrument : the first lime we tried it, it went off like a 
musical snuff-box, and played all the tuneB successively, including a 
valse and “ Merrily Danced the Quaker’s Wife.” Earndale has not 
forgotten that Sunday yet. The wardens and sexton managed to carry it 
out (it was not large) into the churchyard, but even there it fired away 
tune after tune amid the snow and cold, till all the machinery was un- 
wound. Before the next Sunday we had it put in order, but it seldom 
went right. Sometimes the wires just elevated the keys high enough to 
let a portion of the wind into the pipes, producing mournful whines like 
key-hole music ; sometimes, from want of pinning the barrel, it wound 
from one tune into another with marvellous dexterity; sometimes the 
wires were bent, and discord harsh and strong grunted and thundered in 
one line, while in the next, for half a line, was a vacuum of notes of any 
sort. At last we understood it better, and congregational singing in some 
sort actually was inaugurated. 

Like most old churches, Earndale had suffered under the beautifying 
furor of the eighteenth century : whitewash, a ceiling, large square 
pews, — one description serves for all. Far be it from our sober 
criticism to join in the outcry against that age ; what would have 
remained of our old churches without such “ beautification ? ” At all 
events it preserved them to us, and probably in a more seemly state 
than they have been since the wars of the Roses. 

Earndale church had suffered in the process ; rood-screen, chancel, 
arch, teredos, was gone ; some windows were square, some circu lar , some 
Grecian, and there was an urn in each corner, and a sun-dial over the 
door. We began to restore ; and little by little replaced arch and screen 
and window, chancel and oak-roof ; seated the nave afresh, and quarrelled 
over the seats, as churchmen will to eternity. We paid our bills. The 
church was a seemly one ; and we began to think it was not quite the 
t h i n g for the district chapel of Oatgate to glory in a finger-organ, while 
we ground muBic on a barrel. 

So we formed a committee, Farmer Jolly, our churchwarden, in the 
chair. We ordered a new organ, — a handsome instrument : “plenty of 
music in it,” was old Jolly’s instruction to the builder. The subscriptions 
didn’t quite make up the cost, but then committees never look at that 
insignificant item, and we resolved to open the organ with 4clat } and have 
a collection. 

A week qr bo before the day, a deputation of the ladies of niy 
parish called %t the rectory with a mission to the rector. I am a man 
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of simple and retired habits. I felt nervous on hearing it was a depu- 
tation of ladies, but was greatly relieved to read on the cardB the names 
of Miss Fanny Peaflower and Miss Bessy Floekin, two of the youngest 
young ladies in Earndale, both very musical, both pets of the rector from 
childhood, — and knew it too. I suspected they had some deep scheme in 
their pretty heads, but all the same was infinitely glad that they, and not 
the widow, my Lady Topsticks — who always talks on pathetic topics, goes 
to balls and can't come to church — or Miss Stiers, whose conversation is 
lekrned or religious, — had been chosen to represent the ladies of Earndale. 
I don’t think I abuse confidence if I say that all the pretty speeches they 
could frame, and all the charming looks they could put on, were on that 
morning forthcoming, just to fathom the temper ia which their errand 
would be received. They managed their mission adroitly. The ladieB of 
Earndale, as I knew, were fond of music, and they had often heard me 
say that church music ought to be more cultivated than it is, and they 
wished very much — they were sure I should not object — to celebrate the 
opening of the organ with a choral service. 

“ Choral service ! ” exclaimed I, astonished, “ and whore is the quire 
to be found? You wouldn’t have old Jamie and the school-children 
attempt it ? ” 

No ; the ladies would undertake that duty, come and sit in the 
chancel, and sing all the responses. “ And, do you know, we have prac- 
tised so much, we can do it perfectly.” 

“ But how can you manage,” said I, 11 without male voices ? Your 
small sweet notes will sound angelic, and all too unearthly.” 

“Oh, there’s young Seabody, and half-a-dozen more who have 
attended all the practices.” 

“I’ll be bound they have. Why didn’t you let me come, young 
ladies!” 

“ We wished to give you a surprise.” 

“ And so you do," replied I. 

“ But really now, if you will consent, we all wish it so ; and it’s only 
onee ! The Bishop can’t write aggravating letters when all we want is to 
pasB the day off creditably, and get a good subscription.” 

With such pure motives, urged by such lips, what could I do? Of 
course I yielded ; and then — just as I had showed them round my garden, 
and gathered my most beautiful roses for them, and they were bidding me 

good-by — “ And oh, Mr. , I had almost forgot, — will you intods the 

Bervioe?” 

No, no; I knew better than that. What voice I might have had 
ten yean ago was exhausted in lifting up, Sunday after Sunday, the 
category of my people's sins. 

Then would I allow the curate of the new church, who mng tenor 
beautifully, to take the service? 

O Earndale, how cruel ! Here I had asked a dignitary to preach, 
and had a surplice, new starched and dean, lying ia a f study tor 
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my part ; and to be done out of it by two young ladies 1 and for 
that puppy Augustus Claighfern, in high-collared coat and cassock tie, 
just come from Oxford, and great at all the evening parties, and always 
following Fanny Peaflower ! 0 Eamdale 1 far better thy rector's 

wishes ware not uttered then — nor chronicled now. They were not 
clerical 1 

In the end they prevailed on me to let Augustus intone, and content 
myself with the lessons. There was, however, another party besides the 
rector to be won over, and that a party not so easily coaxed out of its 
whims and prejudices. At the head of it was Farmer Jolly; at the 
bottom of it — the soul of all the mischief it perpetrated — Miss Stiers. 
Eich and decided, she hated Puseyite ways ; and old Jolly was persuaded 
we were all to become perverts to Romanism in the lump, against our 
will, just as the Sepoys fancied they were to be christianized sur- 
reptitiously by biting the greased cartridge. He came with reproachful 
civility, and lent me a folio Book of Martyrs with pictures of the cruelties 
of the Inquisition. Mrs. Jolly gave me an account of a visit she made 
to hear such a choral service elsewhere, and couldn't abide it. “ It had Buch 
a Popish twang in it — that way of doing the service.” And the worst of 
it was, that I, the rector — no party to the thing except by implication — 
had to smooth all these difficulties. Well, there was only one way. 
Lady Topsticks asked the Misses Jolly to one or two evening parties, and 
that quieted the Jolly s ; and Miss Stiers was, without much persuasion, 
coaxed into a promise to attend a Penny Reading in the school-room 
in the evening of the day of our Festival, and to read herself— to a 
distinguished and educated audience, with all the pathoB of a poetic soul— 
the laureate’s last poem. 

Then for a week the church was thronged from morn to eve ; ajl the 
ladieB and young men came to decorate it. Large placards with suitable 
inscriptions were nailed and stuck round with flowers ; the pillars wound 
with wreaths ; the windows crowned with garlands ; and primroses, cow- 
slips, eveiy flower of spring, were gathered from hedgerow, garden, and 
greenhouse, and tastefully appropriated. The young gentlemen were very 
busy, and so were the young ladies. I fear their conduct was not exactly 
in all respects suitable to the place they worked in. But then, as Oharley 
Seabody said : “ How can you help Bonnie Bessie Floskin down the 
ladder, and only look good ? ” 

At last the day was come. It was a beautiful morning. I went early 
in the dawn to the top of Eamdale Scar, and watched the tide-waves roll 
in under the early sunshine, flashing like the wings of a silver dove. 
Not a sign of rain. We were to have a fine May-day; and for a 
collection, let me tell you, a fine day is no despicable power. 

The service was at eleven, but long before eleven a large flag waving, 
and peals one after the other clashing out from the tower, reminded 
Eamdale of what no one stood in danger of forgetting. As the time 
drew neari ferriage after carriage rolled up, clustered with fair faoes; and 
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dashing riders and. visitors, from all the valley trooped in. Earndale for 
once was gay. There were carriages left standing without, their horses 
on the green; there were little knots. of well-dreBsed people wandering 
about ; there were the orderly lines of the school-ohildren y and disorderly 
crowds of the truants gathering round the nut-sellers, who brought their 
merchandise as near the temple as they dared; there was the organ- 
builder — a proud man— come from London on purpose to be present, and 
to be paid ; there was the dignitary in oassock and band ; and Augustus, 
who stepped out of a drag, arrayed in dusty canonical costume, with a 
square Cap such ps Earndale never spied before, and thought it some new 
fashion. 

My duty required me to attend these gentlemen, so we proceeded 
through the church-yard full of on-lookers, and through the aisles, then 
beginning to fill; the churchwarden and sidesmen, busy and anxious 
and important, at a loss what to do with cantankerous Eamdalers who 
would occupy their own seats that day, and not make room for full- 
pursed visitors. 

In the chancel was our quire, as fair a sight as ever was seen when 
men-singers and women-singers served the service of song in the temple. 
A row of ladies sate on each side, and the young fellows in white ties 
behind them : all of both sexes, I observed (what I never saw before), 
for once looking serious. 

I had objected to their processioning to their seats : country people 
might have mistaken it for another ceremony in which young ladies take 
part at the altar. Then in the vestry I was obliged to use strong 
language to induce Augustus to replace in his bag — (a blue one like a 
brief bog) — a stole of white satin with crosses of gold and scarlet beauti- 
fully inwrought, and with which he was tastefully arraying his lawn- 
enveloped shoulders. 

Eleven o'clock ! clash went the bells all together in a sudden explosion, 
and then were still, their several harmonic tones sobbing and dying away 
in. dissonance. We Ballied forth, and the organ discoursed triumphant 
music. 

Augustus was nervous; he didn't keep his note, and sometimes 
made desperate hits at distances, and only arrived within three-quarters 
of a tone. Then the quire was disconcerted ; only the organist picked 
them up wo deftly that most people thought it was all right. The 
performance on the whole was creditable, only it was nothing else but 
a performance. Old Jolly alone made an ill-natured remark. His 
daughter Emily wondered how Mr. Augustus Claighfern could chant at 
all without his stole : “ As if a tom-cat couldn't purr without his tail. It 
was the ladies that dashed him." 

After this, I thought we should have nothing but harmony in Eam- 
dale. Alas 1 three weeks bad not passed before grim Miss Stiers (who 
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Seabody had been seen by somebody who didn’t attend to the service, 
busy with the golden gay ringlets of Fanny Pcaflower (the little flirt ! 
die knew Augustus couldn’t be there on Sunday 1) behind the organ 
curtain. Miss Stiers thought it atrocious. So did not I, but then I felt 
it a duty to say something, and put it to Charley whether he hadn’t 
better sit away from the organ. “ Oh, no, he was wanted to draw the 
stops ; 11 and the young scamp went and told the whole parish that the 
rector was jealous, and stories and fables of every hue were concocted 
and circulated in consequence, and I had to request them both to Bit 
with their mammas. 

Then our volunteer organists began to quarrel, and some who could 
play wouldn’t play ; and others who couldn’t play would play, and 
oftentimes hit the wrong keys, which cried lustily in reply; or made 
harmony with two fingers only, and ofttimes anything but harmony. At 
last, unkindest cut of all, came a letter from the Bishop. The 
proceedings in Earndalc had for some time past occupied his attention : 
the flower decorations — the choral performance — the improper proceedings 
— and, in consequence, remarks of parishioners about the rector; and, 
what grieved his episcopal soul to the quick, the unauthorized practice of 
singing a response, which for generations Earndale had heaid read. 
‘Peccavi; peccavi,” was all I could reply. “My new organ, instead of 
harmony, produces nothing but discord.” 

From that day I dare not think about music in Earndale, far less 
record my impressions. Wo have musical parties, but I shrink to the 
very farthest corner of the room, and dare not applaud Emily Jolly, or 
Fanny Peaflower, or Bessie Floskin, in a song, or express my abhorrence 
of bacchanalian glees, lest I should be saddled with personal feelings ; and 
when on Sundays I hear the organ tapped like a pianoforte, I groan to 
myself, and wish for “ the famous quire of Earndale,” with its clarionet, 
flute, and violoncello. 
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To assert, in these days, the vital importance of a pure administration of 
juatice-^-the gravity of the part played with regard thereto by barristers— 
the immense influence exercised, by public opinion upon men’s actions for 
good and for evil, would be to proclaim anew truths which have long since 
become truisms. Yet, strange to say, these truisms point to a teuth which 
has been scarcely regarded. What recognition do we find of the fact that 
the popular notions as to the duties of barristers ought to be just and 
clear ? When we find the extremest and most opposite views commonly 
held, many (and those not all of the gentler sex) upholding a theory which 
would make barristers the knights-errant of the law, the business of whose 
lives it should be to seek out injured innocence wherever it is to be found, 
whilst others talk as though their duty were to be verdict-getters purs et 
simples, getters of verdicts, judgments, decrees, for any and every client, 
by any and every means in their power, short only of actual crime, how 
can we suppose that the truth in question has received recognition and 
assent ? Yet, if it be expedient that barristers should be watched in the 
exercise of their profession by an enlightened public opinion, it is by 
necessary implication expedient that the popular notions as to the duties 
of that profession should be just and clear. For that thing of so great 
power and might, which men call public opinion, is not the opinion of a 
few publio writers j their praise and their censure are powerless so long 
as it is only their own praise, their own censure : publio opinion really 
consists in the opinion of the great mass of individuals who constitute that 
factitious whole, the public. According as any great proportion of the 
latter concur in sound and healthy views, or concur in views that are un- 
sound and lax in their unsoundness, or concur in views that are unsound 
but impracticable, or in no views at all of any clearness, so will the in- 
fluence of public opinion be salutary, pernicious, or null. Is it, then, 
expedient that barristers Bhould be watched in the performance of their 
duties by an enlightened public opinion ? Or is this guarantee rendered 
superfluous by the character of these duties, or by the control to which 
they are already subject ? 

Now, if the verdict-getting theory of an advocate's office were the 
right pne— if it were true (as some assert, not merely in loose talk, but 
gravely as a deliberate proposition) that an advocate has nothing whatever 
to do with the right or wrtog of the cause committed to him — nothing 
whatever to do with the right or wrong of the means by whiph it is to 
succeed— Clothing to do but to welcome the client, to know no petven in 
the world save him, and to reckon all tilings subordinate to hi* intere s ts 
vol. xn.— xo. 07. 0. 
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it Would certainly be a mistake to talk of extending to barristers the 
influence of public opinion : they would have a sufficient guiding and 
controlling power in the direct impulse of self-interest. But when, on a 
recent occasion, this theory was propounded before a great assembly of 
barristers by one who, to many other claims upon all men's respect and 
admir ation, adds those of unwearying philanthropy, the silence with which 
the dictum was received, and the applause — the worm, enthusiastic 
applause that welcomed the assertion by a less eminent speaker of the 
contrary doctrine, that it is the duty of an advocate to uphold his client's 
interests per fas, but not per nefae , by fair but not by unfair means, by 
right but not by wrong — this applause arid that Bilcnce testified pretty 
strongly to the general feeling of the bar. And it is not to be supposed 
that an undoubtedly able set of men reject unnecessarily a theory which 
would allow them to pay a greater regard to their own interests. We 
cannot, therefore, if we would, escape the conclusion that a barrister is not 
by duty to his client absolved from duty to all the world beside, that he 
must distinguish between fhir and unfair means of supporting the cause 
entrusted to him ; and we may pass on to consider whether there are or 
are not sufficient guarantees that he Bhall resort only to such means as 
are fair. 

Now, at the outset of this inquiry, let it be remarked, that a barrister 
not only is invested by law with a very wide discretion as to what is fair 
and what is unfair in any particular oaso— for the abuse of which discretion 
he neither is nor can be punished by any material penalties — but, moreover, 
always must be so invested and always must remain so free from liability 
to punishment. The truth of this will appear upon a little consideration. 
He is and clearly must be entrusted with a wide discretion not only as to 
what causes he will undertake, but also as to the means by which he will 
support them when undertaken : rules of evidence cannot prevent his 
bullying an honest witness out of his five wits ; you cannot have rules 
of argument which Bhall prevent malignant and gratuitous insinuations 
against the character of his opponents, or a coarse handling of topics which 
touch us all most nearly, or the creating, by means of sophistry, an 
impression which not always the vigilance of those whose duty it is to 
guard against it can do away with. And though in each of these oases the 
oonsequences may be moat disastrous, yet the character of the offence 
ia such, the evidence of it is so difficult to obtain, that it always must 
remain unpunished — save by opinion. For evidence which is insufficient 
to justify the infliction of any positive penalty may be amply sufficient 
to justify suspicion, and the fear of so suffering in opinion is and always 
must be the one check upon a barrister. This being so, the whole 
question as to the advisability of barristers being watched by an enlightened 
public opinion resolves itself into this, whether the fear of professional 
qganfcm S(Or can be sufficient. 

is sufficient, few will maintain. It is, therefore, more material 
<8 flMflpr why H fa net. 
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In the first place, it must not be forgotten that there has been of late 
years a vast increase in the numbers of the profession. The weakening 
effect of this upon the power of moral control was pointed out by Justice 
Tolfourd twenty years ago — (in on essay on Lord Eldon and Lord Stowell 
in the Quarterly Review for December, 1844) — and the remark would 
certainly not have less force now-a-days. Again it should be remembered 
that, in more ways than one, the opinion of the bar necessarily touches 
least those who need its restraining influence most. Men of doubtful 
character, if on circuit, are generally either never admitted to the bar 
mess or are subsequently excluded from it, and while free to continue 
their professional practice and malpractices, have no associates whose 
good-will they need fear to forfeit. Or, worse still, they form a class apart, 
herding together in those courts the business of which is most distasteful 
to men of feeling and refinement. In such an atmosphere the trickster and 
the bully quickly grow to rank perfection. And the men who most need 
the restraints of professional opinion are least affected by it in this way 
also — that the necessity of a fair character for one who aspires to the 
higher honours of the profession touches not men whose sole idea in 
entering it is to make ns much money as possible. Speak to one of these 
common-minded fellows of the days when he may, to use a time-honoured 
phrase, be in the front ranks of the senate and the bar, and he will laugh 
in your face : “ he can make all the money without all that.” Again, 
it must not be forgotten that after all professional opinion is only the 
opinion of a small portion of the community. What can its praise or 
blame matter beside the indifference of the public ? Besides, even when 
taken at its best, the reciprocal influence of the members of the bar upon 
one another has always this inherent defect, namely, that it is that of men 
who by force of long companionship have become little inclined to 
condemn strongly each other’s faults. And even such as it is, the 
influence of professional opinion has scarcely fair play. There are coun- 
teracting forces. Those who wish to appreciate accurately the incentives 
to a high intellectual and moral standard on the part of a barrister should 
remember how peculiarly' the profession is situated in relation to those who 
distribute its business. “ These ” (as Talfourd said, in an essay originally 
published in the London Magazine^ and entitled “ The Profession of the 
Bar,”) “ are not the people at large, not even the factitious assemblage 
called the public, not scholars, nor readers, nor thinkers, nor a dmiring 
audiences, nor sages cf the law, but simply attorneys. In this class of 
men are of course comprised infinite varieties of knowledge and of worth ; 
many snfen of sound learning and honourable character; many who are 
tolerably honest and decorously dull ; some who are acute and knavish, 
tad more who are knavish without being acute.” “ Bespeetable as is* the 
station of attorneys, they are” (said Talfourd, writing forty years ago, 
though he would probably speak more favourably of them now) 14 greatly 
inferior to the bar ip education and endowments. And yet (p their 
opinion, without appeal, the fate of the members of the profession depsods.” 
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Upon the whole, looking at the relations of the members of the bar with 
one another and with others, one sees no cause to wonder that the influence 
nf its opinion should be insufficient, nor any ground of hope for the future. 
But, if society at large showed less indifference to the matter, if there were 
lees blind worshipping of success and more of discerning approbation, less 
condemnation of men in the moss, and more of pointed and discriminating 
censure, and, together with a more persistent exacting of that which is 
truly expedient or necessary, less ill-advised requiring of that which is 
neither necessary nor expedient — then indeed many blemishes might 
disappear which now mar the administration of justice. 

How comes it, in good sooth, that, with so much talk of the universal 
disregard of lawyers for truth and justice, it should be in practice left to 
the profession itself to animadvert upon particular instances of such mis- 
conduct? It is surely time that the Bar and the Public should know each 
other better. 

In order to understand what a barrister ought to do, and what he ought 
not, let us sec a little what is the rationale of the system of advocacy. 

Every one will agree that he who is charged to decide any question 
ought to have present to his mind all the considerations that deserve 
weight on either side, since, otherwise, his decision may be right, but may 
equally well be wrong. This condition there are several methods of 
endeavouring to fulfil. You may either cause the parties interested to lay 
before the judge or other person invested with judicial functions a bare 
statement of the question in dispute, leaving it to the latter to make all 
due inquiries and to decide thereon unassisted by argument ; or you may 
cause the parties to ascertain and bring forward the circumstances which 
they respectively consider to favour their own view, still leaving it, how- 
ever, to the judge to form his own conclusions therefrom, unassisted by 
anything in the nature of argument ; or you may cause the parties not 
only to ascertain and bring forward such circumstances as they respectively 
consider to favour their own view, but, either in person or by representa- 
tive, to argue the case fully, in presence of the judge, cadi for his own 
side. That the last-mentioned system affords a better guarantee than any 
of the others that every circumstance which deserves weight on either 
side Bhall have its due weight given to it, is clear both in principle and 
experience ; and it is no less dear that it is better, were it only for the 
sake of the advantage gained in point of perspicuity and conciseness, to 
have the case argued by men trained to the task rather than by the parties 
themselveB. Nor would it afford the same security to have thp 
aligned by barristers or other ministers of the court impartially . It beiri$ 
thus no man’s duty and no man’s interest to urge all the arguments on any 
one side, many on each side would naturally be passed over ox urged 
with slight foroe, and such of them as were urged would be presented to 
the court in a loose, irregular manner, instead of the whole Strength of jane 
side being brought out in sharp relief against the whak strength of the 
other. 
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Such being--very roughly and inadequately described — the rationale 
of the system of advocacy, let us now consider, a little in detail, what are 
the duties of one who follows that profession : first, as to the causes which 
he will undertake, and, secondly, as to his manner of conducting them when 
undertaken. 

In the first place, it is a palpable absurdity to say that an advocate 
ought to undertake only causes of the justice of which he is perfectly assured; 
since it is obviously impossible to say of any cause, however fair and 
equitable it may seem on the party's own showing, that it will not turn 
out to be unjust when the opposite side is heard. The immediate result of 
the doctrine would be that he would never undertake any cause at all, and 
the ultimate result, that justice would cease to be administered, unless 
at the infinite waste of time and labour implied in the pleading of causes 
by the parties themselves. 

On the other hand, it is a piece of pure sophistry to argue that an 
advocate cannot justifiably use any discretion as to the party for whom he 
.appears, because if he does so, he usurps an office which does not belong 
to him, and, moreover, exercises it prematurely upon an untried cause* 
For if the case be clearly bad on the party's own showing, what must 
it be on his adversary's? And on what ground is an advocate to be 
deprived of all free-will and compelled to put his talents at the service of 
iniquity? True it is, that one who has a proper distrust of his own 
judgment and a due regard for the consequences which would follow did 
he and his colleagues lightly refuse to undertake causes, will be cautious of 
denying his assistance, especially to a person accused of crime. But that 
there are occasions in which he not only may, but ought to refuse liis aid, 
in civil cases at least, is fully recognized by the opinion of the profession* 
The most courteous and considerate of judges has been led to express 
from the bench his regret that any gentleman at the bar should have been 
found to undertake such and such a cause. 

But ought a barrister to withhold his services when the legal right 
sought to be exercised is, or appears to be, morally unjust ? A question 
which must be answered on broad grounds of public utility, and not on 
any such assumption as that a barrister acts under compulsion ; since of 
compulsion, in the strict sense of the term, there is obviously none ; and 
of compulsion in the sense of liability to disfavour for a breach of profes* 
sional etiquette, society at large can hardly be expected to take much 
account Now, in equity, a barrister refusing to aid in enforcing a strict 
right would virtually take upon himself to declare that the law should not 
have effect ; lor no suit in the courts of equity can be brought without 
the signature of counsel in testimony of its propriety. At common law 
the case is not exactly nmilar ; but it is manifest that even there a lay 
person can seldom hope, without professional aid, to prosecute successfully 
the rights which the law gives him. Is it, then, desirable, as a means of 
oXoaing the avenues to injustice, that a barrister should (practically) bar 
the unerase of a strict legal right unless he approves of the conduct 
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of like suitor in a moral point of view? Ought public opinion to 
require him to do this? Take the case of an informality in a will. 
The intention and wishes of the testator are clearly and unequivocally 
expressed) but there is a technical objection to the validity of the instru- 
ment, and the heir-at-law, or nearest of kin, seeks to take advantage of 
the mistake. Is it desirable that the advocate should refuse his assistance 
unless the suitor satisfies him that there is a sufficient excuse for taking 
away the property from those for whom the testator intended it, and 
giving it to a person for whom it was not intended ? The advocate might 
in so refusing be barring the road to injustice ; he might, on the contrary, 
be barring the road to a fair and equitable claim : for who shall say that 
the client may not have ample justification in circumstances which he 
does not choose to confide to a stranger ? The true answer Beems to be, 
not only as to the above, but as to all similar cases, that it is the duty of 
an advocate to attempt to dissuade from a course which is apparently too 
harsh an insisting on legal rights, but that it is not his duty to carry his 
opposition farther, and virtually to interdict the exercise. At the same 
time it is well to remember that without some extrinsic control the law 
will always work occasional injustice, even though you amend it as much 
as you will. “ A certain harshness, sternness, and disregard of individual 
cases of hardship, are inseparable from the very existence of law.” It 
must always require to be tempered in its application. So that the only 
sound general conclusion in which we can rest is, that it is rather the client 
than his representative that a wise public will put upon bis trial when 
advantage is taken of a harsh rule of law. 

But supposing the cause to be undertaken and to be free from questions 
of the last-mentioned kind, what (we are now to inquire) is to be the 
advocate’s manner of conducting it ? 

In the first place (supposing the issue to be one of fact), he will, in 
examining his own witnesses, adhere faithfiilly to those uaeftil rules which 
forbid any suggestion of the answer desired ; avoiding that disreputable 
trick of asking a question in an irregular form which suggests the reply, 
and, on its being objected to, withdrawing it and asking it in another shape, 
by which means “ the suggestion is made, the mischief done, and the other 
side deprived of his remedy.” “ The degree of good faith with which 
barristers conform to the rules of evidenoe, whether or not they are for 
the moment advantageous to their cause, is (as Mr. Fitsjames Stephen 
observes, in his interesting work, A General View of the Criminal Law of 
England, p. 282 ) the best test of their honesty.” And in the cross- 
examination of hit opponent's witnesses, distinguishing between, 

Which are really of a nature to elicit truth, and such as an really of a 
nature to perplex or stifle it, he will sedulously avoid adopting the 
tallying, browbeating tone so much in vogue in certain of our courts, 
ft Is undoubtedly the duty of a cross-examining counsel to expose perjury 
when perjury has been committed. But to act towards anawdi aar y advene 
witness on the assumption that he is peijured, is utterly unwarranted. 
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In most cases it. inflicts, either needless, or worse than needless pain, at 
best leaving the evidence unshaken, and the witness’s feelings lacerated; 
oftener driving him to such a state, that he can neither recollect the truth 
nor utter it intelligibly. It is most desirable that fit instances of this 
should be selected for earnest, vigorous protest. There are actually men 
who have gone to the bar for no other reason than that they felt within 
themselves the capacity to become adepts in this noble art. That which a 
cross-examining counsel ought to do, and that which an honourable cross- 
examining counsel does, is to use such means as will detect and expose 
any conscious or unconscious inaccuracy into which the witness may have 
fallen, whilst leaving his faculties clear to explain himself. For this 
purpose such skill as Scarlett’s — that great master of the art of cross- 
examination — who would gossip with a witness, till he so diverted the 
current of his thoughts, that the truth would come forth completely free 
from bias, and from the disturbing effect of all foregone conclusions; 
finch skill, I say, is most useful and laudable, and should not be dis- 
paraged by calling it “ astuteness;” and it is to arts like these that the 
generality of barristers resort. To suppose that the practice of bullying 
and browbeating is at all common, except in a very small and disreputable 
doss of the profession, is not only a mistake, but a most unhappy mistake. 
It has a most prejudicial effect, in attaching to the name of barrister a 
lower estimation than either the theory of the office, or the general conduct 
of those who fill it, deserves, and so rendering less marked than should be 
the distance which in public esteem separates those who worthily follow 
from those who ignobly pervert a noble piofession. The existence of the 
misconception may be traced to the fact (referred to by a former writer in 
the Comhill ), that of those people who form their judgment df barristers 
from original sources of information, and not from novels and the like, the 
greater part derive their ideas from the cases which are reported at length 
in the newspapers, which are not the really common, or the really important 
cases — mercantile causes of all kinds, bond fide questions about dispositions 
of property and the like, “ possessing no interest for the general public ; ” 
but rather “ matters of a slightly scandalous kind — actions for libel, assault, 
seduction, or breach of promise of marriage — actions by fraudulent bill- 
discounters — horse-causes, in which whole days are spent in complicated 
perjury — and, in fact, every suit which could be classed under (he general 
title of Fool v. Knave." 

There is one part of a cross-examining counsel’s duties which may 
usefully be made the subject of further remark, and on which, fortu- 
nately, it is open to us to borrow from Mr. Stephen’s work already referred 
to. I mean thd cross-examination of witnesses to. their credit "Ith* 
case,' 1 as Mr. Stephen says, “ is one of conflicting interests. The interest 
of the public ” (he is speaking of criminal caaes only, but the public is 
also interested in the equitable decision of civil cases) “is juries 
should have all (he materials which are requisite to the formation of a 
sound judgment The interest of the witnesses is that their character and 
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the history of their past lives should be respected. Questions relating to 
the credit of witnesses are frequently most material, and this may be the 
Quae, not only when the matters are relevant, but when they are irrelevant 
to4he matter at issue.” In these cases (according to Mr. Stephen) they 
ought to be asked. “ On the other hand, they may be needless and cruel 
to the last degree. Suppose a case rested principally on the oath of a single 
person, who was obliged to admit that he had mode similar charges on 
former occasions, that the persons so charged had been acquitted, that he 
had himself been tried and punished for extorting money by threats of 
accusation, would not all this be decisive of the case at issue ? Yet not 
a word of it would be relevant to tbat particular charge. On the other 
hand, if a woman prosecuted a man for picking her pocket, it would be 
monstrous to inquire whether die had not had an illegitimate child ten 
years before, though circumstances might exist which might render such an 
inquiry necessary. For instance, she might owe a grudge to the person against 
whom the charge was brought on account of circumstances connected with 
such a transaction, and have invented the charge for that reason. It iB prac- 
tically impossible to lay down a positive lule distinguishing cases like the 
first from cases like the second of those instances .... A wide discretion ” 
is necessarily left “ in the hands both of the bar and of the bench.” Taking 
into consideration civil as well as ciimioal cases, we shall probably come 
to this conclusion, amongst others, viz. that it is not the mere materiality 
or immateriality of the question which will be decisive of its propriety ; 
but that this also must be considered — whether, even if it be in one sense 
worth while to put it, it is on the whole worth while to put it, regard 
being had to the degree in which it affects the value of the evidence, to 
the pain which it is likely to inflict upon the witness, and to the magnitude 
of the internet at stake between the parties, be they crown and prisoner, 
or ordinary obfil litigants. It is well (for more than one reason) to observe 
that although a barrister who is a man of honour, and wishes honestly to 
discharge his duty, may often be obliged, by his instructions, to ask most 
painful questions, yet lie may greatly alleviate the pain which he inflicts, by 
withdrawing the apparent imputation if the answer given is a plain denial, 
end by apologizing for the pain which he has caused. Most people will 
throughout agree with Mr. Stephen when he says, “ An advocate iB bound 
in honour (it appears to me) to take this course when a witness positively 
denies the imputation suggested by the question, unless he has strong 
grounds to disbelieve the denial;” and that “so far from injuring a 
witness's character, a question asked, answered, and apologized for in this 
manner may put an end to slanderous rumours, which had never before 
shown themselves openly; ” and that “ if an apology was not tendered 
freely, the judge might declare that in his opinion it ought to be made, 
Which would go for to produce the same effect,” 

But it ia time to proceed to consider what are the advocated duties in 
aigttf&g ^ question, whether it be one of law or of foot And here (it 
must he home in mind that the advocate is not the judge. Wfo office is 
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(as already Stated, and for the reasons already stated) not to array con- 
flicting probabilities' and: decide between them, but to nrge as forcibly as 
he can the arguments on one side of the question. But in doing this it is 
not his duty to resort to Bophistry or false logic. We are all of ub, 
of course, every day, continually using, consciously or unconsciously, 
sophistical arguments on one subject or another j and all that can reason- 
ably be required of the advocate is that he shall not knowingly do so ; 
but so much may reasonably be required. And it is in vain to urge in 
excuse that the advocate is but the mouthpiece of his client, and therefore 
irresponsible for the language or the arguments which he advances. 
“ He is a representative, but not a delegate. He gives to his client the 
benefit of his learning, his talents, and his judgment ; but all through he 
never forgets (or should never forget) what he owes to himself and to 
others. If he be the advocate of an individual, and retained and remr - 
nerated (often inadequately) for his valuable services, yet he has a prior 
and perpetual retainer on behalf of truth and justice; and there is no 
crown or other licence which in any cause, or for any party, can discharge 
him from that primary and paramount retainer.”* And whenever ho 
asserts aught of liis own opinion or belief, he is of course bound to 
assert only that which he conscientiously believes. To engage an advo- 
cate is not to suborn a false witness. But probably, as a general rule, 
the less an advocate gives of hiB own opinions or beliefs, the better. 
Some men are from temperament more inclined than others to sympa- 
thize with and believe that truth and justice are on the side of the 
cause committed to them ; so that to introduce the opinions of the 
respective litigants’ counsel must tend to make the success or failure of 
either party’s cause in some measure dependent upon an uncertain and 
accidental condition. Actual lying, wilful misrepresentations, we may 
paBB by without comment. 

There is one thing in argument (or more properly in persuasion) 
which an advocate is surely bound in honour to avoid, but which, never- 
theless, men of the fairest reputation in their profession sometimes allow 
themselves to be guilty of— that is, influencing the jury by considerations 
utterly foreign to the case. For instance, if the credit of a witness be 
impeached on the ground of his having been previously convicted of some 
heinous crime, snTely it is hardly honourable to try and get the jury to 
believe him out of compassion 1 Yet men of good standing will attempt 
this. If the questiofl were indeed one of generosity or harshness towards 
a fallen man, then, no doubt, it would be right and praiseworthy to talk 
feelingly of the duly of charity, but when the fate of the witness is in 
no way dependent on the issue, but the question is one for impartial 
decision between the parties, such eloquence is then the purest clap-trap. 
And it is no excuse for such devices to say that it is open to the other 
side to set the balance right by resorting to the like trickery (for no 

* Justice Cnmptcn, fa» « The Queen v. O'Connell.”— 7 Irish Lam Mepmi*, 
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other word can be need), or to undo the ill effect produced by showing 
how unfair are such appeals to the passions ; for if the effect is to be 
undone, why produce it ? And if the other side are to resort to the like 
devices, what security can there remain for a true and just decision? 
The one simple test for all ordinary questions of right and wrong in 
advocacy is this: “Will the cause of truth be advantaged, supposing 
both parties resort to the like means ? " 

So long (it is well to observe) as an advocate conforms to this test by 
obeying fidthfully the above and similar rules of argument to which it 
gives rise, it if not only most absurd, but it is most unwise on the part of 
a disinterested public to blame him for advancing, to the best of his 
ability, the arguments on one side only of the question. I do not say 
“ unfair M so to blame him : for barristers are men of the world, and we 
know that, “ when men are men of the world, hard words' 1 {if undeserved) 
“run off them like water off a duck's back but 1 do say “most 
unwise," since every word of disparagement of that whioh does not merit 
it, takes from the weight of condemnation lying on that which really 
deserves reprehension. Let the public, then, reserve such epithets as 
“venal eloquence" for an employment of talents to which they justly 
apply- 

A difficulty will, no doubt, be started here. “ Granting," it will be 
said, “ that he is in every sense a faultless advocate, who, his like plead- 
ing on the other side, pleads in such a way that the right side (humanly 
speaking) cannot fail to triumph ; granting, further, that if two advocates 
Were opposed to each other, each pursuing with equal ability the course 
above indicated, the truth would triumph with greater oertainty iff this 
way than by any other ; yet an advocate is not justified in pleading in 
this partial manner when his opponent is inferior to him in ability.” 
Not a very practical difficulty this. For, in the first place, the smaller 
matters get the smaller men, the greater matters the men of largest 
experience and ability. And a difference in ability may seem to exist 
where there is really none : want of brilliancy is often compensated by 
Ifce possession of faculties less conspicuous but more effective. Scarlett 
was at least as great an advocate as Brougham. And if there should be, 
on the whole, a real difference in the ability with which the respective 
causes are conducted— -if the one is done justice to and the other not — the 
client has probably his own carelessness to blame for not choosing a more 
proper representative. It rarely happens that a client is so poor as to be 
unable to secure in the usual way the services of an able advocate ; and 
when the case does occur, the tnr of England is not so devoid of men of 
spirit and honour that he need fear to want aasirtanoe, if his cause be just. 
But though, for these and other miaous, m advocate can rprely he required 
% any principle to relax hit e ffo r ts , or to do part of the w o r k which 
<propeHyfeBs»onthe other aide, yet it oui never be lawful fer him to take 
advantage of the inexperience of an opponent by resecting to means of 
fbrriarding his cause which he "would never think of resenting to if opposed 
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by ah equal in ability. Great advocates have done this, but surely it is 
eminently un-English aid unfair. 

It must, however, be confessed that although these one-sided conten- 
tions are sound in principle, and work well in practice where the end in 
view is to arrive at impartial truth, yet they are scarcely fitted, without 
modification (and even though each advocate conformed strictly to the 
theory of his office), for inquirios where to arrive at absolute truth is of 
less importance than not to err in a certain direction: and this is the 
reason why in criminal cases — where, obviously, it is of greater moment 
not to convict the prisoner if innocent than to ensure his conviction if 
guilty — the counsel for the crown is required not only to abstain from 
all false argument and fiom other like courses from which no good can 
ever come, and which the counsel in civil cases also are bound to avoid, 
but to abate somewhat of his exertions in urging sound arguments, and to 
point out to a considerable extent the arguments on the other side. The 
prisoner’s counsel, on the other hand, is allowed, in the same spirit 
of moderation towards the accused, rather a wider licenoe than is con- 
ceded to counsel in civil casus: subject to some qualifications, he is 
expected to take, on behalf of his client, every advantage which the 
facts or the law afford. But though, speaking broadly, the counsel for an 
accused person is considered justified in taking, on behalf of his client, 
every advantage which the facts or the law afford, he is not held justified 
by the opinion of the bar, any more than by that of the public, in 
directing suspicion upon an innocent person when he knows of his client’s 
guilt — os appeared with sufficient clearness in a notable case that occurred 
softie years ago. . 

The whole subject of the moral code of the Bar is a most interesting 
one. Yet more important is the spirit by which its members are 
animated. True and weighty are those old words of Hooker ;* “ If they 
which employ their labour and travail about the public administration of 
justice follow it only as a trade, with unquenchable and unconscionable 
thirst for gain, being not in heart persuaded that justice is God’s own 
work, and themselves his agents in the business, the sentence of right, 
God’s own verdict, and themselves his priests to deliver it, formalities of 
justice do but smother right, and that which was necessarily ordained for 
the common good is, through shameful abuse, made tbs cause of common 
misery.” 


* Bed Pd bk. v. 
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One of the most singular literary revolutions is that which has befallen 
the great modem writers who, in acquiring their fame, used as an instru- 
ment the Latin language. We are not thinking now of men who, like 
Bacon, Spinoza, and scores of others, have employed Latin as a natural 
medium for communicating with the learned on philosophical subjects ; 
nor of those who, like Gray or Addison, have occasionally produced pieceB 
in professed imitation of the classical writers. We are thinking of that 
earlier race, to whom, whatever the language of their mothers or nurses, 
Latin was practically the language of their lives ; who wrote in it whatever 
they wrote, histories, commentaries, epigrams, or private letters; who 
formed from it, and the Greek, the very names by which they were 
known throughout Europe; and who lived and corresponded familiarly 
with Danes, Poles, Portuguese, Italians, English, on the common basis of 
the UBe of a classical tongue, and the study of the classical literature. 
That these men performed an immense service to our modern civilization 
no competent judge will deny. But while enjoying the honey, the world 
has forgotten the bees. Age by age, as the modem languages have 
developed themselves, and the modem literatures have absorbed the riches 
of the past, oblivion has slowly gathered over the founders and pioneers 
of the new era. Like the knight mentioned by Froissart, who fell over- 
board from a galley, and was instantly sunk by his armour, their classical 
panoply has dragged them down. So it has been with Polition, with 
Mariana, with Buchanan, with Muretus ; and so with Ekaswjs, who had 
a prouder name and a greater popularity than them all. What we propose 
to do on this occasion, is simply to tell the general reader, to whom 
Erasmus is a name only, what manner of man he was and what kind of 
life he led ; what was his influence on the modem world, and what his 
claims on the gratitude of mankind. 

By race Erasmus was one of the great Teutonic stock, and always 
held it the chief success of his life that he had raised the condition of 
literature on the northern side of the Alps, and enabled “Germans” to 
dispute with Italians that supremacy in scholarship which more recent 
ages have conceded to them in music. But if he was “ a German,” as he 
sometimes calls himself, in this Bense, he was more strictly a Dutchman or 
Netherlander, and was bom a subject of the Dukes of Burgundy, to whom 
Holland had passed by an heiress in an earlier part of the fifteenth century. 
The circumstances of his birth were romantic ; and the life of his father, 
Geard, has been made in our own age the subject of a romance. Geqard 
belonged to a respectable middle-olasB family at Gouda, about twelve 
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miles from Rotterdam, on the way to Utrecht, — a decayed old town with a 
great grass-grown square, still visited by the tourist for the sake of some 
painted glass in its principal church. He was a man of good education 
as the times went, and had much of the wit and liveliness which after- 
wards distinguished his son — too much of it for a certain Margaret, 
daughter of a physician at Sevenbergen in Brabant, who became a mother 
by him without waiting till she had become his wife. But the case was 
not an ordinary one. She was of his ofrn class. He had solemnly 
affianced himself to her, and he would have married lifer but for a base 
stratagem of which they were the victims. His relations, unwilling that 
he should fulfil his promises, wrote to him at Rome, where he was pushing 
his fortune, that Margaret was dead. In a fit of despair, and perhaps of 
remorse, he took religious vows, and raised up an impassable barrier 
between them. On his return to Holland and discovery of the cheat, 
he and Margaret, without living as husband and wife, still did their duty 
by their offspring. They lived till Gerard Gerardi, or Desiderius 
Erasmus (as he called himself by a kind of classical pun on his Dutch 
names), was about fourteen years old, and left him some means, which 
his guardians administered with base dishonesty. Few great men have 
had such a constant struggle with adverse fortune — beginning, one may 
say, at the cradle — as this great Restorer of Letters, Conservative Re- 
former, and First Scholar of a memorable age. 

He was born at Rotterdam, either in 1465 or 1467 — we ourselves 
incline to accept the former date, — and the prosperous sea-port still 
cherishes in its market-place the brazen seventeenth-century statue of 
him, which looks so quaint. in its cap and gown among fruit-stalls and 
cabbage-stalls and barges gliding along green canals. A delicate and quiet 
boy with yellow hair and blue eyes, he must have been a pretty sight 
on his way to school at Gouda — as a chorister in the cathedral of Utrecht 
— as a youthful student at Deventer. He loved his studies early, barba- 
rous as were the books then in use ; and hiB weak health tended to keep 
him attached to them, and withdrawn from the noise and convivialities 
of a jolly, but rough and uncultivated people. Nature had made him a 
man of letters ; circumstances compelled him to become, sorely against 
his will — first a monk, and then a priest. The author of Tristram Shandy 
waa not more unlike Mr. Stiggins, the author of Peter Plymley's Letters 
waa not more unlike Mr. Chadband, than Erasmus was unlike the 
average friar, monk, or priest of that day. His constitution was peculiarly 
unfitted'for the monastic life, either in its grave or gay aspects, to begin 
with. He required to eat frequently in small quantities, and could not 
bear an alternation of fasting with feasting. He had a particular dis- 
relish for fish. He only slept well in the early part of the night, and 
if he was onoe disturbed could not compose himself again far hours. 
His natural piety was strong, or certainly not deficient, but ceremonies 
bored and wearied him ; while the heavy feeds and 44 prolix compota- 
tiems,” as he calls them, with which the inhabitants of monasteries 
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refreshed themselves after the routine of their life, were equally little to 
his taste. What her mainly liked was study, and a quiet chat (well 
oat of draughts) over a sober cup of burgundy with men of wit and 
scholarship. However, what with the bullying of his guardians 
and of the monks of Stein near Gouda, where he went on probation, and 
spent his time in study, he was induced to enter the order of Augustinian 
Canons. He was afterwards ordained priest by the Bishop of Utrecht. 
Through life, he continued to attack in all his books the custom of 
coercing young people into religious houses. He ceased to wear the 
habit of his own order, after some years; and when he became dis- 
tinguished, he always preferred a salary from any pqtentate to church 
preferment of the same value. In short, he was a kind of ecclesiastic 
unattached; and without repudiating his doth, preferred the life and 
reputation of a scholar. But this good came from his ecclesiastical training 
and position, — that he spoke with authority when lashing ecclesiastical 
abuses, and that he was led to apply his talents for learning to a new 
and sensible theology — bearing such fruits as his famous edition of the 
Greek Hew Testament — and the influence of which has been felt in 
Europe ever since. 

At Stein Erasmus remained for some time, hating the place, and 
oonsoling himself with literature. He knew his Terence and Horace by 
heart very early ; and early acquired the mastery of a Latinity quite 
unlike the imitative classical purism of the southern scholars, but free, 
vigorous, and graphic. He got away from Stein at last, under the protec- 
tion of a Bishop of Gambray, who, having an eye on a cardinal's hat, 
wanted a good Latinist to take to Rome with him as secretary. But the 
scheme came to nothing, and the bishop advised Erasmus to go to Paris 
and study at the University, promising him a stipend, which was badly 
paid or not paid at all. Tliis was his first experience of patrnoage — one 
of the man of learning's most constant but often most dismal and uncertain 
resources at that time. He lived in Montagu College at PariB, faring 
miserably, eating musty eggs, drinking bad water, and sleeping in a vile 
atmosphere. Here he seems to have made the acquaintance of his earliest 
English patron and friend, William Blount fourth Lord Montjoy, who 
settled a pension of a hundred crowns on him, and who suggested to him 
his first visit to this country in 1498. The previous year he had been 
in « the Low Countries, at the castle of another great friend, Ann, 
Marchioness of Yere or Weer. England gave him at onoe a whole little 
band of friends : Thomas More, Oolet dean of St. Paul's, Grofeyn, one 
of the first men who introduced Greek at Oxford, Linacre, and so on. 
He lived a good deal at Oxford during this visit, and studied hard at 
Greek, of which he knew very little before he was thirty, and whieh he 
leaned entirely by his own industry. The wanderings he went through 
tH this time ate wonderful to contemplate. We find Mm at Oxford, 
London, Paris, Orleans, Tour nay, driven from one place by plague, from 
a nother by poverty, journeying always on miserable Rosiaantes, whieh 
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broke down with him in the winter’s mud sometimes ; and in perpetual 
fear of being robbed, though often hardly worth robbing. Once, he 
tells a correspondent how, when his screw broke down with him, he made 
a tow to St. Paul that if he helped him out of this scrape, he would 
write a commentary on his Epistle to the Romans. Another time, he 
hired a horse at Amiens, to go to Paris in company with an English- 
man, and soon found that the man from whom he had hired, and 
who went with them, meant to rob them on the first opportunity. 
The poor scholar had to watch erery movement of the rascal, and lay 
awake in the double-bedded room where they passed the night, till near 
daylight, when he roused up the house, and, descending, found the rasoai’s 
horse ready saddled to have carried him off if his plan had succeeded. 
This was one of the ordinary adventures of that rough time. When 
Erasmus quitted England at the close of the 1498 visit, the Custom House 
at Dover seized twenty pounds he had with him — the exportation of coined 
money having been forbidden by Henry VH. He speaks of this disaster 
as “ a shipwreck ; ” and to a poor fellow in his position, who, when he got 
a little money, bought first Greek books and then clothes, a shipwreck it 
was. On such occasions, there was nothing for it but downright sturdy 
begging from his patrons and friends. There is a letter of bis from 
Orleans in 1500 to one Jacobus Battus, a faithful brother-scholar, and 
henchman, in which he fairly cudgels him into pressing the Lady Weer 
for pecuniary help. “You must excuse my modesty to her,” says he, 
“in amiable words, since my disposition won’t suffer me to open my 
neediness to her myself. You must tell her that I am in the greatest 

poverty from the expense of this Orleans flight Italy is the fittest 

place for a man to take the title of doctor ; and Italy cannot be visited by 
a delicate man without a good sum of money, especially if his literary 
reputation makes it impossible for him to live in a shabby style. Show 
her how much more honour I am likely to bring by my literature to her, 
than those other theologians whom Bhe feeds. For they preach mere com- 
monplaces, I write what will live for ever. They, trifling in an illiterate 
way, are heard in a church, here and there ; my books will be read by 
Latins, by Greeks, by every nation in the whole world. There ore plenty 
of unlearned theologians everywhere, but the like of me is only found in 
the course of many ages — unless ” (he breaks off) “ you object to lying a 
little bit in the cause of a friend 1 ” Through all this comic braggadocio— 
the evidence of an inherent cheerfulness which misery might damp but 
never crushed — we see a proud* self-confidence and courage which was 
part of the man’s greatness. He was now not only studying Greek, and 
preparing for his edition of St. Jerome, but ha was bringing out the 
earliest impression of his Adagxa — that famous Collection of proverbs, 
Which first folly revealed to Europe die superiority of his learning mad 
ge nius . The form of this book (which occupies a folio to itself in the great 
Leyden edition of his Opera Omnia) is such as to give die freest play to has 
, talent and reading. He takes up any proverb— Gee* taut**, M 
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Quid coni it balneof— or whatever else it may be; explains its meaning 
and significance with ample illustration from the whole classical literature, 
and then, if in the humour, makes it the text for some pleasant little 
disquisition on the applications which may be made of it to his own time. 
Accordingly, much of his most important teaching occurs in the Adagia. 
On Dulce helium inexpert is, for instance, he has os pretty a little plea 
against war, both from the Christian and common-sense points of view, as 
ever was made by a public writer. All the satire and all the reasoning of 
modem times is anticipated in it. For Erasmus was, above all, the man 
who did most to supersede the old feudal way of looking at things, whether 
as matters of argument or sentiment, and to substitute for it the peculiar 
modem spirit, — utilitarian, practical, tolerant, and business-like. He is 
the bridge which connects the classical mind — christianized in the process 
—with the mind of the nineteenth century; and is thuR, at once, a 
Christian Horace, and a Thackeray or Sydney Smith of Henry YIII.’s 
time, with profound erudition into the bargain. Apart, however, from 
its sense and satire, its ridicule of tyrants, fanatics, and fools, the 
Adagia has an historical value. Erasmus has scattered up and down it 
curious little personal reminiscences, and biographical sketches of his con- 
temporaries; notices of Rodolphus Agricola, of Wolsey, of James IV. of 
Scotland (to whose natural son ho was tutor when in Italy), of the Aldi, 
the famous printers of Venice, of the Frobens, the famous printers of 
Basle. There is a little sketch of the Dutch character under AurU 
Batava , which haB an historical value, and is one of many passages 
throwing light on the condition of Europe at the opening of the sixteenth 
century. Erasmus BometimeB quizzed hiB Dutch countrymen, but had a 
sincere respect for their good nature and good sense. All his objections 
to them, indeed, resolved themselves into these — that they liked learning 
too little, and that they liked liquor too much. 

The Adagia appeared in its earliest shape (for it was much enlarged 
in subsequent editions), at Paris, in 1500, and was dedicated to our 
countryman Lord Montjoy. Next year Erasmus issued his treatise, the 
Militie Christiani Enchiridion, a manual of Christian piety from his 
favourite point of view, as something practical, humane, charitable, and 
moderate. Loyola complained that this book chilled his devotion, and 
there are religious people detesting Loyola and all his Bons, to whom its 
want of “ unction ” would probably be equally distasteful. But Erasmus 
hated all extremes, and wrote to men of sense and literature. So we 
find him serving the cause of reformation before the Reformation had 
begun, in his own honest, lively fashion, and preaching the spirit of the 
Gospel with a cheerful flowing wit. “ Many people,” he says, “ count 
how many services they are at every day ; and as if this was the chief 
thing, and as if they owed nothing further to Christ, they walk out of the 
church, and resume their former morals. • . . . You are sprinkled 
with holy water, but what’s the good of that, if you don't wash away tty 
inner dirt from your soul? Ton worship the saints, and like to touch 



ERASMUS. 


121 


their relies, but you despise the best things they hare left behind them — the 
examples of their pure lives. No worship is more grateful to Mary than 
imitating her humility. • • . You think it a great thing to be buried 
in the oowl of Francis, but a dress like his will do you no good when you 
are dead, if your morals have been different from his when living." . . . 
And so he goes on, with many an antithesis which seems easy to us now , 
but the need of which then was about to plunge Europe into the greatest 
of modem revolutions. What Erasmus contributed to the Reformation 
was light rather than heat, but the one was as much wanted as the other. 1 
It was an intellectual as well as a spiritual movement, and he was its 
chief intellect. Already the bigots had begun to suspect literature, and 
to preach up ignorance as a part of religion. But the answer of Erasmus 
was constant— that literature would prove to be religion's best friend — and 
this was the fight of his life. The Enchiridion was only one of many 
religious treatises of his, which were translated into every language of 
Europe. 

He made a second visit to England in 1505-6, when he was intro- 
duced to Warham, who held the archbishopric of Canterbuiy from 
1503 to 1532, one of his firmest friends. And now he realized an early 
ambition, a long-cherished dream : he went to Italy, and took his doctor's 
degree. Italian scholars ranked then as Italian singers do now; and 
though Erasmus and others on our side of the Alps were beginning to 
grudge this superiority, the advantages of a degree from the morning-land 
of learning were undeniable. Thirty years later, when a young Scotoli 
scholar, Florence Wilson, waited on Cardinal Sadolct, the cardinal was as 
much astonished by his flowing and elegant Latin os if he had been 
harangued by his mule. It was Erasmus who first made it absurd for the 
men of Southern Europe to call the men of the North barbarians ; though 
the custom seems to have lasted for some time after its absurdity was 
proved. He took his degree at Turin, and fixed his first residence at 
Bologna. A curious accident that befel him here determined him to get 
rid of his monastic garb. The physicians who attended plague cases were 
compelled to wear a white cloth from the shoulder, that people might 
shun them in the streets, and the dress of Erasmus was so like that of a 
plague physician, that some young men whom he approached too near 
abused and nearly stoned him. He obtained a dispensation from the use of 
his religious habit from Pope Julius U., which was confirmed afterwards 
by Leo X.; and henceforth he dressed like one of the secular clergy in the 
grave and sober, but not grotesque attire so familiar to us on the canvas 
of Holbein and Dtper. He lived for some time at Venice, when Aldus 
Manutius brought out for him a second edition of the Adagio, and intro- 
duced him to the eminent scholars and friends of scholars of the shy. He 
resided also at Padua and Sienna, and was at Home in March, 1508. The 
cardinals were kind, end liberal offers were made to induce him to fix his 
permanent residence in Italy. Bat though always glad of help* he had a 
dread of anything like permanent dependence and" restraint. Besides, 
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about 1509, 'when Henry VIII. came to the throne, hie English friends 
were anxious that he should once more try his luck here. He crossed 
the Hhstian Alps, came north by the Rhine, looked in upon his friends 
In the Low Countries, and reached London — going first to Blackfriars 
Monastery, and then to the house of Sir Thomas More, at Chelsea. He 
had beguiled the long journey — much of it, as usual, performed on horse- 
back — by meditating his famous satire, the Encomium Morics , or Praise 
of Folly ) which ho wrote in a few days after his arrival. Folly, in this 
ironical piece, makes a long speech to prove her importance in the system 
of life, by showing how great her power is, and how insipid the world 
would be without the seasoning which she supplies. “ Don’t you Bee,” 
she says, 44 that those who apply themselves to the study of philosophy, 
or to arduous business, get old in tlieir very youth ; whereaB the fool is 
fat, neat, and comfortable, and will never feel any inconvenience of 
old age, unless the contagion of some wise man should spoil him?” 
How much, Bhe argues, is added to human enjoyment by conceit, thought- 
lessness, and the Bcores of other forms of folly ! And she goes on to 
enumerate many a specimen of it, — national bragging, and pride, like that 
of the Italians in their superior civilization, of the French in their fine 
manners, of the Scotch in ancient birth and dialectics ; pompous funerals ; 
the excesses of monkery; the crassness of the prevailing superstitions. 
Of oourse, these last-mentioned evils are ridiculed with a peculiar gusto 
and liveliness. Folly admits that it would be perhaps best to pass over 
the theologians in silence, 11 as a race of men wonderfully supercilious and 
irritable,” and who would probably attack her with six hundred propo- 
sitions, and force her to retreat under pain of being declared “ a heretic ,” — 
11 for with that thunderbolt,” adds she, 44 they arc in the habit of terrifying 
those whom they do not like.” But Bhe cannot resist a playful exposure of 
their Intolerable pedantries and prolixities, their discussions on abstruse 
points, such as 44 what would Peter have consecrated if he had consecrated 
at the time that Christ was on the cross ? ” — their 44 notions,” 44 relations,” 
44 formalities,” 44 quiddities,” — and scholastic questions which the apostles 
themselves could hardly have understood without a fresh inspiration. 
The apostles, Folly goeB on, making herself the mouthpiece of Erasmus’s 
wisdom, baptized ; but they never taught anywhere what was the 44 formal, 
material, efficient and final cause ” of baptism. They adored, but in the 
spirit — and not a little conventional image of Christ drawn on a Wall. 
They exhort to good works, but they do not distinguish between the opus 
operans and the opus operatum . It would be a good thing if all the 

Beotists and Occam ists and Albertasts were sent to fight against the ’Turks 
and Saracens instead of waging a useless war amongst themselves. And 
go the literary reformer’s war in the cause of a rational evangelical Chris- 
tianity goes on. Satire was never applied to higher purposes, or with 
more important results. It is of a pleasant kind, too, the satire, of 
Braamu*— a wholesome vinegar from e good grape. There is nothing 
ferocious about it, for be was essentially genial and humane; and hence 
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there ‘was less inconsistency in his refusing to act with the thorough-going 
assailants of abuses than there would have been if he had been a har sher 
and severer type of man. His aim was to reform the Church from within, 
and to reform it from the point of view of a humanist or lover of letters, 
rather than from that of a preacher. 

At this time Erasmus remained in England for three or four years 
pretty continuously, and professed Divinity atid Greek at Cambridge. We 
find him grumbling at the Cambridge beer, and asking his correspondent 
to send him some wine, which must on no account be sweet, tho gout 
being now looming in the future we suppose. There was frequently 
plague flying about ; living was expensive, and there was little money 
to be made by his lectures. Archbishop Warham was still kind ; his 
friendship with More, Colet, and others of our nation remained unbroken; 
and he laboured at his Greek Testament and Jerome , under circumstances 
about as favourable as he had anywhere hitherto found them. Still 
England did not seem likely to furnish him a permanent provision, though 
he had a pension which he had taken instead of a benefice from the 
Primate ; and the prices of everything were rising in the prospect of war. 
The scholar therefore prepared to move his tent, and in the summer of 1514 
went off to the Low Countries, which had now come under the dominion 
of the House of Hapsburg. The first edition of his Greek Testament was 
soon making its way with the applause of the learned and liberal, but to 
the great disgust of many a bigot. Leo the Tenth, however, in two Papal 
briefs, approved Erasmus’s labours, and this high sanction was of great 
service to him in the stormy times which followed. For the Reformation 
was now beginning to pass from the region of intellect into the region of 
action ; from thought into deed ; from literature into politics. The curtain 
had risen for the Lutheran tragedy, ns it was the fashion to call it ; and 
Erasmus, who had looked forward to an easy and lettered old age, soon 
began to find that his last years were to be as troubled as his early ones. 
Charles the Fifth made him a councillor, and endowed him with a salary. 
As far as fame is concerned, he had his heart's content of it His editions 
of fathers and classics, his occasional treatises, his delightful Oolloquia and 
admirable Ciceronianus , were received with the applause and wonder of 
Europe. He was called the “Cicero of Germany/* the “Champion of 
Good Letters,” and by a score of other fine names. Invitations to different 
countries poured in on him, and so strong was the bond of unity created 
by a common language and literature in Europe, that a man like Erasmus 
might feel himself as much at home in Rome as in London, in Friburg 
as in Louvain. But now began a new series of vexations. In the great 
struggle which had commenced, both parties claimed him for their own ; 
the Lutherans as an enemy of abuses, the orthodox as a member of 
the church. Erasmus, however, had in his heart of hearts complete 
Sympathy With neither, though he had some sympathy with both. He 
wished to improve the church, but to improve it on tbe existing basis, 
and all tumult and schism was utterly hateful to his nature. He was a 
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moderate man, a bookish man, a humourist. And while we readily 
admit that his was not the kind of stuiF of which heroes and martyrs are 
made, let us be careful to insist that it was right good and useful stuff 
notwithstanding. He was not secretly a Lutheran pretending to be 
orthodox, any more than he was secretly a bigot, pretending to be a 
reformer. He honestly told both parties from the beginning that he held 
a view of his own, independent of them, and that he should oontinue to 
serve the cause of Christianity and good letters (it was one and the same 
cause in hia eyes) in his own way. For instance, wc have him writing 
to Wolsey, from Antwerp, in May, 1518, that his great aim has been to 
restore literature ; that literature is not responsible for everything that 
Luther and his followers may do; that he knows little of Luther’s writings, 
though he hears nothing but good of his life ; that the violence of the 
Lutherans may injure literature by provoking a reaction ; and that his 
advice to Eobanus Hessus, and Ulric Hutten, and Beatus, and the rest of 
them, always was, to bo temperate and reasonable, and not to overload 
tbeir cause with unnecessary materials of discord. But Erasmus did not 
bold one language to Wolsey, and another language to Luther. When 
Luther wrote to him from Wittenberg, in March, 1519, his answer was 
in the same familinr key. “ The people here,” he says, “ persist in 
calling me the standard-bearer of your party ; and they look upon your 
books as giving them a handle for oppressing sound literature in tlio 
interests of the majesty of theology, which they value much more highly 
than they do Christ. I have told them that you are quite unknown to me, 
and that I have not even read your books.” And then follows what was the 
cream of his counsel to Luther and his friends always. “ As for myself, I 
reserve myself entire, that I may do the more good to the sound letters 
reviving amongst us. And it seems to me that more good may be done hy 
civil modesty than by violence. So Christ brought the world under his 
dominion. So Paul abrogated the Judaic law. It is better worth while 
to call out against those who abuse the authority of the pontiffs, than 
against the pontiffs themselves. Schools are not so much to be treated 
with contempt, as recalled to more Bober studies. In regard to things too 
deeply implanted to be tom out, they ought to be dealt with by strong 
arguments rather than asseverations.” All this was at least consistent 
and above-board. If it was “ trimming,” it was the honest trimming of a 
man who did not wish to capsize the common Christian boat. An Eras- 
mian Reformation, purging the Church gradually without breaking its 
unity — instead of the actual Reformation, with its divisions, wars, and 
lasting damage to the unity of Germany in particular— may have been 
impossible. Many are probably glad that things took the course they 
did, instead. But, at least, it was an honest dream as far as Erasmus 
Was concerned; and if the condition of ecclesiastical Europe, Papal 
or Protestant, is everywhere purer now, he must be credited with a 
noble Share in the wort With regard to the question of vulgar tem- 
poral interests, there were no considerations of that sort which could 



ERASMUS. 


125 

tempt Erasmus to- one tide more than the other. He was sure of a 
European audience, whether he wrote from Wittenberg or from Louvain. 
There were Protestant princes in Germany as ready to give him the little 
he needed as Charles V. himself ; and he might have died in his bed as 
quietly as Luther or Melanchthon. 

The head- quarters of Erasmus during the earlier years of the Reforma- 
tion — from 1514, indeed, to 1522 — wore at Louvain — an ancient seat of 
the civilization of the Netherlands, much affected by theologians. He 
might move about, indeed, when he wanted a little recreation, among other 
old cities of the Netherlands, Mechlin, or Brussels, or Antwerp cities, 
in the antique parts of which, with their lofty gables, and spires, and rich 
ornamentation, faded but beautiful, it is so easy still to fancy one's meet- 
ing the grave, worn face, lightened by airiest humour, of the dark-robed 
scholar. But Louvain was his head-quarters, and he led the old life there 
— working like a day-labourer at fathers and classics ; moistening his simple 
meals with a little Burgundy, chiefly of the Beaune kind ; grumbling at 
bigots, and potentates not sufficiently awake to the claims of literature ; and 
maintaining a voluminous correspondence with all parts of Europe. We 
find him in 1519 thanking a good abbot who lind sent him a haunch of 
venison and a copy of Cyprian. But there were theologians of a different 
stamp— men stingy with their venison and ignorant of Cyprian — who 
treated him in quite another way. While the Lutherans were grumbling 
that Erasmus only thought of himself, the bigots were furious with him as 
the cause of all the Lutheran mischief. He was abused in the pulpits of 
Louvain itself by preachers and professors, who, as he playfully observes, 
had nothing of the theologian about them but the purple cap. “ One had 
better oultivate a garden than literature ! ” he exclaims, once, in a 
despondent mood. The ignorance of these children of darkness was 
prodigious. Many of them held, not in the Netherlands only, but 
in England and everywhere else, that there was something impious 
in editing the New Testament or Jerome at all. They thought that by 
reverting to early MSS., Erasmus was departing from the sacred text, 
instead of going nearer to what the sacred text actually was when 
delivered. A new reading was a blasphemy in their eyes. And they 
often declaimed against him, without reading what he had written or even 
being able to read it. One worthy thought that St. Paul had written to 
the Corinthians in Hebrew. Another translated a passage in which we 
are told to “shun" heretics, as a command to “kill" them. All this 
sort of men laid the blame of Lutheranism on the revival of the ancient 
literature; and made the most pious resolutions (which they faithfully 
kept) to have nothing to do with Greek ! The attitude of such men 
towards Erasmus was one of base hate and envy ; and these passions 
displayed themselves in the wildest ways. Burly Dominicans and greasy 
Carmelites were heard raging against him in waggons and canal-boats, to 
xnbbs and markets. “Erasmus laid the egg," was one of their springs, 
“ and Luther hatched it" “ It is from Erasmus that Luther has suc ke d 
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his venom.” The storm-tossed Ulysses of letters, as he called himself, 
bfgau to grow tired of Louvain. In 1518 he had paid his farewell visit 
to England, and had been received with courtesy by Henry VIII. and 
Wolsey. He resolved, about 1522, to settle at Basle, where he had 
several times been on business, and where the printing-house of his friend 
and printer, Froben, was beginning to acquire a celebrity like that of the 
Aldi at Venice. To Froben’s son ho dedicated his Colloquia , the publi- 
cation of which belongs to this period. No other work of his now finds 
a numerous body of readers ; but the Colloquia have become classical, 
and are issued, in company with Horace and Lucian, from the presses of 
T&uchnitz. They may bo old-fashioned, but they are not obsolete. 
Admirable as dialogues by their life-like vivacity and wit, they are even 
more attractive as pictures of the time. The priest, the monk, the 
scholar, the pilgrim of the opening of the sixteenth century, are brought 
before us ; and we see the old medieval and Catholic society of Europo 
in the last shapes which it assumed before passing away for ever. The 
satire of these colloquies was another source of ofience, not to the bigots 
only, but to all tbe strait-laced among the orthodox. The Reformation 
was now, they thought, passing beyond the stage of jokes. Luther 
had defied the Pope, and burnt bis bull ; and it was time for every- 
body who respected the Holy See to abstain from ridiculing the abuses 
which were made the pretexts for such deeds. But Erasmus would 
not accept this point of View. He was a good Catholio, and he did not 
mean to break from tbe Pope. But that was no reason why he should 
shut his mouth about scandals, the exposure of which might urge the 
authorities to reforms. To break with the authorities was to lose the 
advantages of the Catholic system, and to encourage the violence of those 
so-called Lutherans, whose extravagances annoyed Luther, and wounded 
Melanchthon. Like Cicero, he remained with men' whose defects he saw, 
for fear of worae. Like Burke, he did not admit that he had ceased to be 
a reformer, because he refused to join a revolution. Besides, he was now 
far on, over the Bhady side of fifty, and plagued by the stone. The 
young Germans who rallied tumultuously under Luther were of a diffe- 
rent generation, and a different training. Something of the wildness of 
the old forest life belonged to them, and was seen in their Ulric Hutten, 
with his ready sword, big goblet, and rattling dice-box. Erasmus had 
been bred amidst the ancient civilisation, at once aristocratic and com- 
mercial, of the Netherlands. He had seen the refinement of Italy, and of 
those English scholars who were second— if second — to tbe Italian 
scholars alone. A certain aristocracy of scholarship made him shrink 
from the noisy and often half-educated plebeians, whose devotion to the 
Qpspel waa mixed up with an impatience of sooial distinctions and 
superior culture. Tet whether he liked them or not he had forwarded 
their causa, as Voltaire afterwards did that of many a Jacobin whcadfhe 
would have biassed with the canaille* 
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Sio sedebat , in tbe‘^ouso of Frobcn at Basle, or strolled in bis garden, 
Desiderius Erasmus, from 1522 to 1529, while the course of events flowed 
by him irresistible as the passing Rhine. It was a curious position, for, as 
he justly says, utrinque lapidabatur , he was stoned on both sides. But he 
stoned both sideB, too, the fine old epigrammatist, whose sling never wanted 
a pebble any more than the bed of the IlissuB in summer time. The 
Elector Frederick having asked him his opinion of the strife, he said that 
Luther had done two dangerous things : “lie had attacked the Pope’s crown 
and the monks’ bellies.” He explained his dislike of fish by saying that 
he had “ a Lutheran stomach.” When the great Reformer took a wife, he 
remarked that, “ The tragedy like a comedy hod ended in a wedding.” 
But to the monkish cry that Antichrist would spring, according to ancient 
prophecies, from a monk and a nun, “ Then surely,” Baid he, “ he must 
have often appeared already 1 ” “ Henkel,” he observed “ has refused a 

bishoprick, but as times go, it is better to be a hog-driver than a hog.” 
Bon-mots like these were the Attic salt with which he seasoned the meat 
of controversy ; and it was characteristic of his essential good nature that 
they were far more often genial than cynical. Indeed, only his studies saved 
his later years from being very unhappy. The Lutherans grew more and 
more angry with him, and Hutten assailed him with fury. Successive 
Popes and many sovereigns pressed him to write against Luther, but he 
never did what they wanted ; for his dispute with Luther on the Freedom 
of the Will was not the kind of dispute which they wished to see between 
them. Ilis old friends, like More and Montjoy, were generally good 
Catholics, and wondered that he did not exert himself in the cause. Of 
hiB younger friends, many were angry with him for precisely the opposite 
reason. But most of those whom he had longest loved passed away before 
him — Colefc, Ammonius, Warham, Montjoy, and More himself, the likest to 
him in genius of them all. It was from Basle that Erasmus sent Holbein to 
More, who received him kindly at his house at Chelsea, where he painted the 
whole family in one group, which he brought to Erasmus in Switzerland, 
in 1529, “ I cannot describe to you ” — writes Erasmus that year, from 

Friburg, to Margaret Roper, Sir Thomas’s daughter — “ what pleasure I 
felt when the painter Holbein showed me the entire family, so admirably 
expressed that I could hardly have seen them better if I had been in their 
midst. I am often in the habit of wishing that once again, before my 
last day, I could behold that most dear company to which I owe a great 
part of whatever fortune or glory I have, and owe it to none more 
willingly. The ingenious hand of the painter has fulfilled no small part 
of this. I recognised all, but none more readily than you ; seeming to 
see through its beautiful dwelling the still more beautiful soul shining. 
.... Commend me to that most admirable matron your mother. I 
kissed her image, since I could not be with herself” But the kind- 
hearted man never saw any of the Mores again ; and must hare felt one 
of the bitterest pangs of his lonely old age when he heard of the manner 
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«f tfo Thoms* Move's death. The public folamltiss of Europe were 
private calamities to him. The lihnuy of his {Head Saddle* was destroyed 
fe the seek of Ban*. The ware, the execution of heretics, the riots in 
ttfpt seemed to portend s new barbarism, an extinction of the light of 
which ta tad been one of the ehief brings**. He protested frequently, at 
ke^HMAIbe was quite ready to depart frtfn this life, and did not care 
though the glory he had acquired should p&tt away before him. 

Bfcasmtu did net spend his whole remaining time at Bade. Whin the 
Betamotion established itself there, he moved to Friburg, where he stayed 
for some yean. In 1636, he returned to Basle, but only to die. He was 
on his Wify to the Lew Countries, and put up at the house of Froben, still 
working to the last An attack of dysentery brought him to -the verge of 
death in summer, and he predicted the very day of his dissolution. But 
^neither his intellect, patience, nor peculiar vivacity ever foiled him. A 
few days before he died, when his three friends, Froben, Amberbaoh, and 
4>ftaopius, entered his room, he compared them to the three friends of 
and asked why their garments were not rent, and their heads sprinkled 
with ashes? He retained his reason to the latest moment, praying to 
Christ, and to Christ only, and passed away about midnight on the 11th 
July. He had saved some money, in spite of his poverty and his liberality 
to others, and left it to form a frind for poor old men, poor scholars, and 
portionless girls. Great crowds came to see his body. He was carried to 
Ids grave in the ancient Cathedral, on the shoulders of students, and laid 
la foe presence of a large and honourable company near foe stepwtading 
to foe choir, to rest after his labours beside fot river which floWf *Way to 
hik native land. 
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CHAPTER XXXVH 

A t^LUKE, AND WHAT CAME OF IT. 

• 

, HE honour and glory of having a 
lover of her own was soon to fall to 
> Molly’s share ; though to be sure it 
was a little deduction to the honour 
that the man who came with the 
full intention of proposing to her, 
ended by making Cynthia an offer. 
It was Mr. Coxe, who came back to 
Hollingfbrd to follow out the pur- 
pose he had announced to Mr. 
Gibson nearly two years before, of 
inducing Molly to ♦beffome his wife 
as soon as he should have proceeded 
to his uncle’s estate, ^fe was.uow, 
.a rich, though, stiff a^red-hateed* 

* young maff. He, came *P tito* 
George t Jun, bringing ids h frts p s 
and his groom; not thatjk* wap 
' T| wr mg to rid, md, fapt d*t m 

3S-saacaa tastasaaBB 

Sgg Mj&gr* *** * m ***sp'"* *** 
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ejm. 1ft. Gibson too tras touched by it, and mode it & point of honour 
toffta him a fair field, all the time sincerely hoping that Molly would 
not be such a goose as to lend- a willing ear to a youth who could never 
remember the difference between apophysis and epiphysis. *• He thought 
it fie wdB net to tell his wife more of Mr. Ooxe’s antecedents than that he 
i&bMrw fifths* pupil ; who had relinquished (ell that he knew of, 
Omhnftobd) the medical profession because an old unde had left him 
enough of money to be idle. Mrs. Gibson, who felt that Bhe had somehow 
loet her place in her husband’s favour, took it into her head that she could 
reinstate herself if she was successful in finding a good match for his 
daughter Molly. She kp*w that her husband had forbidden her to try 
for this end, as distinctly ns words could express a meaning ; but her own 
words so seldom did -express her meaning, or if they did, she held to her 
opinions so loosely that she had no idea but that it was the Bame with 
other people. Accordingly Bhe gave Mr. Goxe a very sweet and gracious 
welcome. 

“ It is such a pleasure to me to make acquaintance with the former 
pupils of my husband. He had spoken to me so often of you that I quite 
feel as if you were one of the family, as indeed I am sure that Mr Gibson 
considers you.” 

Mr. Coxe felt much flattered, and took the words afi a happy oinen for 
his love-affair. "Is Miss Gibson inf” asked he, blushing violently. 
“ I knew her formerly, that is to say, I lived in 'the sam hoof* with her, 
for more than two years, and it would be a great plasme f 

“ Certainly, I am sure Bhe will be so glad to see you. I Befit bfifi find 
Cynthia— you don’t know my daughter Cynthia I think,' Mr. Qfifif ftp 
and Molly are such great friend* — out for a brisk walk this frosty 
but I think they will Boon come back.” She went on saying agreeable 
^nothings to &e young man, who received her attentions with a oeftun 
complacency, but was all the time much more engaged in listening to fhfi 
well-remembered elide at the front door, — the shutting It to figab fifth 
household cafe, and the sound of the familiar bounding fifptstep fig ft# 
stair. At last they came. Cynthia entered first, bright and b|afipftfift 
fresh colour in her cheeks and lips, fresh brilliance in hfir eyfif* fftfi 
looked startled at the sight of a stranger, and for an instant sfee fttaftft 
short at the door, as if taken by surprise. Hsu k ca me ijbtytlppy 
bArnd her, sailing, happy, dimpled ; but tfrffcg le 

Cynthia. 

» Ob, Mr. Coxo, it it you ? ” mid die, going nptt>%ia» erfth «a oq|- 
atre t e ho d head, and greeting Mm with fiqipie friandifoem. 

8*Tms iteeemiench e kng time einoe I eew you, T«u are eo raeeh 
p M ftr w I “/ whet,"-h» r ep to d , 

hmtrtedly, and holding faer hand eU (he time rather taker «e* 
twwdtnre. Then lira. Gifaaon introdneed her daughter, anf Ihe'lttl 
ghia tpthe of the enjoyment of their walk, Hr. Cox. marred. Ue mam 
ft (hta’wy fint Snrtarriew, if fedead he erer oordd hare 'had any etitaoe, 



bj U*yr * wpitaaoy in dewing his fetoagi, and Min. Gibson 1# pod bfc* 
to mar it by trying to assist him. Molly lost her open frieadliuu* of 
manner* end began to torink away from him in a way which ha thought 
wao a very ungrateful return for all bia faithfulness to her toe* two yearn 
pact, and after all the waa not -the wonderfhj beauty hie toy or hia to 
had painted her. That Mias Kirkpatrick waa tor mm beautiful and 
much easier of access. For Cynthia put on all her pretty airs— her lock 
of intent interest in what any one war sayifag to h#r» let the aWbjeot bo 
wbat it would, as if it was toe thing toe cared toe meat about in toe whole 
world; her unspoken deference; in short, aft toe utmetouw ways toe 
possessed by instinct of tickling toe vanity of men. So while Molly quietly 
repelled him, Cynthia drew him to her by her soft attractive ways; and 
his constancy fell before her charms. He was thankful that he had not 
gone too far with Molly, and grateful to Mr. Gibson for having prohibited 
all declarations two years ago. For Cynthia, and Cynthia alone, could 
make him happy. After a fortnight's time, during which he had entirely 
veered round in his allegiance, be thought it desirable to speak to Mr. 
Gibson. He did so with a certain sense of exultation in his own correct 
behaviour in the affair, but at the same time feeling rather ashamed of 
the confession of his own changeableness which was naturally involved. 
Now it had so happened that Mr. Gibson had been unusually little at 
home during the fortnight that Mr. Coxe had ostensibly lodged at the 
George — but in reality had spent the greater part of his time at Mr. 
Gibson'a house — so that he had seen Very little of his former pupil, and on 
the whole he had thought him improved, especially after Molly's manner 
had made her father pretty sure that Mr. Coxe stood no chance in that 
quartet, But Mr. Gibson was quite ignorant of the attraction which 
Cynthia had had for the young man. If he had perceived it he would 
have nipped it in the bud pretty quiokly, for he had no notion of any girl^ 
even though only partially engaged to one man, receiving offers from others 
if a little plain speaking could prevent it. Mr. Coxe had asked for a 
private interview ; they were sitting in toe old surgery, now celled toe 
consulting-room, but still retaining so much of its former self as to be 
tot last piece in which Mr. Coxe could feel himself at ease. He was red 
up to the Very roots of his red heir, and kept turning hie glossy new 
hat sound and round in his fingers, unable to find out toe proper 
way of beginning bis sgstenae, so at length he plunged in, grammar or 
no grammar. 

** Mr. town, I daresay you'll be surprised, Tm sure I am at— at what 
I want to my ; but I think it's toe part of an honourable man, as y on 
aud yourself sir, a year or two ago, to— to speak to the Is tom fimti mil 
as ymt, sir, aland in the place of a father to Mias Kirkpatrick, I should 
'jpgjn to anpsms my feelings, my koyq cr perhaps J tootiM Jgy in 

* KMpfciak t * arid Hr. CKbwn, * go^ 4nl 

“ mr I ” continued Mr. Coxe, nuhiag on amt 

7-r - ■ 
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md duugtMe, but I do wm you, 
i&aWtai i frithfiil to your daughter, u ever beat in a 
I meet fully intended to offer myself and pll that I had to 
4 before I left ; hut really, air, if you had seen her manner 
hue I endeavoured, to press toy suit a little — it was more 
Us absolutely repellent* there could be no mistaking it,— 
fkpatrick-^— •” he looked modestly down, and smoothed the 
nap effeishst, smiling a little while 'he did so. 

Wpe libs Kirkpatrick ? 99 repeatedMtfr. Gibson* in such a stem 

V|fo| Mr. Coxe, landed esquire as he was now, felt as much die- 
4 *mfitedh|* he used" to do when he was an apprentice, and Mr. Gibson had 
j jpe fcen to him in a similar manner. 

*1 was only going to My, sir, that so* for as one can judge from 
manner, and willingness to, listen, and apparent pleasure in my visits— 
altogether 1 think I may venture to hope that Miss Kirkpatrick is not 
quite indifferent to me, — and I qo\ild wait, — you have no objection, have 
yon, sir, tp mf speaking to her, I mean ? ” said Mr. Coxe, a little anxious 
wt.the expression on Mr. Gibson's face. “ I do assure you I have not a 
ofiiuiee with Misr Gibson," he continued, not knowing what to say, and 
fancying that hi? inconstancy was rankling in Mr. Gibson's mind. 

44 No 1 I don't suppose you have. Don’t go and faney it is that which 
is annoying me. You’re mistaken about Miss Kirkpatrick, however. I 
don't bdieve Me could ever have meant to give you encouragement ! " # 
Mr. Coxe’s free grew perceptibly paler. His feelings, if evanescent, 
Were evidently strong. 

* "I think, sir, if you could have seen her— I don't consider myself 
fain, and manner is so difficult to describe. At any rate, you can hate 
00 objection to my taking my chance, and specking to her." 

* 44 Of Course, if you won't be convinced otherwise, I can have no 
abjetotou. But if you'll take my advice, you will spare yourself the pain 
of * rafttsal. I may, perhaps, be trenching on confidenoe, but I thick I 
ought to tell you that her affections are otherwise engaged." 

* u It Cannot be ! " said Mr. Coxe. 41 Mr. Gibsoty there must be some 
mistake. 1 have gunewsftras I dared in expressing my feelings, and her 
manner bas Been melt gracious. I don't think she* oouid have aioSatietw 
•tobdmylfresning. Pethaps aba has changed tier mind ? i It la 'petofbto 
Mat, after ctmsidmtoiou, aha fees karat to ptttetoaribar, fc'tHtott* * 

*' “***■ ' “ 7 /pobmeaa yomett; X suppji*. X eatt believe k such 

codM m hafe In U» own toM> 
befoibhito), ^toitlsfrMdd beiNaylmiy to thidk tk* MM 

fWffl you allow me to toe barf % 
Wmingkd 
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“Thank you, air. God bless you for a kind friend I " 

Mr. Gibson went upstairs to the drafring-room, whored wm pretty 
sure he should find Cynthia. There she was, aa^bright and careless ad 
usual* making up a bonnet for he|, pother, and chattering to Molly ha 
she worked. - , 

“Cynthia, yon will oblige me by goUg down into my consulting-room 
at once. Mr. Cose wants to apeak (6 yon 1 " 

“ Mr. Coze? " said Cynthia. 44 What can he want with me? ” 
Evidently, ehe answered her own question as soon aa it waaaakedt for 
she coloured, and avoided meeting Mr. Gibson’s severe, unqompromhing 
look. As soon as she had left the room, Mr. Gibson sat down* gad voolc 
up a new Edinburgh lying on the table, as an excuse for coloration.' 
Was there anything in the article that made him eay, after a minute or 
two, to Molly, who sat silent and wondering ? — 

44 Molly, you must never trifle with the lovb of an hpnest pan. You 
don't know what pain you may give. 1 ’ 

Presently Cynthia came back into the drawing-room* looking very 
much confused. Most likely she would not^have returned if she had 
known that Mr. Gibson was still there ; but it was sqch an unheard-of 
thing for him to be sitting in that room in the middle of the day, reading 
or making pretence to read, that she had never thought of his remaining. 
He looked up at hfer the moment 6he came in' so there was Nothing for it 
but putting a bold face on it, and going back to her cork. 

“ Is Mr. Coxe still downstairs ? ” asked Mr. Gibson. 

# 44 No. He is gone. He asked me to give yon both his kind regards. 
I believe he is leaving this afternoon." Cynthia tried to make her manner 
aa commonplace as possible; but die did not look up, and her voice 
trembled a little. 

Mr. Gibson went on, looking at his book for a few minutes^ but, 
Qynthia frit that more was coming, and only wished it would come 
quickly, for the severe silence was very hard few bear.* It came at last. ' 
“ I tnu$ this will never occur again, Cynthia t * said he, in grave dis- 
pleasure- “I should not feel Satisfied with the conduct of any girl, how- 
ever free, who could receive marked attentions from a 
CQtnpfeeeocjf and so lead him on to make an offer which 
tq accept. But what meat I think of a yotthg woman i 
engaged— ydt # 4 accepting most graciously,’ for that wnjf tip 
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tafe. fart 1st remitted MtoA Mk&Aj not to be mollified fcy iffiy of her 
jW^wik tit tkptem lap, but to kee^ to hi* aobetf judgment of 

Sfe* ttftrton, bed* my rite of the story before fon speak so 
mAj to toe* I did not mean to — to* flirt. I merely meant to make 
ij I can't help doing that,— ■‘find that goose of 0 Mr. Ooze 
Wkl^tefluicied I meant to gbre ljm encouragement^ 
t “K jrw mein that you item not aware that he was filling In lore 
Afero f* Mr. Qfbson wim mating into a mcBineas to be eontkoed by 
MKfefl^ttedoe, and pleading 

\J J vKlfai,i nippose I {oust speak truly.' 1 Cynthia blushed and smiled 
fyrfStS Ijtde-^but ft wsh a ‘smile, and it hardened Mr. Gibson's heart 
Ugafiu * * frdid think ©n<& Or twice that he" was becoming a little more 
immlitimtazy tban4be occasion required \ bat J hate .throwing cold water 
tmr peofe lb, and k uerer thought he edttld lake it into hit silly head to 
fiacy himself seriouiy in lore, fend to make such a fifes at the last, after 
only ptebrtnight’S acquaintance." 

t 4< Yott seem to hare been pretty Well awffte of his adlhi eia (I should 
tSttfifeneell ip simplicity). Don't you t^ink you shqnld have remembered 
that it might lead him to exaggerate What you were doing^and saying into 
enco ur agement? " 

u Perhaps. I dareUy Vm all wrong, and ifcnt he is all right," said 


Cynthia, piqued and pouting. * lf We -used to say in France, that *les 

absena ont toujours tort,' but really it seems as if here- ” she slopped. 

"Ati Was unwilling to be impertinent to a man whmfl-iibe respected and 
fflW. She took up another point of her defenoe» and rathef made mature 
Ante* " Besides, Hoger Would net allow Wto to eonrider my*e$f as 
finally engaged to him; I would willingly have done it, but kb trdtftd 
taftMtii.* 

uf ^McAMbui. Bptrt let us go on talking about it, Cynthia ! \ hare 
I briiete that you Were only thoughtless, as 
you before. Burden 1 ! 1st ihhappen again." He left the room at 


ai*4 to put a stop so fits o o a rcrmt km, the eofltitituukee of which would 
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knew heKkad tf& <and I like tibia liked; it’s bpm hi me Id try to Mice 
every one X comet kto fondNf to ; but 4m toy should ijbt carry it too 
to, ft* it become* very taoutosome If they do.. I Anil hate red-haired 
people to to rat of my lift. To^hiak of such a tarn as that being to 
ora of your fetor's displeaswf with me 1 ” 

' Holly bad a question afher Kobe’s end tot she longed to pit; she 
knew it was indiscreet, but at loci outfit ease almost Again^h er Witt 

44 Shall you toll Roger about it ? 0 

Cynthia replied, 44 I have not thought a Wit ti— to t I don’t 
shall — there's no need. Perhaps, if We age evertortibd ” 

u Ever married 1 ” said Molly, under hot breath. Bt$ Cynthia, took 
no nodoe of the exclamation until ghe had finished‘s the 1 sOatena* wi&h il 
interrupted, 

* and I can se^ his face, and know his mood, I may tell it "iim 

then t hut not in writings and wHbn he is absent ; if might snnoy "him.” 

14 1 am afield It would 3 make him uncomfortable,” said Molly, simply, 
41 And yet*it must be so pleasant to be able to tell hint everything'”- all 
your difficulties and trout^s.” 

44 Tea; only I don't worry him with these things ; it is tatter t*44rr& 
him merry letters, and cheer him up among the black folk. You repeated 
‘JSvfcr married, ' a little while ago ; do you knoi^r, Molly, I don't think ] 
ever toll be married to’hiin? I don't know why, but I have a Strong 
presentiment, so it's just as well not to tell him aU my secret s, for if would 
be awkward for him to know them if it nevei eame off! ” 


Molly dropped her work, and sat silent, looking into to fbtufre ; a I 
length she saift, 44 1 think it would break his heart, Cynthia ! '* 

44 Nonsense. Why, I ivb sure that Mr. (Joxe eame here with to totem 
lion Of felling in love with you— you need not blush so violently. I an 
surd you saw it as plainly as I did, only you made jtaUtoelf 
ibd 1 took pity on him; and consoled his w ounded vanity. 1 

14 Can you— to you date to compare Rpg£ Hamley to Af?.<Obxef r 
asked Mh%, indignantly, 

44 No, no, I don't]* said Cynthia m a moment. " xntykre AS differed 
ad mm can b* Don’t be so dreadfiiBy serious ovbr e ti tf y t&i h g, kotty 
You lom m oppres se d with sad reproach, as if I tod bto 
you to scolding your fetor gave mc. w 


t *Bsotol Itoftihttk ypu tm* Boget as yw mgflt, CJ»ftial r 
tot W& f sternly, be % toqwdtod a gbofi fed dt toM WW# 
M*%» my thu, aithcaes **» mm not ta -ity m~am * 

1 SSrSft fc «*«u* <* r» Sto 
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44 I know most people think him plain, but " 

44 Well, I’m of the opinion of most people then, and small blame to 
them. But 1 like his face — oh, ten thousand times better tlian Mr. Preston's 
handsomeness 1 " For the first time during the conversation Cynthia 
seemed thoroughly in earnest. Why Mi* Preston was introduced neither 
she nor Molly knew ; it came up and out by a sudden impulse ; but a 
fierce look came into the eyes, and the soft lips contracted themselves as 
Cynthia named his name. Molly had noticed this look before, always at 
the mention of this one person. 

44 Cynthia, what makes you dislike Mr. Preston so much ? ” 

11 Don't you ? Why do you ask me ? and yet, Molly," said she, sud- 
denly relaxing into depression, not merely in tone and look, but in the 
droop of her limbs — “ Molly, what should you think of me if I married 
him after all ? " 

u Married him 1 Has he ever asked you ? " But Cynthia, instead 
of replying to this question, went on, uttering her own thoughts. 

44 More unlikely things have happened. Have you never heard of 
strong tfills mesmerizing weaker ones into submission ? * One of the girls 
at Madame Lcfebre's went out as a governess to a Russian family, 
who lived near Moscow. I sometimes think I'll write to her to get 
mo a situation in Russia, just to get out of the daily chance of seeing 
that man!" 

41 But sometimes you seem quite intimate with him, and talk to 
him " 

* 44 How can I help it ? ” said Cynthia impatiently. • Then recovering 
herself she added : 44 We knew him bo well at Ashcombe, and he's not a 
man to be easily thrown off, I can tell you. I must be civil to him ; it's 
not from liking, and he knows it is not, for I’vo told him so. However, 
* we won't talk about him. I don't know how we came to do it, I'm sure : 
the mere fact of hiB existence, and. of hiB being within half a mile of us, is 
had enough. Oh ! I wish Roger was at home, and rich, and could marry 
me at once, and carry me away from that man I If I'd thought of it, I 
really believe I would have taken poor red-haired Mr. Co*e." 

44 1 don’t understand it at all," said Molly. 44 1 dislike Mr. Preston, but 
I should jiever think of taking such violent steps as you speak of, to get 
away from the neighbourhood in which he lives." 

44 Nth because you are a reasonable little darling," said Cynthia, 
resuming her usual manner, and coming up to Molly, and kissing her. 
14 At least you'll acknowledge I'm a good hater ! " 

44 Yes. But still I don't understand it." ^ 

44 Oh, nevar mind ! There are old complications with our affiun at 
Ashcombe. Money matters are pt the root of it all. Horrid poverty— * 
do let us talk of something rise ! Or, better still, let me go and f inish 
1»7>tter to Roger, or I shall be too late fbr the African mail l 

44 Is H no* gone f Oh, I ought to have reminded you ! It will be too 
bte. Did yon not see the notice it the jx»t- office (hat letter* for 
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ought to be ill London .on the morning of the* 10th instead of the evening. 
Oh, I am so sorry 1" 

“ So am I, but it can’t be helped. It is to be hoped it will be the 
greater treat when he does get it. - I’ve a far greater weight on my heart, 
because your father seems so displeased with me. I was fond of him, 
and now he is making me quite a coward. -You see, Molly,” continued 
she, a little piteously, “ I’ve never lived with people with Buch a high 
standard of conduct before ; and I don’t quite know how to behave.” 

“ You must learn,” said Molly, tenderly. 44 You'll find Roger quite 
as strict in his notions of right and wrong.” 

44 Ah, but he's in love with me ! ” said Cynthia, with a pretty con- 
sciousness of her power. Molly turned away her head, and was silent ; 
it was of no use combating the truth, and she tried rather not to feel it — 
not to feel, poor girl, that she too had a great weight on her heart, into the 
cause of which she shrank from ‘examining. That whole winter long she 
had felt as if her sun was all shrouded over with grey mist, and could no 
longer shine brightly for her. She wakened up in the morning with a 
dull sense of something being wrong — the world was out of joint, and, if 
she were bom to set it right, she did not know how to do it. Blind 
herself as die would, she could not help perceiving that her father was 
not satisfied with the wife he had chosen. For a long time Molly had 
been surprised at his apparent contentment; sometimes she had been 
unselfish enough to be glad that he wob satisfied; but still more frequently 
nature would have its way, and she was almost irritated at what die con- 
sidered his blindness. So nothing, however, had changed him now : some- 
thing that had arisen at the time of Cynthia’s engagement; he had become 
nervously sensitive to his wife’s failings, and his whole manner had grown 
dry and sarcastic, not merely to her, but sometimes to Cynthia, — and even 
—but this very rarely, to Molly herself. He was not a man to go into 
passions, of ebullitions of feeling : they would have relieved him, even 
while degrading him in his own eyes ; but he became hard, and occasion- 
ally bitter in his speeches and ways. Molly now learnt to long after the 
vanished blindness in which her father had passed the first year of his 
marriage; yet there was no outrageous infractions of domestic peace. 
Some people might say that Mr. GibBon 44 accepted the inevitable;” he 
told himself in more homely phrase 44 that it was no use crying over quit 
milk and he, frSm principle, avoided all actual dissenaions with his 
wife, preferring to cut short a discussion by a sarcasm, or by leaving the 
veom. Moreover, Mrs. Gibson bad a very tolerable temper of her own, 
and her cat-like nature purred and delighted iu smooth way^and pleasant 
qui etn ess. She had no great facility for understanding sarcasm ; it is 
true it disturbed her, but as she was not quick at deciphering any depth 
of me a ning , and felt it to be unpleasant to think about it, she forgot it as 
soon as po a a ible. Yet she saw she was often in some kind of disfavour 
with her husband, and it made her uneasy. She resembled Cynthia in 
this; she Eked to be liked; end she wanted to regain the esteem which 

7—* 
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she did not perceive die had lost for ever. Molly sometimes took her 
stepmother’s part in secret; she felt as if she herself could never have 
home her father’s hard speeches so patiently : they would have cut her to 
the heart, and she must either have demanded an explanation, and probed 
the sore to the bottom, or sat down despairing and miserable. Instead of 
which Mrs. Gibson^after her husband had left the room, on these occasions 
would say in a manner more bewildered than hurt — 

“ I think dear papa seems a little put out to-day ; we must see 
that he has a dinner that he likes when he comes 'home. I have often 
perceived that everything depends on making a man comfortable in his 
own house.” 

And thus she went on, groping about to find the means of reinstating 
herself in his good graces — really trying, according to her lights, till 
Molly was often compelled to pity her in spite of herself, and although she 
saw that her stepmother was the cause of her father’s increased astrin- 
gency of disposition. For indeed he had got into that kind of exaggerated 
susceptibility with regard to his wife’s faults, which may be best typified 
by the state of bodily irritation that is produced by the constant recurrence 
of any particular noise : those who are brought within hearing of it, are 
apt to be always on the watch for the repetition, if they are once made to 
notice it, and are in an irritable state of nerves. 

So that poor Molly had not passed a cheerful winter, independently of 
any private sorrows that she might have in her own heart. She did not 
look well, either; Bhe was gradually falling into low healt^i, rather than bad 
health. Her heart beat more feebly and slower ; the vivifying stimulant 
of hope— even unacknowledged hope — was gone out of her life. It seemed 
as if there was not, and never could be in this world, any help for the 
dumb discordancy between her father and his wife. Day after day, month 
after month, year after year, would Molly have to sympathize with her 
father, and pity her stepmother, feeling acutely for both, and certainly 
more than Mrs. Gibson felt for herself. Molly could not imagine how 
she had at one time wished for her father’s eyes to be opened, and how 
ehe could ever have fancied that if they were, he would be able to change 
things in Mrs. Gibson's character. It was all hopeless, and the only 
attempt at a remedy was to think about it aa little aa possible. Then 
Cynthia’s ways and manners about Roger gave Molly a great deal of 
uneasiness. She did not believe that Cynthia cared%eongh for him; at 
any rate, not with the sort of love that she herself would have bestowed, 
if she had been so happy — no, that was not it — if she had been in 
Cynthia's place. She felt as if she should have gone to him both hands 
held out, full and brimming oyer with tenderness, and been grataAd 
&r every word of precious co n fidence bestowed on her. Yet Cynthia 
jWOriyed his letters with a kind of carelessness, and tm d the* with 
A ftmmge indifference, w$u)e Molly sat at her feet, so to speak* look * 
hj£ Vf with eyes as wistftd an a deg’s waiting fyr crumbs* and cook 
«h anoe beneficences. 
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She tried to be patient on these oocsMons, but at last die must ask— 
“ Where ia he, Cynthia ? What does he Bay ? ” By this time Cynthia 
had put down the letter on the table by her, smiling a little from time to 
time, as she remembered the loving compliments it contained, 

“ Where ? Oh, I did not look exactly — somewhere in Abyssinia— 
Huon. I can’t read the word, and it does not muoh gjgtrify, for it would 
give me no idea.” 

“ Is he well? ” asked greedy Molly. 

“ Yes, now. lie has had a slight touoh of fever, he says ; but it’s all 
over now, and he hopes he is getting acclimatized. 11 

“ Of fever ! — and who took care of him ? he would want nursing — 
and so far from home. Oh, Cynthia 1 11 

“ Oh, I don’t fancy he had any nursing, poor fellow I One doeB not 
expect nursing, and hospitals, and doctors in Abyssinia; but he had plenty 
of quinine with him, and I suppose that is the best specific. At any rate, 
he says he is quite well now 1 ” 

Molly sate silent for a minute or two*. 

“ What is the date of the letter, Cynthia ? ” 

“ I did not look. December the — December the 10th.” 

That’s nearly two months ago,” said Molly. 

“ Yes ; but I determined I would not worry myself with useless 
anxiety, when he went away. If anything did— go wrong, you know,” 
said Cynthia, using an euphuism for death, as most people do (it is an ugly 
word to speak plain out in the midst of life), “ it would be all over before I 
even heard of his illness, and I could be of no use to him— could I, Molly ? ” 
“ No. I daresay it is all very true ; only I should think the squire 
could not take it so easily.” 

“I always write him a little note when I hear from Boger, but I don’t 
think Til name this touch of fever — shall I, Molly ? ” 

“I don’t know,” said Molly. “ People say one ought, but I almost 
wish I had not heard it. Please, does he say anything I 

may hear?" 

“Oh, lovers’ letters are so silly, and I think this is sillier than araal,’’ 
said Cynthia, looking over her letter again. “Here’s a piece yon may 
read, from that line to that,” indicating two places. “I have not toed it 
myself far it looked dullish— all about Aristotle and Pliny— and I want to 
get this bonnet-cap made up before we go out to pay our eall*»” 

Molly took the letter, the thought crossing her that he had 
tooehei it, had had his hands upon it, to those fiur-distaflt desert lands, 
where he might he lost to sight and to any hnmaa knowledge of his fttof 
oran now her pretty brown fingers almost carsssod the flimsy paper with 
tW* daHotoy of torn* «s she read. She saw nrfemuee made to hooka, 
whkk| with a tittle trouble, would be eseendhle to her hereto HoUtogfbrd. 
Perhaps the details end the retooaoes would make the lertar doH and dry 

hh fremer teaching end toe 
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what had he to write about in that savage land, but his love, and his 
researches, and travels ? There waB no society, no gaiety, no new books 
to write about, no gossip in Abyssinian wilds. 

Molly was not in strong health, and perhaps this made her a little 
fkneiftil; but certain it is that her thoughts by day and her dreams by 
night were haunted by the idea of Roger lying ill and untended in those 
savage lands. Her constant prayer, “ 0 my Lord 1 give her the living 
ehild, and in no wise slay it,” came from a heart as true as that of the real 
mother in King Solomon's judgment. “Let him live, let him live, even 
though I may never set eyes upon him again. Have pity upon his fathei I 
Grant that he may come homo safe, and live happily with her whom he 
loves so tenderly — so tenderly, 0 God.” And then she would burst into 
tears, and drop asleep at last, sobbing. 


CHAPTER XXXVIIL 
Mr. Kirkpatrick, Q 0. 

Cynthia was always the same with Molly : kind, sweet-tempered, ready 
to help, professing a great deal of love for her, and probably feeling 
as much as she did for any one in the world. But Molly had reached to 
this superficial depth of affection end intimacy in the first few weeks of 
Cynthia's residence in her father’s house ; and if she had been of a nature 
prone to analyse the character of one whom she loved dearly, she might 
have perceived that, with all Cynthia's apparent frankness, there were 
certain limits beyond which her confidence did not go ; where her reserve 
began, and her real Belf was Bhrouded in mystery. For instance, her 
relations with Mr. Preston were often very puzzling to Molly. She was 
sure that there had been a much greater intimacy between them formerly 
at Ashcombe, and that the remembrance of this was often very galling and 
irritating to Cynthia, who was as evidently desirous of forgetting it as he 
was anxious to make her remember it. But why this intimacy had ceased, 
why Cynthia disliked him so extremely now, and many other unexplained 
circumstances connected with these two facts, were Cynthia's secrets ; and 
die effectually baffled all Molly's innocent attempts during ihe first glow 
of her friendship for Cynthia, to learn the girlish antecedents of her 
companion's life* Every now and then Molly came to a dead wall, beyond 
which she oould not p a s o -n t least with the delicate instruments which 
were all die chose to use. Perhaps Cynthia might have told all there 
was to tell to a more forcible curiosity, which knew* how to imprdte evtry 
dip of the tongue and every fit of temper to its own gratification. But 
Molly's was the interest of affedtion, not the coarser desire of knowing 
everything for a little excitement; and as soon as she saw that Cynthia 
did not wish to tell her anything about that period of her life, Molly kit 
off referring to it* But if Cynthia bed preserved a sweet tfrswfliiittty of 
and an unvarying kindness for Molly during the winter of which 
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there is question, fit present she was the only person to whom the beauty's 
ways were unchanged. Mr. Gibson's influence had been good for her as 
long as she saw that he liked her ; she had tried to keep as high a place 
in his good opinion as she could, and had curbed many a little sarcasm 
against her mother, and many a twisting of the absolute truth when he 
was by. Now there was a constant uneasiness about her which made her 
more cowardly than before ; and even her partisan, Molly, could not help 
being aware of the distdnot equivocations she occasionally used when any- 
thing in Mr. Gibson's words or behaviour pressed her too hard. Her 
repartees to her mother were leBS frequent than they had been, but there 
was often the unusual phenomenon of pettishness in her behaviour to 
Mrs. Gibson. These changes in humour and disposition, here described 
all at once, were in themselves a series of delicate alterations of relative 
conduct spiead over many months — many winter months of long evenings 
and bad weather, which bring out discords of character, as a dash of cold 
water brings out the fading colours of an old fiesco. 

During much of this time Mr. Preston had been at Ashcombe ; ft r 
Lord Cumnor had not been able to find an agent whom he liked to replace 
Mr. Preston ; and while the inferior situation remained vacant Mr. Preston 
had undertaken to do the duties of both. Mrs. Goodenough had had a 
serious illness^ and the little society at Hollingford did not care to meet 
while one of their habitual Bet was scarcely out of danger. So there had 
been very little visiting ; and though Miss Drowning said that the absence 
of the temptations of society was very agreeable to cultivated minds, after 
the dissipations of die previous autumn, when there were parties every 
week to welcome Mr. Preston, yet Miss Phoebe let out in confidence that 
she and her sister had fallen into the habit of going to bed at nine o'clock, 
for ihey found cnbbage night after night, from five o’clock till ten, rather 
too much of a good thing. To tell the truth, that winter, if peaoeful, was 
monotonous in HoUingford ; and the whole circle of gentility there was 
delighted to be Btirred up in Maich by the intelligence that Mr. Kirk- 
patrick, the newly-made Q.C., was coming on a visit of a couple of days to 
his sister-in-law Mrs. Gibson. Mrs. Goodenough's room was the very 
centre of gossip ; gossip had been her daily bread through her life, gossip 
was meat and wine to her now. 

<( Dear-ah-jne 1 ” said the old lady, rousing herself so ah to sit upright 
in her easy chair, and propping herself with her hands on the arms; 
“ who would ha’ thought she'd such grand relations 1 Why, Mr. Ashton 
told me enoe that a Queen's counsel was as like to be a judge as a kitten 
is like to be a cat. And to think of her being as good as a sister tea jwtge! 
I saw one onest; and I know I thought as I should not wish for a better 
winter-cloak than his old robes would make me, if I eould only find out 
where I could get them second-hand. And 1 know she'd her silk gowns 
turned and dyed and cl e a n ed, and, for aught I know, turn*) again, while 
she lived at Aahoambe. Keeping a school, toe, and so near akin to this 
Quean's counsel all the time! * Well, to he sure, it not modi of a 
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school— -only tea young ladies at the best o’ times ; so perhaps he never 
heard of it.” 

“I’ve been wondering what they’ll give him to dinner,” said Misa 
Browning. “It is an unlucky time for visitors; no game to be had, 
and lamb so late this year, and chicken hardly to be had for love or 
money.” 

“ He'll have to put up with calves’ head, that he will,” Baid Mrs. 
Goodenough, solemnly. “ If I’d ha’ got my usual health I’d copy out 
a receipt of my grandmother’s for a rolled calves’ head, and send it to 
Mrs. Gibson, — the doctor has been very kind to me all through this 
illness,*— I wish my daughter m Combermere would send me some 
autumn chickens — I’d pass ’em on to the doctor, that I would ; but she’s 
been a-killing of ’em all, and a-sendmg of them to me, and the last she 
Bent she wrote me word w&b the last.” 

“ I wonder if they’ll give a party for him 1 ” suggested Miss Phoebe. 
“ I should like to see a Queen’s counsel for once in my life. I have seen 
javelin-men, but that’s the greatest thing in the legal line I ever came 
across.” 

“ They’ll ask Mr. Ashton, of course,” said Miss Browning. “ The 
three black graces, Law, Physic, and Divinity, as the song calls them. 
Whenever there’s a second course, there’s always the clergyman of the 
parish invited in any family of gentilifcr. 

“ I wonder if he’s married 1 ” said Mrs. Goodenough. Miss Phoebe 
had been feeling the same wonder, but had not thought if maidenly to 
express it, even to her sister, who was the source of knowledge, having 
met Mrs. Gibson in the street on her way to Mrs. Goodenough's. 

“ Yes, he’s married, and must have several children, for Mrs. Gibson 
said that Cynthia Kirkpatrick had paid them a visit in London, to have 
lessons with her cousins. And she said that his wife was a most 
accomplished woman, and of good family, though she brought him no 
fortune.” 

“ It’s a very creditable connection, I’m sure ; it's only a wonder to me 
as how we’ve heard so little talk of it before,” said Mrs. Goodenough. 
“At the first look of the thing, I should not ha 1 thought Mrs. Gibson was 
one to hide away her fine relations under a bushel ; indeed for that 
matter we'rt all of us fond o’ tuning the best breadth oi the gown to 
the front I remember, speaking o' breadths, how Fve undone my skirts 
many a time and oft to put a stain or a grease-spot next to poor Mr. 
Goodenough. He'd a soft kind of heart when first we was married, and 
he said, says he, ’Patty, link thy right am into my left one, then tfiou’it 
he nearer to my heart ; ’ and so we kept up the habit, when, poor man, 
he’d a deal more to think on than romancing on which ride hk heart 

S ; an an I said I ahrays put toy damaged breadths on the right hand, 
triton we walked arm in nan, as we always did, no one wee neper 
flrfnHW t<* * • 

“t Humid act be surprised if he invited Cynthia to pay him taotfcai 
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visit in London," said Miss Browning. “ If he did it when he was poor, 
he's twenty times more likely to do it now he’s a Queen's counsel.” 

“ Ay, work it by the rule o’ three, and she stands a good chance. I 
only hope it won’t turn her head ; going up visiting in London at her 
age. Why, I was fifty before ever I went l " 

“ But she has been in France, she's quite a travelled young lady," said 
Miss Phoebe. 

Mrs. Goodenough shook her head, for a whole minute before she 
gave vent to her opinion. 

“ It's a risk," said she, “ a great risk. I don’t like saying so to the 
doctor, but I should not like having my daughter, if I was him, so cheek- 
by-jowl with a girl as was brought up in the country where Robespierre 
and Bonyparte was born." 

“But Buonaparte was a Corsican," said Miss Browning, who was 
much farther advanced both in knowledge and in liberality of opinions 
than Mrs. Goodenough. “ And there's a great opportunity for cultivation 
of the mind afforded by intercourse wi^i foreign countries. I always 
admire Cynthia's grace of manner, never too shy to speak, yet never 
putting herself forwards ; she's quite a help to a party ; and if she has a 
few airs and graces, why they’re natural at her age I Now as for dear 
Molly, there’s a kind of awkwardness about her — she broke one of onr 
best china cups last time she was at 4 party at our honse, and spilt the 
coffee on the new carpet ; and then she got so confused that abe hardly 
did anything but sit in a corner and hold her tongue all the rest of the 
evening." 

“ She was so sorry for what she'd done, sister," said Miss Phoebe, jn 
a gentle tone of reproach ; she was always faithful to Molly. 

“ Well, and did I say she wasn't ? but was there any need for her to 
be stupid all the evening after." 

“ But you were rather sharp, — rather displeased ’’ 

u And I think it my duty to be sharp, ay, and cross too, when I see 
young folks careless. And when I see my duty clear I do it; I’m not 
one to shrink from it," and they ought to be grateful to me. It's not 
ev e ry one that will take the trouble of reproving them, as Mm. Goo denoug h 
knows. I’m very fond of Molly Gibson, very, for her own sake and for 
her mother’s too; Pm not a are if I don't think she’s worth hslMs— 
Cynthias, but for all that she fhould not break my best china tee-cup, 
and then ait doing nothing for her livelihood all the test of the evening."* 

By this time Mm. Goodenough gave evident signs of being tiled ; 
Molly’s misdemeanors and Mias Browning's broken tea-cup wise not as 
B toMs g subsets of conversation as Mis. Gibson’s newly-discovered good 
hmk in haring a snofemfbd London lawyer for a relation. 

Mr. Kirkpatrick had been, Eke many other men, ri togglii t g on in 
las yr of em ion, end encumbered with a large fondly of Us mm ; ho was 
reedy to do a good ton for his commotions, if it occasioned him no loop 
of Hanot and if (rdueh mas, peshap% a primagy osndhioti) he seearnnhaed 
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ihoir existence. Cynthia’s visit to Doughty Street nine or ten years ago 
had not made much impression upon him after he had once suggested its 
feasibility to his good-natured ’wife. He was even rather startled every 
now and then by the appearance of a pretty little girl amongst his own 
children, as they trooped iu to dessert, and had to remind himself who 
die was. But as it was his custom to leave the table almost immediately 
and to retreat into a small back-room called his study, to immerse himself 
in papers for the rest of the evening, the child had not made much 
impression upon him ; and probably the next time he remembered her 
existence was when Mrs. Kirkpatrick wrote to him to beg him to receive 
Cynthia for a night on her way to school at Boulogne. The same request 
was repeated on her return ; but it so happened that he had not seen her 
either time ; and only dimly remembered some remarks which his wife 
had made on one of these occasions, that it seemed to her rather hazardous 
to send so young a girl so long a journey without making more provision 
for her safety than Mrs. Kirkpatrick had done. He knew that his wife 
would fill up all deficiencies in this respect os if Cynthia had been her 
own daughter; and thought no more about her until he received an 
invitation to attend Mrs. Kirkpatrick’s wedding with Mr. Gibson, the 
highly -esteemed surgeon of Hollingford, &c. &c. — an attention which 
irritated instead of pleasing him. “ Does the woman think I have nothing 
to do but run about the country in search of brides and* bridegrooms, 
when this great case of Houghton v. Houghton is coming on, and I have 
not a moment to spare ? ” he asked of his wife. 

“ Perhaps she never heard of it," suggested Mrs. Kirkpatrick. 

“ Nonsense 1 the case has been in the papers for days.” 

“ But she mayn’t know you are engaged in it.” 

44 She mayn’t,” Baid he, meditatively — such ignorance was possible. 

But now the great case of Houghton v. Houghton was a thing of the 
past; the hard struggle was over, the comparative table-land of Q. C.-dom 
gained, and Mr. Kirkpatrick had leisure for family feeling and recollec- 
tion. One day in the Easter vacation he found himself near Hollingford ; 
he had a Sunday to spare, and he wrote to offer himself as a visitor to the 
Gibsons firom Friday to Monday, expressing strongly (what he really felt, 
in a less degree,) his wish to make Mr. Gibson’s acquaintanoo. Mr. Gibson, 
though often overwhelmed with professional business, was always hospi- 
table; and moreover, it was always a pleasure to him to get out of the 
somewhat confined mental atmosphere which he had breathed over and 
over again, and have a whiff of fresh air : a glimpse of what was passing 
in the great world beyond bis daily limits of thought and action. * So 
lie was ready to give a cordial welcome to his unknown relation. 
Mrs. Gibson was in a flutter of sentimental delight, which she fancied 
' waatiuntty affection, but which might not have been quite so effervesc en t 
If Htv Kirkpatrick had remained in his* former position of strug gling 
lawyer, with seven children, living in Doughty Street 

Wm the two gentlemen met they were attracted toward* 'each ether 
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by a similarity of character, with just enough difference in their opinions 
to make the experience of each, on which such opinions were based,' 
valuable to the other. To Mrs. Gibson, although the bond between them 
counted for very little in their intercourse, Mr. Kirkpatrick paid very 
polite attention ; and was, in fact, very glad that she had done so well for 
herself as to marry a sensible and agreeable man, who was able to keep 
her in comfort, and to behave to her daughter in so liberal a manner. 
Molly struck him as a delicate-looking girl, who might be very pretty 
if she had had a greater look of health and animation : indeed, looking at 
her critically, there were beautiful points about her face-long soft grey 
eyes, black curling eyelashes, rarely showing dimples, perfect teeth ; but 
there was a languor over all, a slow depression of manner, which con- 
tiasted unfavourably with the brightly-coloured Cynthia, sparkling, quick, 
giacefnl, and witty. As Mr. Kirkpatrick expressed it afterwards to his 
wife, he nas quite in love with that girl ; and Cynthia, as ready to 
captivate strangers as any little girl of three or four, rose to the occasion, 
forgot all her cares and despondencies, remembered no longer her regret 
at having lost something of Mr. Gibson's good opinion, and listened 
eagerly and made soft replies, intermixed with naive sallies of droll 
humour, till Mr. Kirkpatrick was quite captivated. He left Holling- 
foid, almost surprised to have performed a duty, and found it a pleasure. 
For Mrs. Gibson and Molly he had a general friendly feeling; but he did 
not care if he never saw them again. But for Mr. Gibson he had a warm 
respect, a strong personal liking, which he should be glad to have ripen 
into a friendship, if there was timo for it in this bustling world. And he 
fully resolved to see more of Cynthia ; his wife must know her ; they must 
have her up to stay with them in London, and show her something of the 
world. But, on returning home, Mr. Kirkpatrick found so much work 
awaiting him that he had to lock up embryo friendships and kindly 
plans in Borne safe closet of his mind, and give himself up, body and soul, 
to the immediate work of his profession. But, in May, he found time to 
take his wife to the Academy Exhibition, and some portrait there, striking 
him as being like Cynthia, he told his wife more about her and his visit 
to Hollingford than he had ever had leisure to do before ; and the result 
was that on the next day a letter was sent off to Mrs. Gibson, inviting 
Cynthia to pay a visit to her cousins in London, and reminding her of 
many little circumstances that had occurred when she was with them as a 
child, so as to carry on the clue of friendship from that time to the 
present. 

On its receipt this letter was greeted in various ways by the four 
people who sate round the breakfast-table. Mrs. Gibson read it to herself 
first# • Then, without telling what its contents were, so that bar auditors 
were quite in the dork as to what her remarks applied, she said, — 

“I think they might have remembered that I am a generation |kearer 
to them than she is, but nobody thinks of ,fiunily affection mrvf^-days ; 
and I liked, him so much, end bought a new cookery-book, ell tojpake it 
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pleasant and agreeable and what he was used to. 1 ’ She said all this in a 
plaintive, aggrieved tone of voice ; but as no one kneir to what she was 
itoforring, it wag difficult to offer her consolation. Her husband was the 

first towppak. 

11 If you want us to sympathize with you, tell us what is the nature 
Of yotir woe.” 

“ Why, I daresay it*s what he means as a very kind attention, only I 
think I ought to have been asked before Cynthia,” said she, reading the 
letter over again. 

“ Who’s he t and what’s meant for a 4 kind attention ? ’ ” 

“ Mr. Kirkpatrick, to be sure. This letter is from him ; and he wants 
Cynthia to go and pay them a visit, and never says anything about you or 
me, my dear. And I’m suie we did our best to make it pleasant ; and 
he should have asked us first, I think.” 

“ As I could not possibly have gone, it makes very little difference 
to^ne.” * 

“’But I could have gone ; and, at any rate, he should have paid us the 
compliment : it’s only a proper mark of respect, you know. So ungrateful, 
too, when I gave up my dressing-room on purpose for him I ” 

“ And I dressed for dinner every day he was here, if we are each to 
recapitulate all our sacrifices on his behalf. But for all that I did not 
expect to be invited to his house. I shall be only too glad if he will come 
again to mine." 

“ I’ve a great mind not to let Cynthia go,” said Mrs. Gibson, leflectively. 

“ 1 can’t go, mamma,” said Cynthia, colouring. “ My gowns are all 
so shabby, and my old bonnet must do for the summer.” * 

“ Well, but you can buy a new one ; and I’m sure it is high time you 
should get yourself another silk-gown. Tou must have been saving up a 
great deal, for I don't know when you’ve had any new clothes.” 

Cynthia began to say something, but stopped short. She went on 
buttering her toast, but she held it in her hand without eating it ; without 
looking up either, as, after a fninute or two of silence, she spoke again: — 

“ F cannot go. . I should like it very much ; but I really cannot go. 
Please, mamma, write at once, and refhse it.” * 

“Nonsense, child ! When a man in Mr. Kirkpatrick’s position comes 
forward to offer a favour, it does not do to decline it without giving 
a sufficient reason. So kind of him as it is, too 1 ” 

.“■Suppose you offer to go instead of me?” proposed Cjftithia. 

; * “ No, no 1 that won’t do,” said Mr. Gibson, decidedly. “Tou can’t 
t rtUfl ftbr invitations in that wUy. But really this excuse about your 
eferishes does appear to be 'Very trivial, Cynthia, if you have no oilier 
OModtoghte" 

* It la a real, true reaseto to me,” said uyntua, looking un at Him as 
ok*. ‘♦Ton must let me Judge for myself. It would lot do to go 
ftetf* iU * state of dhabbkiese, for even in Doughty Street, femeinber, 
iby uutt t wdf very pwtiettiar about 6resa ; and noir&ai Mtagaret and 
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Helen are gfcown up, and they visit so much,*— pray don’t say anything 
more about it, for 1 know it would not do. n 

“What have you done with all your money, I wonder?" said 
Mrs. Gibson. 44 You’ve twenty' pounds a year, thanks to Mft. Gibson 
and me ; and I’m Sure you haven’t spent more than ten." 

“I had not many things when I came back from France,” said 
Cynthia, in a low voice, and evidently trolled by all this questioning. 
“ Pray let it be decided at once ; I can’t go, and there’B an end of it." 
She got up, and left the room rather suddenly. 

“ I don’t understand it at all," said Mrs. Gibson. 11 Do you, Molly ? " 

“ No. I know she does not like spending money on her dress, and is 
very careful." Molly said this much, and then was afraid she had made 
mischief. 

“ But then she must have got the money somewhere. It alwayrf has 
struck me that if you have not extravagant habits, and do not. live up to 
your income, you must have a certain sum to lay by at the end of J^he 
year. Have I not often said so, Mr. Gibson ? " 

41 Probably." 

41 Well, then, apply the same reasoning to Cynthia’s case ; and then, I 
ask, what has become of the money 7 " 

44 1 cannot tell," said Molly, seeing that she was appealed to. 44 She 
may have given it away to some one who wants it." 

Mr. Gibson put down his newspaper. 

* 44 It is very clear that Bhe has neither got the dress nor the money 
necessary for this London visit, and that she doqs not want any more 
inquiries to be made on the subject. She likes mysteries, in fact, and I 
detest them. Still, I think it is a desirable thing for her to keep up tha 
acquaintance, or friendship, or whatever it is to be called, with her father’s 
family ; and I shall gladly give her ten pounds; and if thatV not enough, 
why, either you must help her out, or she must do without some super- 
fluous, article of dresB or another." 

44 I’m sure there never was such a kind, dear, generous man as you 
are, Mr. Gibson," said his wife. “To think of your being a stepfather 1 
and so good to my poor fatherless 'girl 1 But, Molly my dear, I think 
you’ll acknowledge that you too are very fortunate in your stepmother. 
Are not you, love? And what happy t6te-fc-t£tes we shall have together 
when Cynthia goes to London. I’m not sure if I don’t get on better 
with you even than with her, though she is my own child ; far, as 
dear papa says so truly, there is a love of mystery about her; and if I 
hate anything, it is the slightest concealment or reserve. Ten podhds ! 
Why, it will quite set her up, buy her A oouple of gowns and a new 
botnet, and I don’t know what all ! Dear Mr. Gibson, he# g afa wmt 
pm mmi ” , 

jjfap wM U g W, Mfc. “ Edunr I ’* mm growled — tfc. 

newspaper. 

“UMjl&uamw Ntfjfslfo* iringtfr. 
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44 Yes, do, love. Tell her it would be 50 ungrateful to refuse ; and tell 
her that your father wishes her to go ; and tell her, too, that it would be 
quite wrong not to avail herself of an opening which may by-and-by be 
extended to the rest of the family. I am sure if they ask me — which 
certainly they ought to do— I won’t say before they asked Cynthia, 
, because I never think of myself, and am really the most forgiving person 
in the world, in forgiving slights ; — but when they do ask me, which 
they are enre to do, I shall never be content till, by putting in a little hint 
here and a little hint there, I've induced them to send you an invitation. 
A month or two in London would do you so much good, Molly." 

Molly had left the room before this speech was ended, and Mr. Gibson 
was occupied with his newspaper ; but Mrs. Gibson finished it to herself 
veiy much to her own satisfaction : for, after all, it was better to have some 
one of the family going on the visit, though she might not be the right 
person, than to refuse it altogether, and n 6 ver to have the opportunity of 
saying anything about it. As Mr. Gibson was so kind to Cynthia, she too 
would be kind to Molly, and dress her becomingly, and invite young men 
’to the house ; do all the things, in fact, which Molly and her father did not 
want to have done, and throw the old stumbling-blocks in the way of 
their unrestrained intercom se, which was the one thing they desired to 
have, free and open, and without the constant dread of her jealousy. 


CHAPTER XXXIX. 

Secret Thoughts Ooze out. 

Mollt found Cynthia in the drawing-room, standing in the bow-window, 
looking out on the garden. She Btaited as Molly came up to her. 

41 Oh, Molly, ” said she, putting her arms out towards her, 44 1 am 
always so glad to have you with me ! ” , 

It* was outbursts of affection such as these that always called Molly 
bade, if she had been ever so unconsciously wavering in her allegiance to 
Cynthia. She had bpen wishing downstairs that Cynthia would be less 
reserved, and not have so many seqpets $ but now it seemed almost like 
treason to have wanted her to be anything but what she was. fiever had 
any one more than Cynthia the power spoken of by Goldsmith when 
he wrote — 

He threw off his friends like a huntsman his peck, 

Tor he knew when he liked he could whistle them hock. 

14 Do you know, I think you'll be glad to hear what I've got to jfell 
geuT" said Mdly. 41 1 think you would really like to go to London; 
should not you?" 

"Yes, but it is of no nse liking," said Cynthia. 44 Don't you begin 
about it, Mplly, for the thing is settled; and I can't tell yon why, but I 

. *** It fcffialy the a»oftey» ow. And papa has been so hind about it* 
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He wants yon to- go 4 h* thinks you ought to keep up relationships; and 
he is going to give you ten pounds." 

“ How kind he is ! ” said Cynthia. u But I ought not to take iu I 
wish I had known you years ago ; I should have been different to what 
I am.” 

M Never mind that 1 We like you as you are ; we don’t want you 
different. YouTl really hurt papa if you don't take it. Why do you 
hesitate? Do you think Roger won’t like it ? " 

“ Roger 1 no, I was not thinking about him ! Why should he care ? I 
shall be there and back again before he even hears about it.” 

“ Then you will go ? ” said Molly. 

Cynthia thought for a minute or two. “ Yes, I will,” said she, at 
length. “I daresay it’s not wise, but it will be pleasant, and IH go. 
Where is Mr. Gibson ? I want to thank him. Oh, how kind he is ! 
Molly, you’re a lucky girl I ” # 

u I ? " said Molly, quite startled at being told this ; for she had been 
feeling as if so many things were going wrong, almost as if they would 
never go right again. 

“There he is 1” said Cynthia. “I hear him in the hall!” And 
down she flew, and laying her hands on Mr. Gibson’s arm, she thanked 
him with such warm impulsiveness, and in so pretty and caressing a 
manner, that something of his old feeling of personal liking for her 
returned, and he forgot for a time the causes of disapproval he had 
against her. 

u There, there ! ” said he, " that’s enough, my dear ! It is quite right 
you Bhould keep up with your relations ; there’s nothing more to be said 
ubout it.” 

<( I do think your father is the most charming man I know,” said 
Cynthia, on her return to Molly ; H and it’s that which always makes me 
so afraid of losing his good opinion, and fret so when I think he is dis- 
pleased with me. And* now let ua think all about this London visit. It 
mill b» delightftil, won’t it? I can make ten pounds ever so far; And 
in some ways it will be such a comfort to get out of Hollingford.” 

M Will it ? ” said Molly, rather wistfully. 

“ Oh, yes ! You know I don’t mean that it will be a comfort to leave 
you ; thtf wilj be anything but a comfort But, after all, a country town 
is a country town, and London is London. You need not anile at my 
truisms ; I’ve always had a sympathy with M. de la Falisse,— 

M. de la Falisse est mort 
Ea perdant sa vie $ 

Us quart d’henre avant sa mort 
H dtait en vie,” 

sang she, in so gay a manner that she puzzled Molly, as she often did, by 
her change of mood from the gloomy.dedsion with which she had retimed 
to accept the invitation only half an hoar ago. She suddenly took Molly 
toUnd the ynist, ahd began wafcsing round the room with her. to the 
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topk fcttt dagger of the various little tables, loaded with “ objets d’art n 
(as Mrs. Gibson delighted to call them) with which the drawing-room was 
crowded* She avoided them, however, with her usual skill; hut the/ 
both stood still at last, surprised at Mrs. Gibson’s surprise, as she stood at 
the door, looking at the whirl going on before her. 

“ Upon my word, I only hope you are not going crasy, both of you ? 
What’s all this about, pray ? ” 

“Only because I’m so glad I'm going to London, mamma,” said 
tynthia, demurely. 

14 I’m not sure if it's quite the thing for an engaged young lady to be 
so much beside herself at the prospect of gaiety. In my time, our great 
pleasure in our lovers’ absence was in thinking about them.” 

“ I should have thought that would have given you pain, because you 
would have had to remember that they were away, which ought to have 
made you unhappy. Now, to tell you the truth, just at the moment I 
had foigotten all about Roger. I hope it was not very wrong. Osborne 
looks as if he did all my share as well as his own of the fretting after 
Roger. How ill he looked yesterday 1 ” 

“Yes,” said Molly; “I did not know if any one besides me had 
noticed it I was quite shocked.” 

44 Ah,” said Mrs. Gibson, “ I’m afraid that young man won’t live long 
—very much afraid,” and she shook her head ominously/ 

“ Oh, what will happen if he dies ! ” exclaimed Molly, suddenly sitting 
down, and thinking of that strange, mysterious wife who never made her 
appearance, whose very existence was never spoken about— and Roger 
s^ay tool 

44 Well, it would be very sad, of course, and we should all feel it very 
much, fye no doubt ; for I’ve always been very fond of Osborne ; in 
fact, before Roger became, as it were* my own flesh and blood, I liked 
Osborne , better : but we must not forget the living, dear Molly ” (for 
Molly’s eyes were Ailing with Jeara at -the dismal thoughts presented to 
her). 14 Our dear good Roger would, I am sure, do all in his power to 
All Osborne’s place in any way ; and bis marriage need not he so long, 
delayed.” 

44 Don’t speak of that in the same*breath as Osborne’s life, mamma* 
said Cynthia, hastily. 

44 Why; my dear, it js a very natural thought. For poor Roger’s sake, 
you know, one wishes it not to be so very very long an engagement; 
And *1 was only answering Molly’s question, after all. One carft help 
following out one’s thoughts. People muft die, you know— young, as 
well as old.” 

“VI ever suspected Roger of following out his thoughts in a similar 
said Cynthia, 44 Pd neves speak to hint again*** 

4a if he jwdd 1 H #id Mpily, warm in her tom, * know hp 
'P9P)d4 mt yon should not suppose it 
^epomentr 
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“ I ctft see the groat harm, of it all, for my part,” said Mrs. Gibson, 
plaintively. 44 A* young man strikes us* all as looking very ill — au£ Pnj 
sure I’m sorry for it ; but illness very often leads to death. Surely you 
agree with me there, and what’s the harm of saying so ? Then Molly 
asks what will happen if he dies ; and I try to answer her question. I 
don’t like talking or thinking of death any more than any one else ; but I 
should think myself wanting in strength of mind if I could not look forward 
to the consequences of death. I really think we’re commanded to do so, 
somewhere in the Bible or the Prayer-book*” 

“ Do you look forward to the consequences of my death, wnnjnm* ? ” 
asked Cynthia. 

44 Tou really are the most unfeeling girl I ever met with,” said Mm. 
Gibson, really hurt. 44 1 wish I could give you a little of my own sensi- 
tiveness, for I have too much for my happiness. Don’t let us speak of 
Osborne’s looks again; ten to one it was only some temporary over-fatigue, 
or some anxiety about Roger, or perhaps a little fit of indigestion. I was 
very foolish to attribute it to anything more serious, and dear papa might 
be displeased if he knew I had done so. Medical men don’t like other 
people to be making conjectures about health ; they consider it as trenching 
on their own particular province, and very proper I’m sure. Now let ua 
consider about your dress, Cynthia; I could not understand how you had 
spent your money, and made so little show with it.” 

44 Mamma 1 it may sound very cross, but I must tell Molly and you, 
and everybody, once for all, that as I don’t want and did not ask for more 
than my allowance, I’m not going to answer any questions about what I 
do with it.” She did not say this with any want of respect; but she said 
it with quiet determination, which subdued her mother for the time, though 
often afterwards when Mrs. Gibson apd Molly were alone, the former 
would start the wonder as to what Cynthia could possibly have done with 
her money, and hint each poor conjecture through words and volleys of 
doubt, till she was wearied out ; and the exciting sport was given up for 
the day. At present, however, she confined herself to the practical 1 matter 
in hand; and the genius for millinery'and dress, inherent in both mother and 
daughter, soon settled a great many knotty points of contrivance and taste, 
and then they all three set to work to 44 gar auld claes look amaist aa 
wears the new.” 

Cynthia’s relations with the squire had been vegy stationary ever since 
the visijt she had pud to the Hall the previous autumn. He had reoeived 
them afrat that time with hospitable politeness, and he had also Wen more 
charmed with Cynthia than he Uked to acknowledge to. himself when he 
thought the visit all over ^towards. 

44 She’s a pretty lass sure enough,” thought be, 14 and has pretty Nmy* 
about her too, and likes, tq learn from older people, which la tfgoo4 fun; 
Wit eqpasbew I don’t like madam her mother, but still ahq it her mother 
fed the girl £ her daughter; yet she spoke to her oUW or Africa s* jL 
not he* liked our little Fumy to have spoken, if it had 
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far her trt ha 1 lived. No, it's not the right way, and it may be a bit old- 
foshioned, bat I like the right way. And then again Bhe took possession 

me as I may say, and little Molly had to run after us in the garden 
walks that are too narrow for three, just like a little four-legged doggie ; 
and the other was so full of listening to me, she never turned round for to 
speak a word to Molly. I don’t mean to say they’re not fond of each other, 
and that's in Roger’s sweetheart’s favour, and it's very ungrateful in me 
to 'go and find fault with a lass who was so civil to me, and had such a 
pretty way with her of hanging on every word that fell from my lips. 
Well 1 a deal may come and go in two years ! and the lad says nothing to 
me about it. I’ll be as deep as him, and take no more notice of the affair 
till he comes home and tells me himself.” 

So although the squire was always delighted to receive the little notes 
which Cynthia sent to him every time she heard from Roger, and although 
this attention on her part was melting the heart he tried to harden, he 
controlled himself into writing her the briefest acknowledgments. His 
words were strong in meaning, but formal in expression ; she herself did 
not think much about them, being satisfied to do the kind actions that 
called them forth. But her mother criticized them and pondered them. 
She thought she had hit on the truth when she had decided in her own 
mind that it was a very old-fashioned style, and that he pnd his house 
and his fhrniture all wanted some of the brightening up and polishing 

which they were sure to receive, when she never quite liked to finish 

the sentence definitely, although she kept repeating to herself that “ there 
was no harm in it.” 

To return to the squire, Occupied as he now was, he recovered his 
former health, and something of his former cheerfulness. If Osborne had 
met him half-way, it is probable tliat the old bond between father and 
son might have been renewed; but Osboine either was really an invalid, 
or had sunk into invalid habits, and made no effort to rally. If his father 
urged him to go out — nay, once or twice he gulped down his pride, and 
asked Osborne to accompany him — Osborne would go to the window and 
find out some flaw or speck in the wind or weather, and make that an 
excuse fob stopping in the house over his books. lie would saunter out 
on the sunny ride of the house in a manner that the squire considered as 
both indolent and unmanly. Tet if there was a prospect of his leaving 
home, which he did pretty often about this time, he was seized Vith a 
hectic energy: the" clouds in the sky, the easterly wind, the dampness 
of the air, were nothing to him then ; and as the squire did not know 
the real secret cause of this aUxiety to be guise, he took it into hilhhead 
that it arose from Osborne's dislike to Hamley and to the monotony of his 
frther's society. 

* w It was a mistake,” thought the squire. u I see it now. I wan never 
mat at making friends myself: I always thought thorn Oxford and Cam- 
bridge an ed turned up their noses at me for a co un ti y %oobfr, and Id get 
1 he start and have none them. But when the boaf* went to Rugby mad 
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Cambridge, I should ha*, let them have had their own friends about ’em, 
even though they* might ha 1 looked down on me ; it was the worst they 
could ha* done to me, and now what few friends I had have fallen off from 
me, by death or somehow, and it is but dreary work for a young man, I 
grant it. But he might* try not to show it so plain to me as he does. 
I'm getting case-hardened, but it does cut mo to the quick sometimes — 
it does. And he so fond of his dad as he was once I If I can but get 
the land drained I’ll make him an allowance, and let him go to London, 
or where he likes. Maybe he’ll do better this time, or maybe he’ll go to 
the dogs altogether ; but perhaps it will make him think a bit kindly of 
the old father at home — 1 should like him to do that, I should 1 ” 

It is possible that Osborne might have been induced to tell his father 
of his marriage during their long t£tc-k-t€tc intercourse, if the squire, in 
an unlucky moment, had not given him his confidence about Roger’s 
engagement with Cynthia. It was on one wet Sunday afternoon, when 
the father and son were sitting together in the large empty drawing-' 
room. Osborne bad not been to church in the morning ; the squire had, 
and he was now trying hard to read one of Blair’B sermons. They had 
dined early ; they always did on Sundays ; and either that, or the sermon, 
or the hopeless wetness of the day, mode the afternoon seem interminably 
long t6 the squire. He had certain unwritten rules for the regulation of 
hiB conduct on Sundays. Cold meat, Bermon-reading, no smoking till 
after evening prayers, as little thought as possible as to the state of the 
land and the condition of the crops, and as much respectable sitting in- 
doors in his best clothes as was consistent with going to church twice a 
day, and saying the responses louder than the clerk. To-day it had 
rained so unceasingly that he had remitted the afternoon church ; but oli, 
even with the luxury of a nap, how long it seemed before he saw the 
Hall servants trudging homewards, along the field-path, a covey of 
umbrellas ! He had been standing at the window Jor the last half-hour, 
his hands in his pockets, anc^his mouth often contracting itself into the 
traditional sin of a whistle, but as often checked into sudden gravity — 
ending, nine times out of ten, in a yawn. He looked askance at Osborne, 
who Wan sitting near the fire absorbed in a book. The poor squire was 
something like the little boy in the child’s story, who asks all sorts of birds 
and beasts to come and play with him ; and, in every case, receives the 
sober answer, that they axe too busy to have leisure for trivial amusements. 
The father wanted the son to put down his book, and talk to him ; it was 
so wet, so dull, and a little convemtion would so wile away the time 1 
But Osbortie, with his bpk to the window where his father was standing, 
saw nothing of all this, and went on reading. He had assented to his 
iagier’s remark that it was a very wet afternoon, but had not earned on 
the subject into all the varieties of truisms of which it was susceptible. 
* Something more rousing must be started, and this the squire felt. The 
xeeotieotion ef the affair between Bogcr and Cynthia came into his hod, 
and* without giving it a moment’s consideration* he bepq,— 
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“ Osborne 1 Do you know anything about this — tbia attachment 
of Roger’® ? " 

Quite sucoessfal. Oeborae laid down bia book in a moment, and 
Joined round to bis father. 

“ Eager ! an attachment ! No I I never beard of it — I can hardly 
believe it— that is to say, I suppose it is to ” 

And then he stopped ; for be thought be bad no right to betray bia 
own conjecture that the object was Cynthia Kirkpatrick. 

“ Yea. He is though. Can you guess who to? Nobody that I 
particularly like — not a connection to my mind — yet she's a very pretty 
girl ; and I suppose I was to blame in the first instance." 

“Is it ?” 

11 It's no use beating about the bush. I've gone so far, I may aa well 
tell you all. It's Miss Kirkpatrick, Gibson’s stepdaughter. But it's not 
an engagement, mind you ” 

« Vm very glad — I hope she likes Roger back again ” 

“ Like — it's only too good a connection for her not to like it : if Roger 
is of the same mind when he comes home, I'll be bound she’ll be only too 
happy I " 

“ 1 wonder Roger never told me,” said Osborne, a little hurt, now he 
began to consider himself. 

“ He never told me either,” said the Bquire. “ It was Gibson, who 
came here, and made a clean breaBt of it like a man of honour. I’d been 
saying to him, 1 could not have either of you two lads taking up with his 
laasdT. I’ll own it was you I was afraid of — it's bad epough with 
Roger, and maybe will come to nothing alter all ; but if it had been you, 
I’d ha' broken with GibBon and every mother's son of 'em, sooner than 
have let it go on ; and so I told GibBon." 

“ I beg youi**pardon for interrupting you, but, once for all, I claim 
the right of choosing, my wife for myself, subject to no man’B inter* 
ferenoe,” said Osborne, hotly. 

“ Then you’ll keep your wife with no man's interference, that’s all ; 
for ne’er a penny will you get from me, my lad, unless you many to 
„ please me a little, as well as yourself a great deal. That’s all I ask of you. 
I’m not particular as to beauty, or as to cleverness, and piano-playing, and 
that sort of thing j if Roger marries this girl, we shall have enough of 
that in the family. , I should not much mind her bring a bit rider than 
yon, but die must be well-born, and the more money die brings the 
better for the old place.” 

*< 1 say egain, fether, I choose my wife for myself, and I don't admit 
any man’s right of dictation." 

MWril, wdll" said tbs squite, getting a little angry in his turn. 11 If 
Tm not to be father in this matter, thou shan't be son. Go sgeinet me la 
afet I've set my heart on, and you’ll find there’s the devil to pay* that's a 
rit Belt don’t let us get angry, it’s Sunday afternOomfor Ons thing s and 
it’s a sin ; and besides that, I’ve not finished my story." 
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For Osborne had taken up his book again, and under pretence of 
reading, was fuming to himself. He hardly put it away even at hi|i 
father's request. 

“ As I was saying, Gibson said, when first we sgpke about it, thg|t 
there was nothing on foot between any of you fogr, and that if there was, 
he would let me know ; so by-and-by he comes and tells me of this." 

“ Of what — I don’t understand how far it has gone ? " 

There was a tone in Osborne’s voice the squire did not quite like ; and 
he began answeiing rather angrily. 

“Of this to be suie — of what I’m telling you— of Roger going and 
making love to this girl, that day he left, after he had gone away from 
here, and was waiting for the ‘ Umpire ’ in Hollingford. One would think 
you quite stupid at times, Osborne." 

“ I can only say that these details are quite new to me ; you never 
mentioned them before, I assure you.” 

“ Well ; never mind whether I did or not. I’m sure I said Roger was 
attached to Miss Kirkpatrick, and be hanged to her j and you might have 
understood all the rest, as a matter of course." 

“ Possibly," said Osborne, politely. “ May I ask if Miss Kirk- 
patrick, who appeared to me to be a very nice girl, responds to Roger’s 
affection ? ” 

“ Fast enough, I’ll be bound,” said the squire, sulkily. “ A Hamley 
of Hamley is not to be had every day. Now, I'll tell you what, Osborne, 
you’re the only mairiageablo one left in the market, and I wont to hoist 
the old family up again. Don’t go against me in this j & really will 'break 
my heart if you do.” 

“ Father, don’t talk so,” said Osborne. “ I will do anything I can to 
oblige you, except ” 

“ Except the only thing I’ve set my heart on your doing." 

“ Well, well, let it alone for the present. There’s no question of my 
marrying just at this moment. I’m out of health, and I’m not up to going 
into society, and meeting young ladies and all that aort of thing, even if I 
bad an opening into fitting society.” 

a You should have an opening fast enough. There’ll be more money 
coming in, in a year or two, please God. And as for your health, why, 
what’s to make you well, if you cower over the fire all day, and shudder 
away from a good honest tankard as if it were poison 7 ” 

“ So it is to me," said Osborne, languidly, playing with his book as if 
he wanted to end the conversation and take it up again. The squire saw 
the movements, and understood them. 

“ Well," said he, u VII go and have a talk with Will abput poor old 
Black Bess. It’s ^Sunday work enough, asking after a dumb animal’a 
aches pains." 

Bat after his father had left the room Osborne did not take np his 
book again. He hud it down on the table by him, leant back in bis chair, 
nod covered his eyes with his hand. He was in a state of health which 
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made him despondent about many things, though, least of all, about what 
was most in danger. The long concealment of his marriage from his 
father made the disclosure of it far far more difficult than it would have 
first. Unsupported by Roger, how could he explain it all to one 
so passionate as the squup ? how tell of the temptation, the Btolen marriage, 
the consequent happiness, and alas 1 the consequent suffering? — for 
Osborne had suffered, and did suffer, greatly in the untoward circum- 
stances in which he had placed himself. He saw no way out of it all, 
excepting by the one strong stroke of which he felt himself incapable. So 
with a heavy heart he addressed himself to his book again. Every thing 
seemed to come in his way, and he was not strong enough in chaiacter to 
overcome obstacles. The only overt Btep he took in consequence of what 
he had heard from his father, was to ride over to Hollingford the first fine 
day after he had received the news, and go to see Cynthia and the Gibsons. 
He had not been there for a long time ; bad weather and languor com- 
bined had prevented him. He found them full of preparations and dis- 
cussions about Cynthia’s visit to London ; and she herself not at all in the 
sentimental mood proper to respond to his delicate intimations of how glad 
he was in his brother’s joy. Indeed, it was so long after the time, that 
Cynthia scarcely perceived that to him the intelligence was recent, and 
that the first bloom of his emotions had not yet passed away. With 
her head a little on one side, she was contemplating the effect of a 
knot of ribbons, when be began, in a low whisper, and leaning forward 
towards her &b fee spoke, — “Cynthia — I may call you Cynthia now, 
mayn’t I? — I am so glad of this news; I’ve only just heaid of it, but 
I’m so glad 1 ” 

u Wliat news do you mean ? ” She had her suspicions ; but 6ho was 
annoyed to think that fioni one person her secret was passing to another, 
and another, till, in fact, it was becoming no secret at all. Still, Cynthia 
could always conceal her annoyance when she chose. “ Why are you to 
begin calling me Cynthia now ? ” she went on, smiling. “ The terrible 
word has slipped out from between your lips before, do you know ? ” 

This light way of taking his tender congratulation did not quite please 
Osborne, who was in a sentimental mood, and for a minute or so he 
remained silent. Then, having finished making her bow of ribbon, she 
turned to him« and continued, in a quick low voice, anxious to take 
advantage of a t&te-k-t&te between her mother and Molly, — 

“ I think I can guess why you made me that pretty little speech just 
now. But do you know you ought not to have been told ? And, more- 
over, things are not quite arrived at the solemnity of — of*—' well*— an 
engagement. He would not have it so. Now, I shan’t say any more ; 
and you must not. Pray remember you ought not toJiave known f it is 
tny own secret, and I particularly wished it not to be spoken about; and 
I don't like it’s being so talked about. Oh, the leaking of water through ' 
one email hole l ” 

And then she plunged into the I6te-fc-t6te of the other two, making 
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the conversation general. Osborne was rather discomfited at the non- 
success of his congratulations ; he had pictured to himself the unbosoming* 
of a love-sick girl, full of rapture, and glad of a sympathizing confidant. 
He little knew Cynthia’s nature. The more she suspected that Bhe wm 
called upon for a display of emotion, the less u»uld she show ; and her 
emotions were generally under the control of her will. He had made an 
effort to come and see her ; and now he leant back in his chair, weary 
and a little dispirited. 

“ You poor dear young man,” said Mrs. Gibson, coming up to him 
'with her soft, soothing manner ; “ how tired you look 1 Do take some of 
that eau-de-Cologne and bathe your forehead. This spring weather over- 
comes me too. ‘ Primavera ' I think the Italians call it. But it is very 
trying for delicate constitutions, as much, from its associations as from its 
variableness of temperature. It makes me sigh perpetually ; but then I 
am so sensitive. Dear Lady Cumnor always used to say I was like a 
thermometer. You’ve heard how ill she has been ? ” 

“ No,” said Osborne, not very much caring either. 

“ Ob, yes, she is better now ; but the anxiety about her has tried me 
so : detained here by it hat are, of course, my duties, but far away from 
all intelligence, and not knowing what the next post might bring.” 

“ Where was she then?” asked Osborne, becoming a little more 
sympathetic. 

“ At Spa. Such a distance off! Three days’ post 1 Can’t you con- 
ceive the trial? Living with her as I did for years; bound up in the 
family as I was.” 

“ But Lady Harriet said, in her last letter, that they hoped that she 
would be stronger than she had been for years,” said Molly, innocently. 

“ Yes — Lady Harriet— of course— every one who knows Lady- Harriet 
knows that Bhe is of too sanguine a temperament for her statements to be 
perfectly relied on. Altogether — strangers are often deluded by Lady 
Harriet — she has an off-hand manner which takes them in ; but die does 
not mean half she says.” 

“We will hope she does in this instance,” said Cynthia, shortly. 
“ They are in London now, and Lady Cumnor has not suffered from the 
journey.” 

“ They say so,” said Mrs. GibBon, shaking her head, and laying an 
emphasis on the word 1 say.’ “ I am perhaps over-anxious, but I wish— 
I wish I could see and judge for myself. It would be the only way of 
Calming my anxiety. I almost think I shall go up with you, Cynthia, for 
a day or two, just to see her with my town eyes. I don’t quite like your 
travelling alone either. We will think about it, and yon shall write to 
Mr. Kirkpatrick, and propose it, if we determine upon it. You can tell 
him of my anxiety; and il will be only sharing your bed for a eouple 
* of nights” 
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CHAPTER XL. 

Molly Gibson Breathes Freely. 

That was the way in which Mrs. Gibson first broached her intention 
of accompanying Cynthia up to London for a few days* visit. She had a 
trick of producing the first sketch of any new plan before an outsider to 
the family circle ; so that the first emotions of others, if they disapproved 
of her projects, had to be repressed, until the idea had become familiar to 
them. To Molly it seemed too charming a proposal ever to come to pass. 
She had never allowed herself to recognize the restraint she was under in 
her stepmother's presence ; but all at once Bhe found it out when her 
heart danced at the idea of three whole days — for that it would be at the 
least— of perfect freedom of intercourse with her father ; of old times come 
back again ; of meals without perpetual fidgetiness after details of cere- 
mony and correctness of attendance. 

41 We’ll have bread and cheese for dinner, and eat it on our knees ; 
we’ll make up for having had to eat sloppy puddings with a fork instead 
of a spoon all this time, by putting our knives in our mouths till we cut 
ourselves. Papa shall pour hiB tea into his saucer if he is in a hurry ; 
and if I’m thirsty, I’ll take the slop-basin. And oh, if I could but get, 
buy, borrow, or steal any kind of an old horse ; my grey skirt is not new, 
but it will do ; — that would be too delightful. After all, I think I can be 
happy again ; for months and months it has seemed as if I had got too old 
even to feel pleasure, much less happiness again.” 

So thought Molly. Yet Bhe blushed, aa if with guilt, when Cynthia, 
reading her thought, Bald to her one day : — 

44 Molly, you are very glad to got rid of us, are not you ?” 

41 Not of you, Cynthia ; at least, I don’t think I am. Only, if you 
only knew how I love papa, and how I used to see a great deal more of 
him than I ever do now ” 

44 Ah 1 I often think what interlopers we must seem, and arc in 
feet-——” 

41 1 don’t feel you as such. You, at any rate, have been a new delight 
to me, a aster ; and I never knew how charming such a relationship 
could be.” 

14 But mamma?” said Cynthia, half-suspioioosly, half-sorrowfiiUy. 

14 Bhe is papa’s wife,” said Molly, quietly. 44 1 don’t mean to eay I 
am not often very sorry to feel I son no longer first with him j btft it 
was ” — the violent colour flushed into her face till even her eyes bufrnt, 
and she suddenly found herself on the point of crying; the weeping 
ash-tree, the misery, the slow dropping comfort, and the comfort ea came 
all so vividly before her— 44 it was Roger 1 ” — she went on looking up at 
Cynthia, as she overcame her slight hesitation at mentioning his name — 
44 Roger, who told me how I ought to take papa’s marriage, when I was 
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first startled and* grieved at the news. Oh, Cynthia, what a great thing it 
is to be loved by him 1 " 

Cynthia blufihed, and looked fluttered and pleased. 

“Yes, I suppose it is. At the same time, Molly, Tin afraid he’ll 
expect me to be always as good as he fancies me now, and I shall have to 
walk on tip-toe all the rest of my life.” 

“ But you are good, Cynthia,” put in Molly. 

41 No, I’m not. You're just as much mistaken as he is ; and some day 
I shall go down in your opinions with a run, just like the hall dock the 
other day when the spring broke.” 

41 1 think he’ll love you just as much,” said Molly. 

44 Could you ? Would you be my friend if — if it turned out even 
that I had done very wrong things? Would you remember how very 
difficult it has sometimes been to me to act rightly” (die took hold 
of Molly’s hand as she spoke). 44 We won’t speak of mamma, for your 
sake as much \a mine or hers ; but you must see she is not one to 

help a girl with much good advice, or good Oh, Molly, you don’t 

know how I was neglected just at a time when I wanted friends most. 
Mamma does not know it ; it is not in her to know what I might 
have been if I had only fallen into wise, good hands. But I know 
it ; and what’s more,” continued she, suddenly ashamed of her unusual 
exhibition of feeling, 44 1 try not to care, which I daresay is really the 
w'orst of all ; but I could worry myself to death if I once took io 
serious thinking.” 

44 1 wish I could help you, or even understand you,” Baid Molly, after 
a moment or two of Bad perplexity. 

44 You can help me,” said Cynthia, changing her manner abruptly. 
44 Jean trim bonnets, and make head-dresses ; but somehow my hands 
can’t fold up gowns and collars, like your deft little Angers. Please will 
you help me to pack ? That’s a real, tangible piece of kindness, and not 
sentimental consolation for sentimental distresses, which are, perhaps, 
imaginary after all.” 

In general, it is the people who are left behind stationary, who giro 
way to low spirits at any parting ; the travellers, however bitterly they 
may feel the separation, find something in the change of scene to soften 
regret 2a the very first hour of separation. But as Molly walked home 
with her fhther from seeing Mrs. Gibson and Cynthia off to London by 
the u Umpire” coach, she almost danced along the street. 

44 Now, papa ! ” said she, 44 I'm going to have you all to myself fbr a 
whole week. You must be very obedient.” 

44 Don’t be tyrannical, then. You are walking me out of breath, and 
we we cutting lira. Goodenougfa, in our hurry.” 

* Bo they crosse d over the street to speak to Mrs. Goodencrogb. 

a We?ve Just been seeing my wife and her daughter off to London. 
Mi*. Gibson has gone up fbr a week 1 ” 

44 Deary, deary, to London* and only fbr a week I Why, I can remember 
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its being a three days’ journey ! It will be very lonesome for you, Miss 
Molly, without your young companion 1 ” 

u Tes 1 ** said Molly, suddenly feeling as if Bhe ought to have taken 
this view of the case. M I shall miss Cynthia very much.” 

41 And you, Mr. Gibson; why, it will be like being a widower once 
again ! Tou must come and drink tea with me some ovening. We must 
tiy and cheer you up a bit amongst us. Shall it bo Tuesday ? ” 

In spite of the sharp pinch which Molly gave to his arm, Mr. Gibson 
accepted the invitation, much to the gratification of the old lady. 

11 Papa, how could you go and waste one of our evenings. We have 
but six in all, and now but five ; and I had so reckoned on our doing all 
soits of things together.” 

“ What sort of things ? ” 

“Oh, I don’t know: everything that is umefined and ungentecl,” 
added 6he, slyly looking up into her father’s face. 

His eyes twinkled, but the rest of his face was perfectly grave. “ I’m 
not going to be corrupted. With toil and labour I have reached a veiy 
fair height of refinement. I won’t be pulled down again.” 

“ Yes, you will, papa. We’ll have bread and cheese fof lunch this 
very day. And you shall wear your slippers in the drawing-room evejy 
evening you’ll stay quietly at home; and oh, papa, don’t you think I 
could ride Nora Creina. I’ve been looking out the old grey skirt, and I 
think I could make myself tidy.” 

“ Where is the side-Baddle to come from ? ” 

44 To be sure the old one won’t fit that great Irish mare. But I’m not 
particular, papa. I think I could manage somehow.” 

“ Thunk you. But I’m not quite going to return into barbarism. It 
may be a depraved taste, but I should like to see my daughter properly 
mounted.” 

M Think of riding together down the lanes — why, the dog-roses must 
be all out in flower, and the honeysuckles, and the hay — how I should 
like to see Merrimau’s farm again ! Papa, do let me have one ride with 
you ! Please do. I am sure we can manage it somehow.” 

And 44 somehow ” it was managed. ** Somehow ” all Molly's wishes 
came to pass ; there was only one little drawback to this week of holiday 
and happy intercourse with her father. Evexybody would ask them out 
to tea. They were quite like bride and bridegroom ; lor the fact was, 
that the late dinners which Mrs. Gibson had introduced into her own 
house, were a great inconvenience in the calculations of the small tea- 
drinkings at Hollingford. How ask people to tea at six, who dined afc4hat 
hour? How, when they refused cake and sandwiches at half-past eight,4iow 
induce other people who were really hungry to oomrait a vulgarity before 
those calm and scornful eyes? So there had been a great lull of invitations 
for the Gibsons to Hollkigfbrd tea-parties. Mrs. Gibson, whose object was 
to squeeze herself into 44 county society,” had taken this being left out of 
the smaller festivities with great equanimity ; but Molly missed the kind 
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homeliness ofthe parties to which she had gone from time to time as long 
ns she could remepiber ; and though) as eaclf three-cornered note was 
brought in, she grumbled a little over the loss of another charming t&te-k- 
tfite with her father, she really was glad to go again in the old way 
among old friends. Miss Browning and Miss Phoebe were especially 
compassionate towards her in her loneliness. If they had had their will 
she would have dined there every day ; and she had to call upon them 
very frequently in order to prevent their being hurt at her declining the 
dinners. Mrs Gibson wroto twice during her week's absence to her 
liu&band. That piece of news was quite satisfactory to the Miss 
Brownings, who had of late months held themselves a great deal aloof 
from a house where they chose to suppose that their presence was not 
wanted. Iu their winter evenings they had often talked oyer Mr. Gibson's 
household, and having little besides conjectures to go upon, they found 
tho subject inteiminable, as they could vary the possibilities every day. 
One of their wonders was how Mr. and Mrs. Gibson really got on together ; 
another was whether Airs. Gibson was extravagant or not. Now" two 
letters during the week of her absence showed what was in those days 
considered* a very proper amount of conjugal affection. Yet not too much 
— at elevenpence halfpenny postage. A third letter would have been 
extravagant. Sister looked to sister with an approving nod as Molly 
named the second letter, which arrived in Hollingford the* very day 
before Mrs. Gibson wus to return. They had settled between themselves 
that two letters would show the right amount of good foeling and proper 
understanding in the Gibson family : more would have been extravagunt ; 
only one would have been a mere matter of duty. There had been 
rather a question between Mias Browning and Miss Phoebe as to which 
person the second letter (supposing it came) was to be addressed. It 
would be very conjugal to write twice to Mr. Gibson ; and yet it would 
lie very pretty if Molly came in for her share. 

“ You've had another letter, you say, my dear,'’ asked Miss Browning. 
44 1 daresay Mrs. Gibson has written to you this time ? " 

44 It is a large sheet, and Cynthia has written on one half to me, and 
all the rest is to papa." 

44 A very nice arrangement, I'm sure. And what does Cynthia say 7 
Is she enjoying herself 7 " 

44 Oh, yes, I think so. They have had a dinner-party, and one night when 
mamma was at Lady Cumnor's, Cynthia went to the play with her cousins.” 

44 Upon my word 1 and all in one week 7 I do call that dissipation. 
Why, Thursday would be taken up with the journey, and Friday with 
resting, and Sunday is Sunday all the world over; and they must 
have written on Tuesday. Well 1 I hope Cynthia won't find Hollingford 
dull, that's all, when she comes baric." 

44 1 don't think it's likely," said Miss iWbe, with a little simper and 
a knowing look, which sate oddly on her kindly innocent lice. 44 You 
see a great deal of Mr. Preston, don't you, Molly t " 
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“ Mr. Preston t ” said Molly, •flushing up with surprise. u No ! not 
mud). He's been at Ashcombe all winter, you know! He has but just 
come back to settle here. What should make you think so ! " 

“ Oh 1 a little bird told us,” said Miss Browning. Molly knew that 
Jittle bird from her childhood, and had always hated it, and longed to 
wring its neck. Why could not people speak out and say that they did 
not mean to give lip the name of their informant ? But it was a very 
favourite form of Action with the Miss Brownings, and to Miss Phoebe it 
was the veiy acme of wit. 

“ The little bird was flying about one day in Heath Lane, and it saw 
Mr. Preston and a young lady — we won’t say who — walking together in 
a very friendly manner, that is to say, he was on horseback ; but the path 
is raised above the road, just where there is the little wooden bridge over 
the brook ” 

“ Perhaps Molly is in the secret, and we ought not to ask her about 
it,” said Miss Phoebe, seeing Molly’s extreme discomfiture and annoyance. 

“ It can be no great secret,” said Miss Browning, dropping tho little- 
bird formula, and assuming an air of dignified ‘reproval at Miss Phoebe’s 
interruption, “for Miss Horn blower says Mr. Preston owns to being 
engaged ” 

44 At any rate it is not to Cynthia, that I know positively," said Molly 
with some vehemence. 41 And pray put a stop to any such reports ; you 
don’t know what mischief they may do. I do so hate that kind of chatter 1” 
It was not very respectful of Molly to speak in this way to be sure, but 
sho thought only of Huger ; and the distress any such reportB might cause, 
should he ever hear of them (in the centre of Africa !) made her colour up 
scarlet with vexation. 

44 Heighty-teighty ! Miss Molly ! don’t you remember that I am old 
enough to be your mothei, and that it is not pretty behaviour to speak bo 
to us — to me I 4 Chatter * to be sure. Really, Molly ” 

11 1 beg your pardon," said Molly, only half-penitent. 

“ I daresay you did not mean to speak so to sister,” said Miss Phosbo, 
trying to make peace. 

Molly did not answer all at once. She counted to explain how much 
mischief might bo done by such reports. 

44 But don’t you see," she went on, still flushed by vexation, 44 how 
bad it is to talk of such things in such a way ? Supposing one of them 
oared for some one else, and that might happen* you know ; Mr. Preston, 
* for instance* may be engaged to some one else ? 

44 Molly l I pity the woman ! Indeed I do. I have a very poor opinion 
of Mr. Preston,” said Miss BiWning, in a warning tone of voice; fbr a 
new idea had come into her head. 

44 Well, but the woman, or young lady, would not like to hear such 
reports about Mr. Preston." 

44 Perhaps not. But fbr all that, take my word fbr it, he’s a great flirt, 
and young ladies had better not hare much to do with him.” 
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** I daresay it was all accident their meeting in Heath Lane,” said Miss 
Phoebe. 

“ I know nothing about it,” said Molly, “ and I daresay I have been 
impertinent, only please don't talk about it any more. I have my reasons 
for asking you.” She got up, for by the striking of the church clock she 
had just found out that it was later than she had thought, and shd knew 
that her father would be at home by this time. She bent down and kissed 
Miss Browning's grave and passive face. • * 

11 How you are growing, Molly ! " said Miss Phoebe, anxious to cover 
over her sister's displeasure. 44 As tall and as straight as a poplar- tree 1 '* 
as the old song says. 

14 Grow in grace, Molly, as well as in good looks!” said Miss Brown- 
ing, watching her out of the room. As soon as she was faiily gone, Mias 
Browning got up and shut the door quite securely, and then sitting down 
near her sister, she said, in a low voice, 44 Phoebe, it vpis Molly herself 
that was with Mr. Preston in Heath Lane that day when Mra. Goodenougli 
saw them together ! ” 

44 Gracious goodness me ! ” exclaimed Miss Phoebe, receiving it at 
once as gospel. 44 How do you know ? ” 

44 By putting two and two together. Did not you notice how red 
Molly went, arid then pale, and how she said she knew for a fact that 
Mr. Preston and Cynthia Kirkpatrick were not engaged ? ” 

44 Perhaps not engaged ; but Mrs. Goodenough saw them loitering 
together, all by their own two selves ” 

44 Mrs. Goodenough only crossed Heath Lane at the Shire Oak, as she 
was riding in her phaeton,” said Miss Browning, sententiously. 44 We all 
know what a coward she is in a carriage, so that most likely she hod only 
half her wits about her, and her eyes a~e none of the best when she is 
standing steady on the ground. Molly and Cynthia have got their new 
plaid shawls just alike, and they trim their bonnets alike’, and Molly 
is grown as tall as Cynthia since Christmas. I was always afraid she'd 
be short and stumpy, but she's now as tall and slender as any one 
need be. HI answer for it, Mrs. Goodenough saw Molly, and took 
her for Cynthia.” 

When Miss Browning 44 answered for it ” Miss Phoebe gave up 
doubting. She sate some time in silence revolving her thoughts. 
Then she said : 

41 It would not be such a very bad match after all, sister.” She spoke 
veiy meekly, awaiting her sister's sanction to her opinion. 

44 Phoebe, it would be a bad match for Mary Preston's daughter. If I 
bad known what I know now we’d never have had him to tea last 
September.” 

44 Why, what do you know ? ” asked Miss Phoebe. 

44 Mias Hornblower told me many things $ some that I don't think you 
ought to hear, Phoebe. He was engaged to a very pretty Miss Gregson, 
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at Henwick, where lie comes from ; and her father mode inquiries, and 
heard so much that was bad about him, that he made his daughter break 
off the match, and she's dead since ! ” 

44 How shocking 1 ” said Miss Phoebe, duly impressed. 

44 Besides, he plays at billiards and he bets at races, and some people 
do say he keeps race-horses." 

“ But » not it strange that the earl keeps him on as his agent ?" 

44 No 1 perhaps not. lie's very clever about land, and very sharp in 
all law affairs; and my lord is not bound to take notice — if indeed 
he knows— of the manner in which Mr. Preston talks when he has taken 
too much wine." 

44 Taken too much wine. Oh, sister, is he a drunkard ? and we have 
had him to tea 1 " 

41 1 did not Bay he was a drunkard, Phoebe," said Miss Browning, 
pettishly. 44 A man may take too much wine occasionally, without being 
a drunkard. Don’t let me hear you using such coarse words, Phoebe l " 

Miss Phoebe was sileut for a time after this rebuke. 

Presently she said, 44 1 do hope it was not Molly Gibson." 

44 You may hope as much as you like, but I’m pretty sure it was. 
However, we’d better say nothing about it to Mrs. Goodenough ; she has 
got Cynthia into her head, and there let her rest. Time enough to set 
reports afloat about Molly when we know there’s some truth in them. 
Mr. Preston might do for Cynthia, who’s been brought up in France, 
though she has such pretty manners; but it may have made her not 
particular. He must not, and he shall not, have Molly, if I go into 
church and forbid the banns myself ; but I’m afraid — I’m afraid there s 
something between her and him. We must keep on the look-out, Phcebe, 
I’ll be her guardian angel, in spite of herself." 
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For a century and a half after Henry the Second accomplished the 
Anglo-Norman conquest of Ireland, one parliament, on this side of the 
Irish Sea, legislated for both kingdoms. An Irish difficulty effected a 
reform in this mode of government. The invasion of Ireland, by Bruce, 
at the close of the reign of Edward the Second, obtained for that country 
the light to legislate for its own affairs, but yet with a certain dependency 
on the parliament in England. That dependency was scarcely increased 
till the introduction of Poyning’s law, in the reign of Henry the Seventh : 
a law which enacted that before an Irish parliament could assemble, it 
must fiist obtain the sanction of the King of England, and that previous 
to such sanction being asked, the applicants must state, in full detail, the 
measures they wished to propose, and the bills they desired to pass. 

Till the thirty-third year of Henry the Eighth, no man could repre- 
sent an Irish constituency, who was not English u by birth ” or u by 
blood,” the latter implying a person of English descent, but born in 
Ireland. The native maternal blood in these persons is said to have 
rendered them more Irish than the Irish themselves. From this period, 
the vote of a Homan Catholic could not be tendered ; but the complete 
subjection of the Irish to the English legislature was not established till 
the year 1719, when a law was passed which, allowing the Irish parlia* 
ment to legislate independently, bound that body to recognize the legality 
of all acts passed by the English parliament. This, of course, destroyed 
the independence that was nominally allowed, for such a law authorized 
the English House to undo all that had been done by the Irish House, 
and compelled the latter to submit to the authority and its consequeneea. 

In those old days, the duration of the Irish parliamentary existence 
depended on the good pleasure of the King, and the good behaviour of 
the representatives. It was not till 1768 that Dr. Lucas, a man of vast 
importance in his time, succeeded in carrying through a bill which 
enacted that the duration of an Irish parliament should not exceed 
eight years. 

Fourteen years later came the greatest reform of alL England had 
mads many coneesuons to Irish demands, but in 1782 there was a spirit 
abroad, and it waa especially active in Ireland, which no concessions could 
altogether satisfy. The eager spirit of Irishmen led them to deny the 
supremacy of the English legislature over that of Ireland, and the right 
of the Irish Privy Council, Under Pqyning 1 * Act, of the reign of H e n ry 
the Seventh, to originate laws for the Irish parliament to pasa The moat 
formidable of those who made this denial were the hundred and fortj- 
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three corps of armed Volunteers, who in convention, at Dungannon, had 
resolved upon redressing all “ Irish grievances,” and who registered a 
declaration to the effect that while they were “disposed to be loyal,” they 
were “ determined to be free.” Grattan spoke to the same effect in the 
Irish House, whence an address was sent up to the throne, so very con- 
vincing in its phraseology, that the English parliament was led at once to 
repeal the obnoxious Act of George the First, which had made the Irish 
legislature subservient to that of Great Britain. 

From that time till the year 1800, when the Act of Union was 
passed, Ireland possessed or enjoyed a parliament of its own. It is 
difficult to describe these dozen years of independence: according to 
some, they were years of purity and patriotism ; if others be credited, 
they were yoars of neaily unmitigated baseness and corruption. To our 
thinking, there is some truth in both these reports. 

It is a very singular fact that in the old election days in Ireland, a 
Protestant might lose his franchise by what the law callod an ill-assorted 
marriage 1 A lover might ask and exclaim, — 

From the heretic girl of my soul shall I fly, 

To seek somewhere else n more oithodox kiss ? 

No 1 perish the hearts and the laws that try 
Truth, valour, or love, by a standard like this ! 

A Protestant elector, however, who married a Roman Catholic lady, 
was bound to convert her, within a year, if he wished to preserve his 
vote. For example, at the election for Clonmel, county Tipperary, in 
1761, the agent for one of the candidates tendered his vote ; whereupon 
the opposing agent Btaried up, and exolaiming, “ You know you married 
a Papist 1 ” disfranchised him st once ; for this was not only the fact, 
but the husband had failed to bring over his wife to his own church 
within the time appointed by law. And then, the usual little formula 
followed. The disfranchised agent challenged his disfranchiaer, and as in 
those days Irish gentlemen always carried their u reporters ” or pistols 
with them, the two adversaries walked on to Clonmel Green, on the banks 
of the Suir, to settle their tempers. They were followed by an excited 
mob, whose entire sympathy was with the liberal and disfranchised 
agent. * Pistol duels were, at that time, oommonly fought on horseback, 
and our brace of agents, with a brace of pistols to each, wore in saddle, 
moving their horses in narrow circles round each other, till opportunity 
presented itself for firing with effect In those days, aim was taken, 
murder was meant, and the boast of ** killing one's man” was made with* 
Out apologetic paraphrase or hypoeridcal euphuism. ’ The objecting agent 
was the first, on this oocaaion, to recognize opportunity} delivering hia 
fire, he shot his antagonist through the heart, and the poor fellow rolled 
dead from the saddle on to the green. A aeream of execration and a cry 
fev wcapaaoe went up from the exasperated mob, and them would sooty 
have been another mutilated wretch upon the turf, had he npt hud 
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presence of mind again to recognize opportunity. He plunged, horse and 
rider, into die Snir, and -swimming to the opposite bank, escaped across 
the country. As for the poor fellow who had lost his vote and life 
because he had neglected to convert his wife, the killing him was 
doubtless illegal. Dead, the law would avenge him, but living) the law 
despised him. He was stigmatized as “ a constructive PapiBt ” — a more 
odious sort of “ Papist ” than one who was a Roman Catholio by birth, 
education, profession, and principle. 

Twenty-two years later, that is, in 1783, General Walsh and Mr. War- 
burton were rival candidates for the representation of Queen's County. 
On this occasion the candidates did not come into deadly collision, but all 
Irish spirit was not so entirely dead as to allow the election to pass off 
without a rencontre . If the candidates could not quarrel or fight, there 
were not wanting electors ready and willing to do both. At an election 
drinking-bout in one of the taverns, a half-tipsy exciseman, who was 
ex officio disfranchised, was lamenting the lack of belligerent Bpirit in the 
people, when his eye fell on the open mouth of Jemmy Skelton, an 
elector, who was asleep at the opposite side of the table. Delighted at 
the opportunity, and grateful to the gods who sent it, the exciseman 
thrust his riding-whip down Skelton’s throat. The uproar that ensued 
was perfectly delicious ; bo genuine a row had not awakened the echoes of 
Maryborough for many a long year. Everybody was excited and at his 
ease, except Jemmy Skelton, who was indeed as excited as everybody, 
but who was not so much at his ease, while the whip was still sticking in 
his throat. When something like calmness or a more concentrated rage 
was established, the usual arrangements for the duello were gone into, not 
altogether to the satisfaction of Skelton, who thought that a riding-whip 
in the gullet might have exempted him from a bullet in the thorax. 

“ No fear of you,” said one of his seconds, as he clapped a brace of 
pistols into Jemmy's not too willing hands. “All you'll have to do, 
Jemmy,” said the other, “ is to lose no time. Only look alive, and you'll 
keep so 1 " 

The exciseman and the chivalrous elector fought on the green at 
Maryborough, where tents were pitched, and a crowd with divided 
sympathies was assembled, and whisky was circulated in tin cups, and 
everything looked as cheerful and comfortable as Irish electors of the year 
1788 could reasonably desire. They certainly found more fun than they 
at least expected, for Skelton’s promptitude took them by surprise. With 
both pistols held before him, he went up at the “ double quick” to the 
exciseman, and before any word or sign was given, he “ blazed away,” 
according to the instructions of his seconds, and, bringing down the 
exciseman by a diet in the leg, fired the other pistol fall at him as he lay 
on the ground. * 

“ Oh, you sanguinary villain,” exclaimed the exciseman, as fas lay on 
the grass, unhurt, however, by the second shot “ Do you want to take 
myHfcf” 
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11 1 do,” said the candid Jemmy. “ I've come here on purpose.” But 
seeing that the exciseman vas about to lire in his turn, Skelton having 
done all that opportunity offered, and being extremely careful of his own 
person, dropped his pistols and bolted from the ground with the utmost 
precipitation. The assembled multitude laughed so loud that they could 
not hoot him, and Jemmy ran too fast to allow them a chance of bringing 
him back to place him under fire. 

These encounters alternated fiom grave to gay. One of the saddest 
occurred in the year 1808, in connection with the polling at Wexford. 
It has not been noticed by Sheridan's biographers that he was a candidate 
for Wexford in that year. lie was, however, only nominally so; his 
name was put up, but he did not attend, nor did lus friends exeit them- 
selves. All the polling lay between Colclough and Alcock. At the 
hustings, many electors who had promised their votes to the latter, 
treacherously tendered them to the foimer. Alcock called on his friend, 
yet opponent, to reject these votes ; but Colclough, anxious, of course, to 
be at the head of the poll, accepted them with alacrity, and thanked the 
rascals with much satiiical gratitude. This so exasperated Alcock that 
he sent a challenge to his adversary, which was couched in Buch terms 
that Colclough, according to the ideas of those days, could not possibly 
decline it. The men wore not only friends, but their families were 
united in bonds of friendship too. Two of the members of those families 
were, if we mistake not, united in more tender bonds than those of friend- 
ship, or this electioneering drama would not have terminated so fatally. 
The two friends, accompanied as was the custom by troops of those who 
called themselves their fiiends, met near the quaint and ancient-looking 
city. They were as courteous to each other as if offence had neither been 
given, taken, or understood. There was no malice between them ; but 
what was then called “honour" had been wounded, and when such 
damage had been done it was always repaired by murder, or an attempt 
at it. The two friends fired, Colclough clapped his hand to his side, fell 
back dead, and “ lionoui ” was satisfied. The conclusion pronounced by 
some of the spectators, of “ there's an end to that matter,” was, however, 
not the true one. Alcock, unharmed in body, had received such a mental 
shock at seeing his friend lying stark dead on the turf, that he was more 
to be pitied than the poor fellow he had so swiftly and suddenly slain. 
Assuredly, his condition was worse than that of the dead man; for he 
speedily sank into an imbecility from which he never recovered. Nor 
did the consequences end there. Alcock's suiter, after mourning the con- 
dition of such a brother, might have met the world and its sunlight again, 
when the shadow of her great sorrow had passed away; but the fact 
that such a dear brother bad shot her dearest friend, eclipsed the world 
and sunlight altogether, and the lady's mind unhappily perished long 
before the natural death of her body. 

Some one has said that a state of war is the natural state of man; pad 
in Ireland, at least, even infanta were brought up on such a principle, a* 
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late as tlie beginning of the present century. When Sir John Bourke and 
Amby Bodkin had.a*'fiei , tfe quarrel) arising partly out of an electioneering 
discussion) they met armed for the duello on the lawn in front of the 
baronet's house, near Glinsk. Neighbours were there, and tenants were 
there, and strangers who had heard of what was likely to be to the fore, 
were there also. All the household work was suspended, for all the 
servants had gathered together at a corner of the house, to see the master 
blaze awny, and blow out Amby Bodkin's brains. The very nursery 
yielded its representatives. The house-steward had hastened thither just 
before the duel commenced, and taking Bourke's delighted little Bon by 
the hand, ran with him down to the lawn, where the too zealous steward 
hoisted him on to his shoulder, that he might “ see papa fight 1 ” It was 
a rare sight, and the boy crowed and clapped his hands from his elevation 
above the heads of the people. Not only the principals, but the seoonds 
took part in the bloody fray. Each principal and his two friends delivered 
their fire simultaneously. As the Bmoke blew away Amby Bodkin and a 
second on either side were seen Rtretched on the ground, with holes in 
their carcases, and some angry blood flowing therefrom. But Sir John 
was erect, unscathed, and hilarious. The wounded were attended to, the 
spectators dispersed, and the baronet and his more immediate friendB went 
into the house for luncheon and claret ; and the little boy who was with 
them, and had holiday for the remainder of the day, was enabled to 
gather from their discourse, what a merry and honourable thing it was to 
mutilate two or three gentlemen on a lawn, on a fine Bpring morning. 

Probably, the most remarkable example of Irish electioneering pecu- 
liarities is to be found in the story of the contest for Castlebar, county 
Mayo, — a contest which excited much antagonistic feeling some half 
century ago, and which is well remembered and briskly talked of in the 
locality even now. It is as frequently referred to as the famous 44 Castle- 
bar Races," a name given to the strategic movement of the French under 
General Humbert, when the Marquis of Ormonde appeared in sight of the 
town with the express purpose of accelerating their movements. 

For this pleasant little town, a candidate offered himself in the person 
of a well-esteemed gentleman of the neighbourhood, named Brown. His 
success seemed certain, for there was no opposition; but Brovrp had a 
friend, and an Irish friend being always disposed to render things lively 
and pleasant, the one in question (his name was Bingham) offered himself 
to the electon, as the opponent of Brown. This was looked upon as an 
exceedingly lively move, all the more so as Bingham's prospects became 
at once brighter than Brbwn's, and mischief was likely to be one of the 
much-coveted consequences. 

Brown, indeed, looked serious ; but mutual and vivarioua friends 
resolved that matters should bo made agreeable to gentlemen and custom, 
and they accordingly intimated to Brown that, if he would snoceed, be 
most do the proper thing, namely, call Bingham out, and shoot him dead 
upon the spot Now Brown had some foolish little scruples, and if he had 
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listened to them, and weakly yielded to considerations of humanity, 
morality, and the sixth commandment, the whole fun of an election would 
have been damaged altogether. Brown and Bingham were intimate 
friends ; Bingham had a perfect right to contest Castlebar with Brown ; 
the two things considered, Brown saw that he would be perfectly justified 
in calling Bingham out and shooting him if he could. 

Both were pleasant fellows, as well as hearty friends, and it was as 
difficult a matter for Brown to pick a quarrel and fasten it upon a man, 
is it waa for Bingham to take offence, when none was intended. Yet the 
thing must be accomplished, or dull indeed would be the election time 
in the good town of Castlebai . Brown meditated and hesitated, but he 
was told that, like Macbeth's little affair, it not only must be done, but it 
could be done well only by being done quickly. Brown did not lack 
courage ; what he wanted was an excuse : but an Irishman's invention is 
a marvellous machine, and Brown's was in full and efficient play, as he 
sauntered into the Castlebar club-room and saw Bmgham writing a letter, 
at a table adjacent to a window which looked into a field, or garden. 
Brown walked slowly up to the writer, who was quite unconscious of his 
adversary's approach, and leaning over him, Baid very distinctly and 
unpleasantly : — 

“ Bingham ; you lie ! " 

Bingham locked up with mingled astonishment and fierceness, and 
then, addressing the members of the club (who were scattered about the 
room), ax if he could soarcely believe his own ears, — 

u My Q — d, gentlemen 1 did you hear that ? And I that never spoke 
to him 1'* 

M Never mind, Bingham," said Brown. 11 If you didn't speak a lie, 
you were thinking one l " 

Bingham mas a sensible man, quite amenable to reason, and he recog- 
nised the propriety and tendency of things at once. A man could not 
fight unless offence was given, and another could not fight unless the offence 
was taken. Brown had been clever enough to give it; Bingham was 
reasonable enough to take it. The logical sequence was that a duel was 
inevitable, and that all Castlebar would be delighted to witness it. 

Whqp pistols had been procured — and they, as a matter of course, at 
an election time, of all others, were w handy " or M convenient," — the rival 
candidates descended to the field or garden behind the house, where the 
delighted members and as many of the townsfolk as had heard of what 
was to take place, were assembled. All the usual formalities having been 
gone through with the usual oeremonious politeness, the two friends, each 
bent on shooting the other, were placed at a distance of twenty paces, with 
liberty to advance on each other, and to five when either thought that 
titno, opportunity, and the devil, who presides at this sort of murder, were 
likely to be in his favour. 

The adversaries stood motionless for a moment at theextoomedfotanoy, 
after the word was given to does; then they moved slowly, each keeping 
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his eyes fixed on. those of his antagonist, but neither of them taking aim, 
for by this time* to take aim in a duel was deliberately to commit or 
at least to intend murder. When half the intervening distance had been 
got over, Bingham, the more impatient combatant of the two, suddenly 
raised his arm, fired, and widely missed. He saw at once that he had 
lost the election. Brown, raising his* pistol, exclaimed, — “ Bingham, 
I’ll shoot you ! ” 

" Shoot and be d d! 1 ' cried Bingham, in return, with all the 

expletive emphasis that was in fashion fifty years ago, from Carlton House 
to Connemara. 

Brown was far from being such a fool as to follow the ill-meant counsel. 
With a sort of triumphant laugh, he raised his pistol in the air, and fired 
at what Mr. Carlyle calls “ the Cathedral of Immensities/* Hq had won 
the election, and Mr Bingham was highly disgusted. 

He had won the election ; for, had Brown shot Bingham, he would 
probably have been compelled to retire from the hot though temporary 
pursuit of tlie law, and if Bingham survived the wound inflicted, he 
would necessarily come in by force of the sympathies of all the electors. 
But here was his friend and adversary, Brown, who had given him his 
life, and the law of chivalry would not allow of his opposing a man to 
whom he was indebted for such a boon. Bingham accordingly retired, 
and Brown was elected without opposition. The successful candidate was 
thoroughly convinced that there was no such process for getting rid of an 
opponent as calling him out, and not shooting him. But this conviction 
overlooked the circumstanoe that Bingham might net have missed when 
he fired at Brown. To obviate all possibility of failure in future, the 
former took to the practice of pistol-shooting at a mark, as the most 
important preparation for successfully obtaining the votes of an enlightened 
constituency. 

Indeed, a knowledge of pistol-practice and everything connected there- 
with was not only necessary in order to get a man into the old Irish 
parliament, but also to keep him there. A candidate was never sure of 
getting through a canvass without being challenged to the field. He was 
a lucky man if he lived through the polling days without being, at least, 
disabled. If he gained the election, the losing opponent was pretty sure 
to ahape things so as to have a shot at and with him, and thereby have at 
least the chanoe of creating a vacancy. If he was the loser in the oon- 
test, he had the same end in view ; and, in short, few men gained aoeess 
to the Irish House, save by the ordeal of fire. The access being gained, it 
was sometimes difficult to keep a footing there without the exercise of the 
utmost discretion. Ho senators made such vociferous claim for freedom 
of debate as the Irish members; but they had the greatest disgust for 
freedom of comment. The simplest remark uttered while a member was 
speaking, was at the extreme peril of the commentator. There wag not a 
parliamentary orator in the Irish House, who claimed so much liberty of 
S Ste fthw i on hie own part, and resented freedom of tegument on the part 
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of those who replied to him, as Hely Hutchinson. On one occasion, he 
was making the house in College Green ring with the echoes of his voice, 
most of the members deaf with the thunder of his vociferation, and some 
few listeners aghast at the fierceness of his spirit, and the marvellous 
irrationality of his logic. Dr. Lucas availed himself of a moment when 
Hely paused to draw breath, and he then 6aid quietly, and without any 
distinct intention of being beard by Hutchinson, or any other person 
“ Rest, rest, perturbed spirit ! ” Had lie shrieked, “ Hour yer tongue, 
ye blaggard 1 ” Ilely could not huve been more exasperated. Hely’s 
friends, of course, took his view of the offence — they would have taken any 
view that was to lead to a 11 meeting ” in the Phoenix Park ; — and Dr. 
Lucas would have lost his Bocial position if he had not accepted the 
challenge which ensued. The respectively foolish parties met, accordingly, 
but the affair was not very lively, inasmuch as it was not deadly and 
exciting, for the parties left the field as they entered it, and all parties, the 
spectators included, seemed to think they had had their morning's trouble 
for nothing. 

Hely Hutchinson, in or out of parliament, was one of the most pro- 
voking of human beings. At the hustings, or in the senate, he was equally 
a terror to peaceful people, and his sons so nearly resembled their sire 
that, at one Irish election time, he and these three sons were, on the same 
day, engaged in duels l On another occasion, Hutchiuson challenged the 
old Attorney-General Tisdale, but Tisdale declined : — " If I should kill 
you,” said the aged lawyer, “ I should get nothing but tho pleasure of 
killing you ; whereas, if you kill me, you will get my place of Secretary 
of State, of which you have the reversion. 1 ’ Hely’s rapacity was 
notorious ; and this provoBt of Dublin is said, in a political crisis, to 
have squeezed from Lord Townshend a majorship of dragoons, the duties 
of which were performed by a deputy 1 Lord North took correct measure 
of this famous Irish M.P., and befoie introducing him to George the 
Third, told the King, in words that have never been forgotten : — M Mr. 
Hutchinson is a man on whom if your Majesty was pleased to bestow the 
United Kingdom, he would ask the Isle of Man as a potato-garden.” 

Nothing could well be more off-hand os well as mom high-lian^ed 
thou the way in which some of the Irish elections were carried on in the 
last century. In 1790, there was an election at Ballymakill. The 
borough had been a corrupt and enslaved pocket-borough time out of 
mind. The candidates were Sir Jonah Barrington and the Marquis of 
Drogheda. The latter, disregarding the electors, made sure of the 
retuming-ofEcer. This worthy person’s name was French, and he was so 
well manipulated by his lordship, that he very speedily made things com- 
fortable for his employer. He received six votes for his lordship, disallowed 
all those that were tendered for Barrington, and at the end of an hour or 
two, ^olared that the Marquis of Drogheda had been duly elected by a 
twyonty of the electors of the enlightened borough of Ballymakill. 

The Earl of Aldborough acted even more imprudently than the 
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Marquis of Drogheda. Two brothers pi*esented themselves for the 
honour of representing the constituents of Baltinglas. Before the elec- 
tion for a member, it was necessary that a returning-officer should be 
elected by the proper corporate authorities. Lord Aldborough put up 
his sister, Lady Harriet Stratford, for that office. Although the lady 
obtained only a minority of votes, that corporate minority pronounced 
her to have been legally chosen, and she was installed at the hustings. 
The ilouted majority Bet up their officer and candidates in another port 
of the borough. Each officer made a return of the due election, — Lady 
Harriet, of Lord Aidborough’s two friends, and the male returning-officer, 
of the two brothers. Baltinglas had never seen such a “ row” as the one 
that ensued. There was not a head left whole in the borough that night, 
the heads of the whisky-barrels included. But might did not Bucceed in 
lording it over right. When the double return came before the House, 
that of the Aldborough White-Sergeant and her faction was declared to 
be illegal, and the two brothers took their seals, to the confusion of the 
Earl and Lady Harriet. 

Previous to the time when the question of Catholic Emancipation was 
to be finally discussed and decided, the Irish landlords depended, without 
hesitation, on their forty-shilling freeholders. It did not enter into the 
imagination of the former that such freeholders would ever dare to vote 
in opposition to their landlords; and, during a very long period, it os 
little entered into the conceptions of the freeholders that they Bhould risk 
“ eviction,” — which was the one word for destruction and death, — by 
audaciously voting contrary to the will of the lords of the land. 

At the election in 1826, wheu Emancipation was the popular electoral 
cry, and Protestant Ascendency , the wish, if not the battlc-Bhout, of the 
owners of estates, the ties between the latter and their tenants became 
suddenly loosed. There was an open and universal rebellion of the 
forty-shilling bondsmen, and their conduct drove some of their masters 
well-nigh mad. Up near Curraghmore, lay the old Marquis of Waterford, 
in a dying state, but easy in his mind touching one circumstance, the 
return of his brother, Lord George Beresford, for the borough of Currngh- 
more. The Marquis had returned his brother, again and again, without 
opposition. Indeed, had he been opposed, the freeholders would not have 
dreamed of supporting his adversary ; and for such adversary to put in 
an appearance in the election time of 1826 was reckoned among things 
impossible. Lord George, himself, was popular, and the sole objection 
that his constituents could ever make against him,— and that, confidentially, 
to eaah other,— was that he was a staunch Protestant and invariably voted 
against the u Catholics.” But that objection was the one peg on which 
the whole forty-shilling-freehold revolutionary movement depended ; and 
to give practical force and application to it, an opponent to Lord George 
Beresford appeared in the very unwelcome person of Mr. Villiers Stewart 

Lord George could scarcely believe his senses; and the Marquis 
turned painfUlly in his bed, moved more by disgust at the audacity, 
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tbafi by disquietude for the possible results. The forty-shilling free- 
faolden hud always followed their landlords, and would do so now. 
Ltttd George oeased to wonder, and the Marquis gradually fretted 
himself into a quiescent state of sulky confidence. 

But it Boon became apparent that not only every qualified tenant on 
hk estate, but even all of his own servants who had the right of voting, 
would exercise their privilege against their lord and master. One by 
one," — canvassed by Lord George, or interrogated by the Marquis as he 
lay, feeble and querulous, on bis bed, — one by one intimated that his vote 
would be given rather according to the bidding of the priest than according 
to that of the lord of the demesne. The Marquis was in sore dejection 
and misery, at the prospect of the downfall of his influence, when hia eye 
fell, one day, on the person of his old huntsman, Manton. This much- 
honoured official had no leisure to trouble himself about politics or church 
service. If Heaven had made him a huntsman, it waB his bounden duty 
to look after hounds and kennel, horses and stable, the beer-cellar and 
himself. He had a voice that rendered the wood-echoes musical, the 
pack jubilant, and Reynard panic-stricken. Old Manton had no will of 
his own ; his will was his lord’s, just as his forty-shilling freehold was. 
The Marquis had no doubt of this fact, as he saw the old huntsman 
standing at the threshold of the sick lord’s chamber; and he bade his 
servant enter. * 

MantoU obeyed, but not with such alacrity as usual, and as he thtust 
the handle of his riding-whip into his mouth, and looked sheepish and 
embarrassed, the Marquis almost distrusted the most faithful of his 
followers. 

44 Manton,” said he, feebly, 44 you will not serve me as the rest are 
doing ? You will vote for Lord George ? " 

41 Well, my lord,” answered Manton, with increasing embarrassment 
of manner, 41 you see long life to your lordship I ” 

44 Long life ! ” murmured the infirm peer, 44 alas I ” 

44 You’ll do well yet, my lord,” said Manton; but as the Marquis 
pressed the all-important question, the huntsman grew more decided but 
not less respectful, and, without giving weight to the reflection that he 
was perilling both his plaoe and freehold tenure, he exolaimed : 44 God 
bless you, my lord, whatever way things go 1 I’d go to the world’s end 
to serve you in any other way but this ; but you see, my lord, there’s 
one thing I can’t do at all. I can’t vote against the old country and the 
old religion.” 

Local tradition says that this speech canoed the old lord to burst into 
tears. His very henchman, as it were, bad resolved to be treacherous. 
The humiliated peer was pierced to the heart, at the thought of &oW low 
the once powerful Beresfords had Men, and of how little comparative 
Importance they were in the eyes of their own dependant*. The wounded 
pride would have been solaced, had Lord George triumphed, but such 
balm waa not vouchsafed to the Marquis. Villiera Stewart was retained, 
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the defeat of the Beresfords was complete. Their influence, their prestige, 
was destroyed for ever, and the sick old peer took up his bed and walked. 
Ill aa he was, he abandoned Curroghmore, and never again returned to the 
place where his rule had once been so unquestioned, but where it had 
now perished for ever. 

The revolt of tbe forty-shilling freeholders is fully illustrated in this 
single inoident ; but it was universal } wherever it was necessary, they 
went against their landlords. By such aotion they carried Catholic 
emancipation; and political gratitude was never so unpleasantly exem- 
plified as in the fact that the candidates who were returned by their 
votes, acquiesced, in 1829, in the proposal to deprive them of their 
franchise. Such deprivation had become, perhaps, a political necessity. 
The freeholders were like the insect which, having delivered its sting, 
straightway expires. 

Some of the few worthy members of the old Irish parliament were not 
exempt from political inconsistency. Curran himself, a great stickler for 
purity, affords us an example. He first entered the House of Commons 
in Dublin as the nominee of Mr. Longfield, who was subsequently Lord 
Longueville. Curran sat for Kilbeggan, but he stipulated that his action 
should be entirely unshackled, and that the patron of the borough should 
not presume to influence his vote. Mr. Longfield, looking upon the 
stipulation as a formality for the case of Curran's conscience, consented. 
A time came, however, when the nominee's vo$e highly displeased the 
putron, and a quarrel ensued. Curran could not resign his seat, for 
Irish members had not then the opportunity which the stewardship of the 
Chiltem Hundreds affords to legislators desirous of withdrawing from the 
responsibility of making laws. The honourable member for Kilbeggan, 
nevertheless, had a remedy for the difficulty. The independent Irish 
patiiot offered to purchase a borough and a representative for it who 
should never vote but in accordance with Mr. Longfield's directions I 

The candidates for seats in the parliament which had to pronounce on 
the question of the Union, were bound by strict pledges to their respective 
constituencies to vote for the country, whatever measure might be 
proposed. When these candidates became members, no one produced 
such mingled feelings of Bcorn and merriment as an obscure representative 
who offered to vote for the Union, on termB which he had put down in 
writing. The Government agreed to the terms, but refused to sign any 
written agreement. The member suspecting that this circumstance indicated 
treachery, made a violent speech against the Union. The last words were 
on his Ups, when a treasury messenger placed in his hands the agreement « 
he had required, duly signed and sealed. He glanced at it, concluded his 
advene speech in the spirit in which he had begun it, and a few minutes 
after voted fir the Union I As many people laughed at at cried against 
this proceeding, which served Ireland better than it pleased Irishmen. 
Rut the vote, if we mistake not, obtained a peerage for him who gave it 
The Government rewarded deeds and disregdhied words. 
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Hot deeply the constituencies of the sister island felt and resented 
f£be conduct of such of their representatives as voted for the union of the 
kingdoms, may be traced in the legends and feelings which still linger in 
country localities. The bitterness of feeling, indeed, has lingered in other 
breasts than those of the common and easily-exasperated people. Grattan's 
con, himself a candidate for election, and some time a member of Parlia- 
ment, was not ashamed, in his father's biography, to tickle the ears of 
Irish electors, by adding this awful passage to the literature of assassina- 
tion : — “ If two or three courtiers," lie says, “ liod been killed, the Union 

might have been prevented However, these were not the 

olden times, as in Rome, when a patriot drew his sword and killed a 
magistrate ; then, brandishing it, appealed to the people that he had slain 
a traitor. Unquestionably, Lord Clare and Lord Castlereagh deserved to 
die. , . . Some weak old woman might have called * murder ! ' but 

it would have been the deed of a Biutus." 

Here was a “ sic semper tyrannis! ” utteied to catch votes; but it 
hardly fell m with the spirit of electors. Of the old spirit of violence and 
of fun there is not much left ; there peihaps survives more of the old 
spirit of the former than of the latter. Indeed, a spiiit of real, downright 
fun never existed at all in Ireland. It is one of the patent mistakes of 
diam&tists and novel-writers to exhibit the Irish Kelt as a jolly fellow. 
His nature is nearly the reverse ; he iB alternately fierce and desponding, 
and exceptionally madly gay. It is only in remote districts that a violent 
spirit still prevails, in a few landlords as well as in a few tenants. We have 
heard of one lord who, just before the recent election, threatened every 
tenant, who should fail to vote as his landlord would have him, with eviotion. 
Such a threat may bring the utterer under a sentence of death, issued from 
a “ Ribbon lodge ; ” and such a sentence is as sure to be carried out os doom 
itself. But this landlord is a dauntless and foreseeing man, and he is said 
to have made a will, whereby the legatee is diiected, under certain penalties, 
and in case of the legator's death by violence, to evict every tenunt fiom 
the estate who has voted against the landlord's directions and interests. 

We may point to the riots at Nottingham at the end of June in the 
present year by way of proof that there is as much violence and as little 
fun m electioneering riots in England as there have ever been in Ireland. 
In the latter country the excessive interest which was once felt by a certain 
class of electors in the triumph of a particular candidate has ceased, and 
that for a particular reason. Although competitive examinations have 
neither crushed intrigue nor suppressed jobbery, they have been a great 
* boon to Irish Members. Nearly every Irish elector used to pester the 
successful candidate for whom he had voted, for a place for bti son, or 
some more distant kinsman. It is imppsaible to conceive the annoyance 
to which Irish Members were formally exposed in this respect, end the 
downright lying to which it compelled them. To all applications 

now, they oan put forth the simple truth, that no places are, in these day^ 
acquired except by those oofcpetijdve examinations. 
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For the last half century, another social improvement has been much 
to the benefit of* candidates. No aspirant to legislative honours goes 
to the poll with the possibility of having to fight a duel, or wins an election 
with the almost certainty of having to stand fire. Duelling, as the resource 
of honourable men, receiv&l its first shock in Ireland in the year 1788, 
when Robert Keen met Nugent Reynolds and shot him dead as Reynolds 
was courteously raising his hat to him, before the time for firing. When 
Reynolds’s second, Flunket, cried out against such “murder," Keen's 
second, his brother Henry, fired at him, with the remark, “ If you don’t 
like it, take that ! 11 Robert Keen' was very properly hanged for this 
cowardly assassination. Duelling, thenceforth, took so much the guise of 
murder that some honourable men who did not decline to go out, either fired 
,iu the air, or refused to fire at all, after receiving the shot of their 
adversary. In 1790, Hobart, the secretary to the Lord Lioutcnant, on 
being called upon to return Curran’s fire, simply asked if Mr. Curran was 
satisfied : “ I reg/et, said the latter, that you have taken this advantage ; 
but you have made it impossible for me not to bo satisfied.’’ 

Several years later, in 1815, the humane Major Hillas was challenged 
by one of the old class of “ ruffianly gentlemen.” The quarrel may have 
been aggravated by political antipathies, but its immediate cause arose 
out of a dissension touching a question of wreck and salvage. The major 
went to the ground in a full suit of mourning, and he was brave man 
enough to say to the assembled crowd : — “ I am sorry that the mis- 
taken laws of honour oblige me to come here and defend myself; and I 
declare to God I have no animosity to man or woman on the face of the 
earth." They cast lots for “ first fire,” and the devil, who is ever busy in 
these matters, gave it to Fenton. The same devil pointed Fenton’s pistol, 
and Major HillaB was carried from the field a corpse. A year later, the 
great duellist Dillon, who in most of his 11 affairs ” had had Ben Kane for 
his “ friend," had the latter in front of him as principal, instead of at his 
side as second, and Dillon fell dead, nearly on the spot where his father, 
an accomplished duellist, had fallen dead before him. The immediate 
causes of many duels in Ireland were only the consequences of political 
antagonisms which had raged more or less violently at some previous 
election period. In those old election days in Ireland, there was nothing 
so common as loss of life — nothing so thoroughly enjoyed by the people as 
a public duel and much bloodshed. the recent election, all people 
worthy of respect in the sister island were desirous that the contest of 
1865 might pass over peaceably. How different this feeling is from that 
which prevailed in the last century, will best be shown by an extract from 
a private letter written at Newry in 1774:—“ Our election," says the 
writer, “goes on with the greatest spirit. Last night a poor fellow was 
killed, and four or five persona are in confinement for the murder." 
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Owe almost airless day in May last the yacht D— Bailed, or rather 
drifted, round the point of Taormina. Through the long hours of a 
sweltering morning, we who were on board had counted the minutes till 
that point should be turned, and till the flank of Etna should be displayed 
far enough to reveal the source of a long flat bank of smoke which hung 
a couple of thousand feet or so below the summit. When we at last came 
within view, four or five dark curls lazily winding upwards from the pine- 
forest to the smoke-bank were alone visible, a mere multiplication of 
what may be seen well nigh every day rising from the crater of Vesuvius. 
The disappointment was grievous; and in our haste we said that the 
eruption of Etna either had never been, or at leaBt was a thing of the past. 
But that evening, while we were lounging sadly in the cabin, a sound for 
the moment inexplicable called us upon deck. Imagination transformed 
it afterwards into a muffled explosion ; yet at the time it was not until 
after we had heard it once or twice repeated that it could be distinguished 
clearly from the noise made by the boom, checked suddenly by the sheet, 
os it swayed backward and forward in unison with the long roll of the 
vessel. Presently, however, the sound grew louder, its iteration became 
more frequent, and then as though a crust were broken through by a 
mighty effort came a sharp burst, and from out of a glow which reddened 
all the mountain side stones shot into the air, darting upwards for hun- 
dreds of feet, sometimes in masses and sometimes* in succession, but by 
their size and the brilliancy of their light always distinct each from the 
other, even at the long distance of fifteen miles from which we were 
looking. For hours, at intervals varying from a few minute* to half-an- 
hour at a time, these bursts, followed by the dashing bouquets of stones, 
jarred the stillness of the night ; but gradually they 'became rarer and less 
violent ; and by the morning Etna had sunk again into uppnTent rest, and 
again the row of smoke-curls alone suggested a possible activity. We 
had Been enough, however, to oompd a visit to the eruption, and a few 
mornings later we*set out, four in number, from Catania by the coast road 
for Piedimonte, the town whence the craters and the lava stream are 
most easily reached. 

The neighbourhood of Catania is a strange mixture of pleasant Verdure 
and of ghastliness. No soil is more fertile than that fermed by disintegrated 
lava, and the vast sides of Etna ar€ Belted round by ferests of oak and 
chestnut, by fields of corn? hy vineyards and olive gsoves, and by gardens 
tliiok with orange-trees and lemons. Round Catania itself is perhaps the 
very richest district of the whole region; in most directions every inch of 
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ground is cultivated, and the strength of the crops and their freedom from 
weeds attest at once' tjie kindliness of the soil and the thoroughness of the 
hand-labour which is spent upon it ; while nature, forbidden to riot in the 
open spaces, covers in her exuberance the road-sides, the fiagments of 
waste ground, and even the walls, with a mantle of many-coloured flowers, 
and contrives to nourish apricots and olives out of the same earth which 
produces flax and wheat. Suddenly after miles of this bewildering colour, 
oppressive to the eye in its brilliancy, the traveller will come upon a tract 
of ashes, into which he sinks ankle-deep, where the trees are sticks, and 
the thinness of the vegetation shows the newness of its existence ; or, as can 
be seen within a mile of the city itself, he may find himself in a harsh waste 
of lava unaoftened by the wear of nearly six centuries, and still a mere 
stream of slag crawled over here and there by an atrophied prickly 
pear yellow for lack of nourishment; and sometimes even from among 
the densest masses of plants a carious pinnacle of lava, wooed in vain 
by convolvulus or by vino, will jut forth to take all brightness out 
of the landscape by its incapacity to receive cither light or shadow on its 
leaden surface. But it is in the closely strewn villages that there is most 
of volcanic grimness. The houses are chiefly built of lava, and nothing 
can exceed in ghastliness the sombre effect of blue-black walls and blue- 
black pavement, except the effort which the churches and the houses of 
more pretension make to be clieoiTul by having their larger surfaces 
white - washed, and lcstraining the use of lava to the corners and to 
the edges of the windows. Somehow these churches and houses affect 
the mind much as do the skeletons which, arranged in gay dresses, grin 
in rows of glass cases along the walls of vaults under the Capuchin 
monasteries* of Sicily. Fortunately, there is one road along which the 
towns and villages, from being built of a warm yellow tufa, avoid 
this dreariness of aspect; and it was this which, after crossing the still 
barren lava of J.381, we pursued along the coast and past Aci Hcalo 
towards the town nearest to the scene of eruption. The journey is long ; 
and it was not till the evening that the apparition of our carriage drew 
all the women of Piedimofite to their windows, and attracted all the men 
in Our wake till we stopped opposite the cate and gossipping centre of the 
little town. Fiedimonte is distant four miles of hill from the post-road, 
and though, strangely enough for Sicily, it can be reached itself by 
carriage, the carriage-road soon ceases beyond. It has no inn, however 
mean; and probably, until the eruption broke out, the only event in its 
history was the passage through it of a foreigner once in a generation. It 
is easy therefore to imagine how many .hands grasped the handle of tho 
carriage door, how many tongues sor earned salutation, how many questions 
— or rather it is not easy to imagine the number of questions which 
poured in a continuous cataract into uncomprehending ears, and by what 
waging waves of men we were borne into the cate. It is hard to guess 
whet might have been our face at the hands of thgse well-intentioned but 
•omewjbat lively Sicilians, had we not fortunately brought a letter to an 
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obliging inhabitant of the place, a certain Don Antonio Mufaraci, who 
with Tost good nature has devoted himself to the calling of amateur 
lodging finder, horse hirer, and general expedition organizer for the 
strangers who have invaded Piodimonte in no small quantity during the 
winter and spring. He was in the caf<£ at the moment, and straightway, 
before I had half finished my self-introductory speech, seized me by both 
hands, wrung them violently, tucked my arm under his — a ceremony 
which, so far as my experience serves; a Sicilian always goes through 
when he intends to be particularly kind — and just by way of getting 
possession of me to his own sole behoof, for like every one else he was too 
excited by the coming of a batch of new strangers to talk at first, marched 
into the Btreet, where he hurried up and down speechless, but tenderly 
nursing my arm. He soon recovered himself, and presently carried me 
off to see the place where we should remain for the hour or two which 
intervened between then and the time at which we ought to start The 
street was at this time nearly blocked in front of the caf£, and as X went away 
1 heard the same continuous questions waxing louder and louder in the 
vain attempts of the crowd to overcome the deafness which seemed to them 
tho only intelligible reason for the silence of my friends. When we were 
fairly ensconced in our lodgings, things were little better. To wash was 
impossible ; our clothes could only be surreptitiously changed ; the doors 
were permanently occupied by reliefs of men; the women, with more 
boldness, filed uninterruptedly through the rooms, veiling their curiosity 
under proffers of service ; and the children simply climbed upon the beds, 
and stayed there till our toilettes were finished, and the interest was trans- 
ferred to the dinner-table. In short, four commonplace foreigners excited 
almost as much curiosity, in a town within sight of steamer^ which pass 
well nigh every day, as is said to be displayed in nooks of the world where 
Europeans have never been seen before. All this might be amusing, 
but was inconvenient ; still, the memory which will connect itself longest 
with the people of Piedimonte is that of their kindness, so honest, so active, 
and so frank — a kindness, by the way, that, whatever their fault in other 
respects, the country-folks of Southern Italy always keep ready for the 
ptmnger whoni they have not been so unfortunate as to rob before they 
have had the opportunity of making his acquaintance. 

. The time of our rest affords a natural break, and I may be permitted 
therefore to use the opportunity in giving some notices of the topography of 
the eruption. Etna is, as every one knows, an isolated mountain, almost abso- 
lutely circular in plan, and of vast size. From its base, eighty-seven miles 
in circumference, its sides rise in a nearly regular slope to an undulating 
plateau of considerable extent, about a thousand feet below the top of the 
cone, which springs immediately from it. One exception there is to the 
even course of ascent, where the great trough of the Val del Bore, partly 
boring into the mountain and partly hewn out of its aide, presents its 
more abrupt walls to the sea. Otherwise the contour is only varied hy an 
infinity of minor cones, some insignificant, others olnimiry the dignity of 
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considerable hills, which are scattered all round in certain numbers, but 
which lie chiefly on the southern face. These mark the seats of successive 
eruptions — for the great cone itself, though always smoking, is rarely the 
source of any great lava current — and by their curious appearance, like 
limpets on a rock, as well as by the variety of their colour, sometimes 
strong red, sometimes ashen grey, sometimes green from abundant verdure, 
impait its distinctive character to the mountain. The most destructive 
lava floods have run from those which look in the direction of Catania, 
but the rearward face of the mountain, no doubt, from the comparative 
thinness of the walls of the crater towards the east, is that which has been 
most frequently ravaged, and the last eruption which threatened the southern 
slopes broke out above Nicolosi in 1780. Since then the centre of activity 
seems to have permanently shifted to the north-east, relieving itself gene- 
rally through the Val del Bove, and now, in this last eruption, from craters 
situated on a sort of rudimentary ridge which follows a north-eastei ly 
line towards the sea from the north-eastern corner of the plateau. These 
craters are at an elevation of about six thousand feet — that is to say, close 
upon the upper limit of the pine-forests, and being on the crest of the 
ridge, can pour their lava to the east, or by a nearly northerly path, 
towards the towns of Linguagrossa and riedimonte, which however the 
stream has never yet approached. It was on the night of the 30th January 
that the eruption began, after a series of warnings given at intervals since 
the month of July, 18G3, by the opening of a fissure a mile and a half 
long, from which burst the contents of the choking mountain with extra- 
ordinaiy rapidity of movement. During the first six days the lava 
ploughed its way in an easterly direction, through the forest, at the rate of 
twenty feet in the minute, falling at one place over a rock in a cataract of 
liquid fire ; and though after a while its pace diminished sensibly, it had 
yet traversed fully nine miles by the middle of February. Towards the 
end of March the lava had ceased to move, and the action of the craters, 
which now formed the centres of distinct cones, seemed to be suspended, 
when suddenly a fresh stream gushed forth with new violence, and ran 
due north towards Piedimonte. It was the latter stream which was still 
moving in May, and it was this accordingly that we visited. By reason 
of the quantity of lava which has been disgorged, no less than because of 
its duration, this eruption must be ranked among those of the severest clasp. 
Owing, however, to its position so high up on the mountain side, and to die 
distance which the lava had to travel before it could reach cultivated 
ground, it has as yet inflicted no damage commensurate with its seriousness, 
and probably will die out before any cultivated ground has been reached 
by the second current at any rate. Some, though not much, cultivation 
was destroyed by the original easterly river. 

The existence of a natural curiosity has always a somewhat amusing 
effect upon the minds of the people in its neighbourhood. They begin by 
endowing it with mysterious and awful attributes. They elevate it to die 
position of a fetish ; then, when they find that it can be approached with* 



182 


ETNA* IN ERUPTION* 


out death, when familial ity has even dissipated terror, instead of easting 
it from its throne, they assume lather that peculiar privileges attach to 
the fact of neighbourhood, that strangers can only venture near with Bafety 
after the performance of many rites, and even so only with circumspection 
and in the company of many privileged ones. But there is a method in 
this madness. Personal and local vanities are flattered, and a door is 
opened besides to the inflow of much solid gain. It would have been too 
much to expect the good folks of Picdimonte to have been the sole 
exception to so unvarying a rule. Nor were they. To each man were to be 
his guide and his horse, and to each guide his mule ; men were to go with 
lanterns before, men were to follow with provisions after; men were to 
come before and after because it seemed good unto them. We were to 
stait at ten o’clock at night. Strange penalties, the moic terrible that 
they were entirely unexplained, were to be incurred if we Bet forth later, 
and equally stiangc risks were to be met if we did not bivouack for the last 
hours of darkness in the gloom of a pinc-uood, where we were threatened 
notwithstanding with a couple of hours of intense cold. Between this 
complexity in the arrangements and the multitude of our followers, we 
fully undei stood, as we filed out of Piediinonte, that we were engaged upon 
• an expedition of much seriousness; nor did the wild aspect of the party 
tend to weaken the idoa. The narrow path by which we began to mount 
the hill-side lay in utter obscurity between the high walls which enclosed 
it on either hand ; but the slanting moonlight, as it trickled through the 
trecB, flecked here and there a horse's head, just revealed what Beemed 
like great packs fastened to the saddles, and showed in high relief against 
the grey green light the forms of a long line of men, some in cloaks and 
lofty peaked hoods, others in jackets and sombreros, others again in low 
sailor-like hats, all alike picturesque and disreputable-looking ; men who 
might have been well taken for a gang of smugglers, and the more so for 
the silence which pervaded the party and the guides, apparently from 
choice as between the latter, and as between them and ourselves because 
of the impossibility of understanding the Sicilian dialect. 

The picturesqueness of the scene increased rather than diminished 
as we passed out of the cultivated tract into the oak a^d pine forests of 
the upper mountain ; but our enjoyment decreased in inverse proportion 
to the call for its exercise. Among their many assumptions, our good 
friends had chosen to assume that Englishmen cannot ride; so as they 
only possessed oxfe saddle in all the town, instead of putting under us 
rugs and sacks, they had laden the horses 1 backs with monstrous edifices 
of wood, used ordinarily for piling goods on, and then they had induced 
us, much protesting, to mount. They were frameworks toveifed with 
sacking, some two feet and a half across, square and flat-topped, hiding 
crosswise, there was no imaginable position in which the legs could be 
placed which relieved them from the pressure of ruthless edges, or which 
could save the thighs from being stretched sideways at right aogica to the 
body, a gymnastic attitude apparently easy to downs m a but 
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emphatically disagreeable to men without special education. In day- 
light the natives avoid the- difficulty by riding after the fashion of women ; 
but at night in a pine-forest we found the results of imitating them too 
serious in practice, and resigned ourselves to necessity till the torture 
compelled one after another to drop off his horse and exchange misery 
for the comparative happiness of stumbling over tree-roots, floundering 
into streams, and falling prostrate over rocks. Generally we felt our way 
through utter gloom ; but here and there, where the leafage was not too 
close to admit a fow rays of light, glows of unnatural red penetrated 
sparingly ; and once wc looked down an open valley, to where at the 
end the trees stood out darkly against a flare of brilliant flame-colour, 
which rising from the lava-stream interposed itself between us and the 
lower Bky. At length, at about two in the morning, we reached the most 
sombre spot of all the forest, where the ashen soil had drifted into hillocks, 
which had solidified through ages, and between which -were narrow scoops 
densely roofed by pines, the bare trunks of which shot up unbranching 
for fifty or sixty feet. Here, in a nook sheltered from the wind, wo 
halted till the first gleams of sunrise should enable us to clamber oyer the 
older lava, which had cooled by exposure during some months to the 
atmosphere. Groping by the dim light of lanterns, we collected materials 
for a fire, round which we all cast ourselves in n great circle, and soon 
for the most part sank in heavy sleep, spite of the weird beauty of the 
scene, — blackness that could be felt, except where the fitful light of the fire 
darted here and there amongst the huge trunks, and where through one 
small space above the Btars shone from behind a lurid veil ; in spite too 
of tho loud thunders of the mountain, which now seemed to roll from 
immediately by us. 

By half-past three the lurid tinge in the sky began to give place to a 
cooler light, and we at once put ourselves in movement. To have waited 
longer would have been to abandon the very object of our night journey — 
the sight of the craters before daylight should have dulled the full gran- 
deur of their fires. During the few minutes which the dawn required to 
sink from the uppp r heavens to the earth about us, we clambered over beds 
of black snow^parted from each other by ridges of ash, till ‘suddenly on 
cresting one of the latter a view broke upon us whioh, among the not few 
unusual views presented to me at different times by my good fbrtune, remains 
certainly one of the most marvellous. On one aide the Mediterranean in 
perfect calm stretched out into infinity, except where the long silhouette of 
tho Calabrian hills, by their sweeping outline rather adding to than taking 
from the repoae of the sea and air, rose in misty grey against the pale eBron 
of the olotidlesa sky. On the other, the snowy head of Etna, just visible 
over its massive shoulders, was touched already by the to ns onrisen son, 
and shone with transparent rose-colour, which was repeated more faintly 
■on the steam floating gently upwards from its top. On either aide the 
most exquisite repose; but in the centre, right before us, and not a quarter 
of a mile away, a hideous misshapen lump shut out half the Ay, whioh 
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was darkened far above and around by rushing volumes of red smoke and by 
darting curls of steam. From the side of this cone, broken down at the 
part nearest to us f shot upwards volleys of stones and flame, which, from 
the speed with which it was projected, was simply a straight-edged sheet'of 
•flare. Between us and the crater lay a waste of fresh lava, still sending 
forth jets of steam and quivering gas from every pore, leaden in its colour, 
and fantastic in its shapes, as is molten lead when thrown into water. 
Partly this had flowed from the crater over against us, partly from two 
others, one then quiescent, the Becond more active than that which was 
nearest to us, and both some distance further towards the upper slopes of 
the mountain. 

Far away to the left the united streams could be traced down a 
channel more than a mile in breadth, which they had cut through the 
forest, till turning a corner they precipitated themselves to a lower level 
in an ugly travesty of an ice-fall. The immediate foreground was occu- 
pied by the abrupt edge of the lava, bordered with burnt and half-burnt 
trees, some standing erect with every shred of foliage singed off them, some 
felled, cut round the bottom by the lava precisely as if by beavers. We 
sat long looking, but the first impression was the most vivid ; and as the 
morning grew, the effect of the eruption itself diminished greatly. Won- 
derful in truth as the scene was to ub, it must have been far more terrible 
to those who saw it earlier in the year. Then the spot where we 
stood in thorough safety was swept by frequent volleys; and if our 
guides 6poke truth, stones were hurled seven hundred yards or more 
in perpendicular height. The violence of the discharge from the crater 
had been for some time lessening, and in addition it varied much from 
day to day, even from hour to hour. In the night when we had 
sailed past, the eruption had for a time equalled in intensity its first 
vigorous gush ; but on the morning when we came to the spot it was 
perhaps almost at its lowest point ; and though during the first few minutes 
of our Htay some tremendous explosions took place, they soon declined, and 
grew milder and milder continuously till we left. There was however 
enough to let us see thoroughly how a volcano works, and imagination 
could easily make the noise more deafening, increase the volume of 
flame, enlarge the stones, and throw them somewhat higher and farther. 
The imagination, for that matter, could almost in some things exaggerate 
the burning of a great warehouse into the eruption of a volcano ; the 
flame and the smoke are there, and at the moment when the roof falls in 
the perpendicular burst upwards might give a faint notion of the manner 
in which the fire shoots from the crater ; and though there is no equi- 
valent for the doBe column of stones which is thrown up in the latter 
case, the beams cast hither and thither might distantly suggest the 
stray blocks which, instead of falling again into the gulf, are hurled 
outside to distances sometimes small and sometimes great. But that 
for which in common fires there is no analogy, however remote, is 
the regularity with which the phenomena repeat themselves ; a regularity 
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which suggests the idea that there is a great system of arteries within the 
earth, filled with funning -fire in place of blood, that one of the arteries 
has been eaten into by the progress of some horrid superficial tumour, and 
that with every pulsation of the great heart of the mountain its life spouts 
forth through the wound, as blood from the carotid artery of a man. A 
certain amount of fire, a certain number of stones, always issue from the 
crater; but once a mii^ute sometimes, sometimes more often, a -great gush 
leaps for several hundreds of feet into the air with hardly any warning to 
the eye, and sinks as suddenly again. It is then that the larger stonea are 
disgorged, in the midst* of a cloud of lesser ones which play up and down in 
the flame like the balls of which street acrobats keep five or bix in the air 
at once. If, however, these gushes take place without much notice to the 
eye, they are preluded at least to the ear by a hoarse roar like that made 
when flame is borne along in a confined space by a fierce draught, except 
that it includes besides a noise which is indescribable, but which declares 
itself at once to be that of the stoneB as they giind against one another in 
their helpless rush to the surface. The same noisd, but with nothing 
of volcanic vehemence, con be heard when the stones of a beach are 
dragged about by angry waves. 

After a while we attempted to clamber over the lava in the direction 
of the craters, but littlo was to be gained by going nearer, and we found 
the walking so disagreeable that we soon returned. In some places a 
coating of ashes oveilny the lava, and let the feet through into traps set 
with unpleasantly sharp comers. In others the surface was composed 
of loose fragments which had cracked off in cooling, or of crusts so 
thin that they gave way under the foot. To get on at all it was neces- 
rury to steady oneself with the hands, which were often scratched, and 
even cut, in Bimply taking hold of the projecting bits. But in abandoning 
the lava at this point we by no means limited our view of the eruption 
to the mere action of the crater ; the most interesting part of the visit 
was yet to come. In the first liquid rush of the second onrrent the lava 
issuing first from two, and then from all three craters, had flowed rapidly 
for about five miles, and then owing to some lull in the internal action 
which diminished the supply had slackened its pace, and finally ceased 
to move altogether. A short time afterwards, however, when the first 
lava had oooled too much to be pushed fifrward by any impulse from 
behind, the workings of the mountain recommenced, and a fresh river 
poured itself over the old stream, the outside of which had become 
herd and even solid. This new outflow had in turn begun to cool in the 
nrighbonibood of the craters ; and had it been more easy to reach it than 
was in foot the ease, we should have found it fittle different from what we 
Slid already seen. lie lower end however nearly coincided with the foot of* 
Ac original stream ; there it was readily accessible, and there at the spot 
from which we had a eo n -issue foe red light down foe valley in foe pine- 
foMs, it was still moving at the rote of about a hundred fret in foe day. 
Vfyitter accordingly W® went, {weeing on pur road a curious little eepagfary 
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branch, which on its turning aside into a valley had been barred egress 
on every hand, and in a vain attempt to force its way out had hoisted 
itself some distance up the slope in front of it. It had obviously got there 
when just so solid that the fore part could not flow back over that which 
was behind on arriving at the hill, and when just so liquid that, while 
viscous enough to hold together, it yet offered little resistance to the 
impulse of the oncoming body. 

Not much further on we came in presence of the actually flowing 
lava stream itself. Essentially the scene was much more striking than 
that which we had already witnessed. The latter owed much to the 
contrast of the landscape, still more to the happy accident of the pure 
morning light. The former had a more terrible grandeur of its own — 
one which needed nothing to add to it, and which nothing could have 
lessened. For a mile, it was said, in width, and to an uncertain length of 
which a mile and a half might bo visible, stretched a mass of lava, over the 
greater part of the colour of black lead. The extreme edge of the front 
was twenty or thirty feet high ; it was not broken into distorted forms, like 
the edge higher up, hut rose gradually in layers like those into whioh over- 
thick paste Betties in being poured into a cup, showing to the first glance 
in how fluid a state it had been. A few hundred feet further hack was a 
second stage, composed of the lava of the new stream, which overlay the 
entirety of the first lava, and spread besides in shallow depth outside the 
former margin. This, unlike the other, was tossed into pinnacles, one mass 
of wild incoherent formlessness in detail, yet defining with perfect accu- 
racy the contour of the underlying earth, as the deposit upon petrified 
flowers defines their form. From its face came no smoke and little 
steam ; but sulphurous gas, like in appearance to that from a limekiln, 
rendered every shape uncertain, and quivered so densely in the hollows 
as to merge all substance in a dancing haze, destitute of colour. Along 
the border of this lava was a sloping wall of red, some ten or fifteen 
fret high. At first sight it seemed to be stationary ; then gradually 
the eye caught a movement of objects on its surface, of stones, or 
bits of solid lava, fallen from the hardened top, and at last it could 
be seen to lap slowly on with even motion, baking under it with abso- 
lute indifference to size or kind whatever lay in its course. This slow, 
silent, never-ceasing lapping* of the lava gave a sense of irresistible power, 
like that conveyed by the action of a dotting machine, whioh cuts into the 
thickest iron like a conscious being doing a thing unoonseiously because 
of itB insignificance j and at the same time it excited a feeling at cnee of 
repulsion and of fascination, as do the movements of a snake, probably 
from the absence of the noise and of the outward evidence of effort wfikh 
ate the usual concomitants of motion. Something horrible there was 
toe in the ligbtleseness of the red. Except where some bit, bulging tee 
rapidly, tumbled off and exposed the more glowing rod of the inside, 
the aspect of the fused portion was just as gloomy as that of the cooled 



ETNA m ERUPTION. 


187 

If the effect of the lava in itself was grand, there was nothing in 
the accessories to attenuate the impression whioh it produced. Here 
and there on an island of higher earth a pine-tree stood ye t in the*midsfc 
of the flood, otherwise nothing but the belt of forest and the sky troubled 
by the exhalations from the lava. Here too we rested long, and while we 
stayed several trees were reached, scorched, then lit, and finally consumed ; 
one huge fir, whioh threw its branches out at too high a point to bo 
touched, was being gnawed into gradually at about three feet from the 
ground when we left. Before long that too must have fallen, and must 
have shared the jate of its brethren. It was perfectly posribje, in spite of 
the intense heat thrown out by the moving portion, to approach near 
enough to thrust sticks into the burning lava ; but the doing so was much 
like standing in front of a smelting furnace at the moment of its being 
opened. 

We fulfilled our duty as tourists by going through this perfectly 
objectless and uninstructive ceremony, which had not even, as lava flows 
at a regular pace, the merit of the slightest danger ; and then we departed. 
It would be a curious subject of speculation to endeavour to find out how 
the tourist mind first conceived the idea of a moral wrong being involved 
in the omission to broil eggs in lava holes, to hear echoes, to whisper in 
whispering-galleries, and to see the private rooms of palaces. Eggs broiled 
in lava holes eat just like eggs broiled out of lava holes; all echoes are 
alike ; and the private rooms of palaces only differ from other private 
roomB in being much less comfortable. Nevertheless, to leave out the 
doing, hearing, and seeing these things would be to moBt tourists to leave 
out the cardinal adventures of a trip ; and the natives everywhere soon 
appreciate the fact, and inBiBt upon all strangers, whether of tourist mind 
or not, going thiough the ociemoniea which they have found to be so 
attraotive to some. It was not worth while to explain at large how 
foolish it was to put sticks into the lava to be set alight while we were 
looking at big trees in the act of burning, so we resigned ourselves by the 
same act to scorch our faces and to gratify our guides. 

Our descent presented little of fresh interest. It was like a walk 
through any other South Italian wood, except that the trees were beyond 
tfie usual size. In this part the forest was composed of oaks, many of 
them very old and gnarled ; the ground undulated in its descent, and was 
besides much broken; withal the foregrounds, bright with the beginnings 
of spring foliage, which there at the height of five thousand feet does 
not sprout much earlier than in England, were diverse in the extreme, 
and all lovely. Opposite, beyond the valley which skirts Etna on the 
northern ride, were die rugged hilb which form the lower ranges of the 
great mountain ridge of the island; sometimes the valley itself with 
Piedimonte and Linguagrossa nestling in their oHvea, opened through a 
gap; and sometimes, still further to the east, the* eye fell over the shelf 
on which the former town stands, to the sparkling aur&oe of the Mediter- 
ranean, caught the promontory of Taormina, and wandered for away to 
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llie Cape of Spartivento and the heights of Aspromonte. As we came 
lower dpwn, the oak-wood merged in com, and that by a sudden drop in 
th? Ailed olive-groves and garden-like enclosures of the valley, among 
which our scorched white road lay to Piedimonte. 

The whole expedition consumed precisely twelve hours, but the halt 
by the fire was needless ; and if the eruption continues, and any reader 
of this paper should care to repeat the excursion for himself in the shorter 
days of October, he will find that he may start fully two hours later than 
we did, with the certainty of being at the point from which the craters 
are seen at sunrise — undoubtedly the best time, unless the eruption is 
very violent indeed — and with the further certainty of being again in 
Piedimonte by ten or half-past ten at latest, after having had ample time 
for seeing or even for examining. The people of the place, as usual, 
exaggerate immensely the time necessary, and are themselveB extremely 
slow. At night they, or rather the hoises, must be allowed to set the 
pace ; but in daylight I found that it was only two hours’ fair walking 
down hill from the lava stream to the town. I had stayed behind for 
upwards of an hour to sketch, and easily overtook the rest of the party 
outside Piedimonte ; with grievous distress, however, to the guide who 
remained with me to Bhow the road. If a tolerable walker could be 
found to act as guide, any one who chose to go by day, which in many 
respects would be the most enjoyable time, could do so in six hours and 
a half of actual walking. 
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11 Shoeing swords, broad, fchinne, and of an oxcollonfc temper." * 


What was the ago and country of Andrea Ferara ? This is a question 
which has excited and disappointed the antiquaries of Scotland and 
England for more than half a century. The inquiry interested Sir 
Walter Scott through great part of his literary life, was vainly followed 
by Sir Samuel Meyrick, and occupied the Deputy -Keeper of the Records 
in Edinburgh during a critical examination of the Chamberlain's and 
Treasurer's accounts, and all the documents of the Register House likely 
to have included the entry of payments to the celebrated swordmaker. 

These researches were undertaken in consequence of the popular belief 
that Andrea had visited Scotland — a supposition, however, only founded 
upon the number of his blades extant in this kingdom, from which it 
was gratuitously assumed that they had been especially manufactured 
for Scottish use and within the realm. Originally, however, Ferara's 
blades were no less common in all the Western and Southern countries 
of Europe, while the broad -sword was a popular arm, and only in later 
periods became more numerous in Scotland, because this weapon was 
1 stained among the Highlanders and Borderers for more than a hundred 
years after it had disappeared in other nations before the rapier and the 
small-sword; but in the armouries of Spain, Italy, and Germany, espe- 
cially in the two former regions, the number of Ferara's blades still bear 
witness to their ancient prevalence. 

The belief being established that the great master had visited Scotland, 
it was suggested by Sir Walter Scott that he was one of the various 
foreign artificers invited by James V. to improve the arts and manu- 
factures of his country .f This supposition was very generally received, 
but no evidence was discovered for its confirmation. Meanwhile, the 
country of the fabricator remained no less doubtfal than his period, for 
though his surname is one of those derived from nativity or domiciliation, 
there are towns of Ferara in Spain, $ as well as the ducal metropolis in 

* Sir JpHir Haywabd: Life and Itaigne of King Edward the Sirih. 4 to. 
Load. 1680 , p. SO. 

t Pifcottk Cknm. 8m Edin. 1614, ii. 407. 

t In the provinces of Lerida, Oornfis, and Oviedo. Mados: Cfeog, Eepam. The 
name is often written indifferently. Farters, Ferrara, and Fenria, bat this dam not 
affect its identity with Fanra. For the Italian city is also given as Fsmra, Fonuns, 
end Ferae, and iU these ferine are only examples of the universal uncertainty of 
orthography in the middle ages, to which the name of the sweedmeker was equally 
stiffed^ appearing on his blades as Ferara, Ferrara, Foma, and Fames. 
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Italy; and thua it was uncertain in which of these cities the family of 
the aw o r dm aker had its origin. From some unknown bias, however, in 
Scotland, the popular belief was wholly directed to Spain, though apparently 
thhf preference had no better foundation than the popular intercourse of 
the Highlands with that country in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, 
and the general celebrity associated with the blades of Bilboa, Toledo, 
and Valencia, which in later times had superseded the more ancient 
renown of the once pre-eminent “ Milan steel but whatever the cause 
for the nativity imputed to Fenura, a tradition current in the West 
Highlands explains not only his Celtibemn origin, but the event through 
which he visited Scotland. 

According to this history, Ferara was a Spanish artist, and in the 
height of his celebrity had an apprentice, who was an excellent workman, 
and possessed a high spirit of emulation to perfect his skill in the service 
of so great a master; his ambition, however, was disappointed by a 
habitude of Andrea, that when the blades were in a certain stage of 
forgirg, he excluded the workmen, and locked the door of the atelier 
while he performed some unknown operation, after which he again 
admitted the assistants to finish the blades which were in progress. The 
apprentice was persuaded that this seclusion concealed some occult process 
which essentially affected the perfection of the arms. Anxious to possess 
this important secret, upon the first absence of his master, he bored a hole 
,in the door of the atelier, and at the next occasion when he and his fellows 
were excluded, returned alone to the smithy, and applying his eye to the 
prepared orifice, discovered his master in the act of drawing a heated blade 
from the forge. The lad watched with suspended breath. Ferara laid 
the red steel on the anvil, and taking from a bench a small tin like a flour- 
dredge, rapidly covered the glowing metal with a coat of white powder, 
which he then hammered into the iron until it was cold, when he again 
returned it to the fire, and having given the proper degree of heat, 
repeated the same operation of powdering and hammering on the other 
aide of the blade. This prooess was performed in succession upon all the 
weapons then in progress, until the whole being completed Ferara laid 
down his hammer and turned towards the door. The varlet perceived 
that the mystery was at an end, and dreading to be surprised, abandoned 
hie eylet-hole, and fled to his companions, with whom he was immediately 
recalled to continue their vocations. The apprentice exalted in his 
diaoovery, but he oonld not boast with the ancient sage — “ My aearet is 
my own ; ” and it escaped among his companions. These youths, being 
less ambitious to emulate the skill of their master than to vaunt the 
possession of his mystery, their disclosures were soon repeated to Ferara, 
mi one day, when the inquisitive apprentice was alone in the smithy, 
Andrea entered in a tempest of wrath, and loaded him with reproaches for 
having betrayed the secret of his fcrt. The joung naan rephfd wjith 
intemperance; and in the heat of their altercation Ferara struck him m 
the bead with a hammer which he had in his hand, and laid Mas eopaelam 
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si M| fed; the blow was fetal, and to avoid pursuit for the homicide, 
Anibes fled the country, and escaped into France, from whines, in an 
itinerant exercise of his profession~-not, uncommon in the middle ages, 
and still continued in the Wanderschqft of Germany — he passed the sea 
into Scotland. 

Whether there is any truth in this tradition, or whether it is a passage 
in the life of some other eminent afmonrer confounded with that of Ferara, 
will now perhaps never be known, but in the secret operation attributed 
to thiB artist there is a singular coincidence with two practical facts— the 
one in the ordinary manufacture of iron, the other in the operation of the 
ancient sword-blades of Damascus. In the former carbon and silica are 
mixed with the ore in the furnaoe. “The carbon combines with the 
oxygen of the iron, and escapes in the form of carbonic acid gas, while 
the silica unites with the lime," which is oIbo present in the furnace, 
“ and forms a kind o f fluid glass or scoria which protects the iron from the 
action of the atmosphere." * In the manufacture of the Damascus 
scimitars, one of the operations for producing the finest blades was to 
sprinkle the steel while red hot with diamond and ruby dust, and to 
hammer the powder into the metal.f This process has been ridiculed by 
an eminent experimenter for the “ignorant" extravagance “ which used" 
diamond-dust for carbon, and ruby for alumina "or silica ; J but Sir Isaac 
Newton discovered that diamond is the purest carbon, and ruby is known 
to combine a mixture of alumina with a large proportion of the finest 
silica. It is therefore probable that the operation of the Damascus smiths 
was founded in a sensibility of these principles, and that, for from the 
result of “ ignorance,” it was derived from that profound knowledge ot 
chemistry in which the Saracens had been the masters of the Western 
world. Whether, however, the operation was efficacious or vain, is not a 
question here, where we have only to consider the coincidence between the 
Damascus and the reputed Spanish process. That they were identical in 
matter as in formula, may however be doubtful, from the improbability 
that a medium so costly os jewel-dust could have been commanded by a 
trans-Pyrenean smith. The identity of operation, however, is unequivocal, 
and this community in foots is enhanced by a community of origin in the 
arts of the operators ; for all the chemistry of Spain was derived ten the 
Moors, and these were only the Western line of the Saracens, who wove 
equally the parent stock of the medioval Syrians ; and though the 
artist should not have used diamond and ruby dust, he might~~*s suggested 
by the British critic — have substituted the simpler elements of the same 
principles, carbon in the forge, and silica and alumina i& “the white 
powfyr " amalgamated on the anvil. 

In these considerations we have received the operation attributed to 

* Wttaawmrt Engine qf Wat, p, M4. 

' t tells MB. tattsBsfcrariy litany By so erratum in WnmasMt 
¥ »ll, fos is given as * temadti** 
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Forte* without any relation to his nationality; partly beeguse the cir- 
evidence of the tradition indicates a verity in fact — partly, 
tfc*| yhiercr the nativity of the operator, he might at some period of his 
wrought in the foxges of Spain,* or, as before said, that the 
pql ftyl stay have originated with another master, and become associated 
WUi Ferara by one of those various transmigrations which sometimes 
the personages of oral record ; but whether the story applied to 
Andrea or to another, we have now to show that in the bright of his pro- 
fusion he was established at the town of Belluno in Friuli, an ancient 
duchy of Illyria, ^rhich in 1420 was added to Venice; and though in the 
succeeding year the eastern portion was seized by Austria, the city of 
Belluno and the remaining territory continued under the dominion of the 
Doges until 1797. The evidence of Ferara’s domiciliation in this pro- 
vince is contained in a chapter upon the most renowned swordmakers of 
Italy in the sixteenth century — part of a once highly esteemed militaiy 
treatise, published at Venice in 1585 ; and as the account illustrates the 
celebrity of the artist by showing the pre-eminence of the masters with 
whom he was associated, we shall give the text without diminution:— 

“LAME DA SPADE, SIOCCHT, PVQNALI, ET ARME DA INSTARE. 

«Se la cogitations do i luoghi et do i maestri de me discritta sin’hora sari 
pnobograta, et di qarichi commodity a tutti soldati, maggionnente, sari qnesta ad ogni 
altra qnaliti di persone, lo quail tol sorte d’armi sogliono osserdtare canto sono 
spade, spddone. stocchi, cortelaazi et mezze de cavalli, con pngnali et arme da inastare 
d’ogni sorte cue ai usano. De i maestri delle quail nolendo alcuno sapero il nome 
tnlasciendo molti, mi restringero no i piu eccollcnto che se retrouino ; et de i lnoghl 
et paesi laaciando adictro la grandiasima Alcmagna, la Froncia, et ntiUa Spagna la 
tamoso Ysiemta, done si tronano infinite arme d’ogni sorte : uerro all 1 Italia, alia qnalo 
daremo con ogni ragione il pregio et nanto di quest* arte. Et priraiertmente diremo 
di Milano, doe nri castello ti lauorano perfetissixnl lauori di lame da spade et pngnali, 
et di dioerse altre narie sorti do lame, che Bono di buone et finissime tempre. Di 
Breeds. Aon mi estendcro molto, ma solo toccando il nome <H due fratelli, ambi maestri 
Sopra ogn'oltro eocellentisrimi, i quail sono Simone et Semflno, figlioli & heredi del 
famoso et tanto celebrato Maestro Berafino, die &ceoa lame eon tempre mireooloee, et 
di e*fo si dice che fece una spada a nn gran Prixtdpe, di tanta ecoeUenaa, che gli dono 
in pagamento megUo di dnqueoento dneati, oltre altra infinite maranigli che di eeao 
ri raoontana In an* altro luogo chiamato Gron su’l tenitorio Bergemtsoo, ai 
retronan© alcnni nalenti maestri, et ai chiamano quelli di Abram, che hanno bonisaimo 
nome in quest’ arte : della quale ancora perfettissimente si lanoro hi SswaaBe, et 
Oindal de Befittn, lnogi del Friuli, ne i quale ai tronano nalentia a fane maestri d’ogni 
atitfe jpk* in Sartndle, Maestro Pegin daFdtnm,hnamo toorisrimo et raro, il quale 
dlls one taped fa lanorieti miraorirariml, A in Qndal di Briloa sono gU iagegnori 
Maestro Qmsm Donato et Maestro Andrea d* i Ftrari, ambidr^ ftatelli, i qaai stsnno 
aQd ftrins di Messer Gionan Battista detto & Baroelone. Nd tanitorio al 

Monte della Madonna, a canto il f tens Baron, «m mlen tis&na l&omo detto 
Maestro Lorenao da Fonnigano, sopranomtnato *11 Zotto;* qnestohitnniissimetewa, 
Il ft edee d'inw maraaighene ffl be&easa et bcmtfc.”t „ 

^ "* Pi *!■ ritornarite y— .-p**—, it «■ ** Quit flit frmtthm flritom 

onto the optative faairiJfcticft, and not the natiena%«f Fhnmi M |owp n 

f Quota* MatWwo Cxoocva, fYattffrMHfont 4te, V«tsti^af«a^faL49, 
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“ Though the knowledge of the places and the masters described by mo, will be 
principally interesting to soldiers, it will also be acceptable to every other condition 
of persons, who are accnstotned to exercise each arms as swords, brood-swords, 
rapiers, cutlasses, horsemen’s maces, poniards, and damasetned aims of all the kinds 
which are in use. Of those masters of whom it may bo desired to know the names, 
omitting many in the illustrious Germany, Franco, and in Spain the famous Valencia, 
where ore found numerous arms of every 1 sort, I shall confine myBelf to the most 
excellent, with their placos and countries, in Italy ; to which, with every reason, we 
will give the prc-cmincnco and boast in this art. And first we will speak of Milan, 
whero in the castle are wrought most perfect works in blades of swords, and poniards, 
and divers other various Borts of blades, which are of good and finest temper. Of 
Brescia I will not relate much, only touching the names of two brothers — both 
masters above all others the most excellent, and who are Simone and Serafino, sons 
and heirs of the so much celebrated Master Serafino who mode blades of miraculous 
temper, and of whom it was said that ho made a sword for a great Prince of such 
excellence, that he gavo him in payment better than five hundred ducats, besides 
other infinite marvels which are told of him. In another place called Gron, on the 
tcrritoiy of Bergumasco, are found some valiant masters called Abram, who have a 
very good name in their art, which al&o is wrought most perfectly in Saravalle, and 
in the town of Belluno, placos in Friuli, in which are found excellent masters of 
c\crj sort ; that is, in Serravalle, Master Pcgin da Fcltran, a" very famous and rare 
man, who, in his forges, makes miraculous works ; and in the town of Bellano are 
the ingenious Masters Giovan Donato and Andrea of the Feraras, both brothers, of 
the fonndry of Master Giovan Battista, called ' the Barcelonian.*’ Of the territory of 
Viccntino, at Monto della Madonna, on tho bank of the Rczon, is a most valiant man 
called Master Lorenzo da Formignano, called by sobriquet * the Dolt/ who has tho 
best fame, * and makes marvellous arms for beauty and for excellence.’' 

The date of this notice gives an approximate indication for the period 
of Feraras birth, for since he iB associated with the sword inakers of the 
greatest celebrity in the year 1585, such eminence could scarcely have 
been attained under the age of thirty years; from whence it may be 
assumed that he was born about the year 1555. The question of his 
country, however, may still be liable to the cavil, that as his master 
Giovani Battista was named “ the Barcelonian,” and, therefore, evidently 
a Spaniard, it may be conjectured that the brothers, Giovan Donato and 
Andrea Ferara, were brought by him to Italy. This supposition, how- 
ever, is expressly contradicted by the author of the treatise, in the 
declaration that he forbore to mention the artists of Germany, France, and 
Spain, and restricted his celebration to those of Italy alone. The notice 
of “ the Barcelonian ” is no exception of this rule, since he is only intro- 
duced incidentally as the master of Ferara, without any reference to his 
own operation, and it is not even necessarily conclusive that he was 
established in Italy ; for according to the prevailing usage of the mediaeval 
craftsmen to improve their skill in foreign schools, his pupils, Andrea and 
Giovani, might have resorted to Spain, to perfect their apprenticeship 
under a celebrated master. 

But that Ferara was a native of Italy is confirmed by the evidence 
that before and during his time there were othen of the same surname, 
awordmakers in that country. This is sufficiently indicated by the mode 
of his denomination — “ de t Femri,” of the “ Ferara#,” which expresses 
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that a family of tfiis appellation was then established, and familiarly known, 
if not celebrated, in the peninsula ; ant! that they were of native extrac- 
tion is confirmed by to b ^ore-mentioned lestriction of their recorder to 
thpffrtists of his own country. From whence it may be concluded that 
to origin of to Ferari was in the ducal city of to same name. These 
assumptions are confirmed by the existence of blades bearing the name of 
Cosmo, and of Piero Ferara, the last of a form coeval with those of Andrea, 
to first of a period about two generations anterior. The time and country 
of both these makers are indicated by circumstantial associations ; of Piero 
the nationality is presumptive in the name, which for a Spaniard had 
been “ Pedro,” while his era is evinced by the form of his blades corre- 
sponding in model with those of Andrea. In the instance of Cosmo, tlio 
nationality is no leBS expressed by an appellation almost exclusively Italian, 
and the period by to form of weapons, identified -with the first half of 
the sixteenth century. TIiib datum is confirmed by a splendid two- 
handed sword in our possession, bearing the distinctive features of that 
time, marked with 4 he name Cosmo Ferara, accompanied by the tradition 
that it belonged originally to the celebrated Italian general, Prospero 
Colonna, who died in 1528. 

From all these combinations there results a chain of circumstantial 
evidence^ closely approaching to demonstration, that Andiea Ferara was 
born about to year 1555, that he was of a family of armourers which had 
existed in Italy at least two generations before that time, and of whom 
the first, like Giovani de Bologna, Leonardo da Vinci, Paolo Veronese, and 
a crowd of medieval artists, derived his nomination from to place of his 
nativity — the ducal city of Ferara. 

Of Giovan Donato we know nothing beyond the notice of Cigogna ; but 
since he is called Hhs brother of Andrea, it is uncertain whether he was 
the son of to same mother and of another father, or whether the name of 
Donato was* only a second baptismal appellation. This supposition is 
rendered probable from the general medieval usage of Italy, in the 
popular nomination of artists by their Christian names alone, as Guido, 
Baphael, Claude, Salvator, Michel-Angelo, &c«, an inference which is 
confirmed by the apparent similar example in the designation of the 
brother armourers, Simone and Serafino, “ figlioli del famoso Serafino,” in 
whioh it is evident that not only the name of Simone, but that of to 
Serafim, father and son, was a baptismal and not a surname, for, if other- 
wise, to elder Serafino should have been distinguished by his pramomen. 
From ell these considerations, therefore, it is probably conclusive tot the 
entire name ef Giovani wee 44 Giovan Donato Ferara," end that he was 
full brother to Andrea. 

* 
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chapter xnr. 
Exit. 


T rained all through the night; 
and when the morning came, it 
was raining still. 

Contrary to his ordinary habit, 
Midwinter was waiting in the 
breakfast-room when A^lan en- 
tered it. He looked worn fend 
weary, but his smile was gentler, 
and his manner more composed 
than usual. To Allan’s surprise 
he approached the subject of the 
previous night’s conversation of 
his own accord as soon as the 
servant was out of the rooin. 

“I am afraid you thought me 
very impatient and very abrupt 
with you last night,” he said. 
“ I will try to make amends for 
it this morning. I will hear 
everything you wish to say to me on the subject of Mis Gwilt.” 

“ I hardly like to worry you,” said Allan. “ Tou look as if you had 
had a bad night’s rest.” 

“ I have not dept well for some time past,” replied Midwinter quietly. 
“ Something has been wrong with me. But 1 believe I have fbund 
out the way to put myaelf right again without troubling the doctors. 
Later in the morning I shall have something to say to you about this. 
Let ns get back first to what you were talking of last night, fou 

were speaking of some difficulty ” He hesitated, and fhtfaheil tb§ 

sentence In a tone so low that Allan foiled to hear him. "ftAaps it 
would be better,” he went on, “ if) instead of speaking to me, youspofee 
to Mr. Brock?* 

“I would rather speak to yon,” mid Allan. “But tall mniast, was 
I right or wrong last night in thinking you disapproved of my foffing in 
lorn with Mias GieUt?” 
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Midwinter’s lean nervous fingers began to crumblo the bread in his 
plate. - His eyes looked away from Allan fer the first time. 

41 If you have any objection/’ persisted Allan, “I should like to 
hear it/ 1 

Midwinter suddenly looked up again, his cheeks turning ashy pale, 
and his glittering black eyes fixed full on Allan’s face. 

41 You love her,” he said. “ Does &he love you ?" 

41 You won’t think me vain ?” returned Allan. 44 I told you yesterday 
I had had private opportunities with her—” 

Midwinter’s eyes dropped again to the crumbs on his plate. “ I 
understand,” he interposed quickly. “ You were wrong last night. I had 
no objections to make.” 

44 Don’t you congratulate me ? ” asked Allan, a little uneasily. 44 Such 
a beautiful woman 1 such a clever woman 1 ” 

Midwinter held out his hand. 44 1 owe you more than mere congratu- 
lations,” he said. 41 la anything which is for your happiness I owe you 
help.” He took Allan’s hand, and wrung it hard. 44 Can I help you ? ” 
he asked, growing paler and paler as he spoke. 

* 44 My dear fellow 1” exclaimed Allan, 41 what is the matter with you ? 
Your hand is as cold as ice.” 

Midwinter smiled faintly. 44 1 am always in extremes,” he said ; 41 my 
hand was as hot as fire the first time you took it at the old West-country 
inn. Come to that difficulty which you have not come to yet. You are 
young, rich, your own master — and she loves you. What difficulty can, 
there be?” 

, Allan hesitated. 44 1 hardly know how to put it,” he replied. 41 As 
you said just now, I love her, and Bhe loves me — and yet theip is a sort 
of strangeness between use ’One talks a good deal about one’s self, wheii 
in a is in love — at least, I dp. I’ve told her all about myself, and my 

ipother, and ljow. I came in for this place, and the rest of it. Well 

though *it doesn’t strike,, me when we are together — it comes across me 
no>$ and then, when I’m away from her, that she doesn’t say much on her 
side. In fact, I know no more about her than you do.” 

44 Do you raehn that you know nothing about Mias Gwilt’s family 
and friends?” 

44 That’s it, exactly/* 

44 tlave you never asked her about them ? ” 

41 1 said something of the sort the ‘other day,” returned Allan ; 44 and 
Tin afraid, as usual, 'I said it in the wrong way. She looked — I can't quite 
Sell you how; not exactly displeased, but— oh, what things words are 1 
I’d give the world, Midwinter, if I could only find the right wotd when I 
ijfant it, as well as you do.” 

44 Did Miss (Jwilt say anything to you in tho way of a reply ?” 

^ 44 That’s just what I was coming to. She said, 4 1 have a 

melftitoboly story to tell you one of these days, Idr. Armadale, about 
myself and family ; but you look so happy, i^d the^oirp umstahcc s 



ARMADALE. 


197 

are so distressing, that 1 have hardly the heart to speak of it now.' Ah, 
she can express herself-#-with the tears in her eyes, my dear fellow, with 
the tears in her eyes 1 Of course I chadded the subject directly. And 
now the difficulty is how to get back to it, delicately, without making her 
cry again. We must get bock’to it, you know. Not on my account ; I am 
quite content to marry her first and hear of her family misfortunes, 
poor tiling, afterwards. But I know Mr. Brock. If I can't satisfy him 
about her family when I write to tell him of this (which of oourse I must 
do), he will be dead against the whole thing. I’m my own master of 
course, and I can do as I like about it. But dear old Brock was such 
a good friend to my poor mother, and he has been such a good friend to 
me — you see what I mean, don’t you ? ” 

44 Certainly, Allan ; Mr. Brock has been your second father. Any 
disagreement between you about such a serious matter as this, would be 
the saddest thing thut could happen. You ought to satisfy him that Miss 
Gwilt is (what I am sure Miss Gwilt will prove to be) ^rqrthy, in every 

way worthy ” His voice sank in spite of him, and he left the sentence 

unfinished. r 

41 Just my feeling in the matter ! ” Allan struck In glibly. * 44 Ndw 
we can come to what I particularly wanted to consult you about. If this 
was your case, Midwinter, you would be able to say the right words 
to her — you would put it delicately, even though you were putting it 
quite in the dark. I can’t do that. I’m a blundering sort of fellow ; 
qnd Vth horribly afraid, if I can’t get some hint at the truth to help me 
at starting, of saying something to distress her. Family misfortunes aie 
such tender subjects to touch on— especially with such a refined woman, 
such a tender-hearted woman, as Miss Gwilt , There may have b&n 
some dreadfUl death in the family — some 'relation who has disgraced 
himself— >some infernal cruelty which has forced the poor thing out on the 
world as a governess. Well, turning it ovet in my mind, it struck me 
that the major might be able to put me on the right tack. It is quite 
possible that he might have been informed of Mias Gwilt's family circum- 
stances before be engaged her — isn’t it ? ” 

44 It is possible, Allan, certainly.” 

14 Just my feeling again t My notion is, to speak to the major. If 
I could only get the Btoxy from him first, I should know so much better 
how to speak to Miss Gwilt about it afterwards. You advise me to tiy 
the major, don't you? ” 

There was a pause before Midwinter replied. When he did answer 
it was a little reluctantly. 

M I hardly know how to advise you, Allan,” he said. 11 This is a veiy 
delicate matter." 

*1 believe you would try the major, if you were in my place," 
returned Allan, reverting, to his inveterately personal way of patting the 
question, 

* Perhaps I might" mid Midwinter, more and ttorp unwillingly. 
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44 But if 1 did speak tq the major) 1 should be very careful, in your place, 
not put myself in a false position — I should be very careful to Jet no 
one suspect me of the meanness of prying into a woman's secrete behind 
her back." 

Allan’s face flushed. 14 Good heavens. Midwinter,” he exclaimed, 
u who could suspect me of that ? ” 

* 44 Nobody, Allan, who really knows you.” 

44 The major knows me. The major is the laBt man in the world to 
mflmnderstand me. AIL I want him to do, is to help me (if he can) to 
speak about abdicate subject to Miss Gwilt, without hurting her feelings. 
Gan anything be simpler between two gentlemen ? ” 

Instead of replying, Midwinter, still Bpeaking as constrainedly as ever, 
asked a question on his Bide. 44 Do you mean to tell Major Milroy,” lie 
Mud, 44 what your intentions really are towards Miss Gwilt ? ” 

AUan'st manner altered. He hesitated and looked confused. 

44 1 have -been thinking of that,” he repliod ; 44 and I mean to feel my 
xdky fitst, and then tell him or not afterwards, as matters turn out.” 

A proceeding so cautious as this, was too strikingly inconsistent with 
Allan's character not to surprise any one who knew him. Midwinter 
Choired his surprise plainly. 

Mt You forget that foolish flirtation of mine with Miss Milroy,’' Allan 
went on, more and more confusedly. 14 The major may have noticed it, 

and may have thought 1 meant ;well, what I didn’t Mean. It might 

be rather awkward, mightn't it, to propose to his face for -his governess 
instead of his daughter ? ” , # 

He waited. c for a word of answer, but none came. -Midwinter opened 
hia lips to speak, and suddenly checked himself,, Allan, uneasy 'at Ms 
silence, doubly uneasy under certain recollections of the major's daughter 
which 'the conversation had called up,* rose from the tablfe, and shortened 
the interview a little impatiently. 

44 Gome 1 come 1 ” he said, “ don’t sit there looking unutterable thingB 
— -don’t make mountains out of molehills. You have such an old, old 
head, Midwinter, on those young shoulders of yours ? Let’s have done 
with all these pros and cons. Do you mean to tell me in plain wofds, 
that ifwon’t do to speak to the major ? ” 

* 44 1 can’t take the responsibility, Allan, of telling you that. To be 

plainer still, I can’t feel confident of the soundness of any advice 1 may 
give you, in — in eur present position towards each other. All I am sure 
of is, that I cannot possibly be wrong in entreating you to do two things.” 
44 What are they ? ” „ 

a If you speak to Major Milroy, pray remember the caution I have 
given you 1 Pray think of what you say, before you say it !” 

* **T11 think — never fear ! What next?” 

44 Before” you take any serious step in this matter, writb and* tall* 
Mr. Brock. Will you promise me to do that? ” 

“ItfHli all my heart. Anything more ? ” 
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M Nothing more. J have said my last words." 

AUftn led the- way tO.tho door. “ Comp into my room," he said, “ and 
I'll give yon a cigar. The servants wifi be in here directly, to clear 
away; and I want to go on talking about 'Miss Gwilt.” 

“ Don’t wait for me," said Midwinter ; “ I’ll follow you in a minute 
or two.” , - ‘ 

He remained seated until Allan had closed the door — then rose, and 
took from a comer of the room, where it lay hidden behind one of the 
curtains, a knapsack ready packed for travelling. As he stood at the 
window thinking, with the knapsack in his hand, a strangely old, care* 
worn look Stole over his face : he seemed to lose the last of his youth in 
an instant. 

What the woman’s quicker insight had discovered dayB^smoe, the 
man's slower perception had only realized in the past night. The pang 
that had wrung him when he heard Allan’s avowal, had set the troth 
self-revealed before Midwinter for the first time. He had been confcciota . 
oi looking at Miss Gwilt with new eyes and a new mind, -on the next 
occasion when they met after the memorable interview in J&tyor Moray's 
garden; he had been conscious of his growing interest thenceforth 'in fcftf * 
society, and liis 'growing admiration of her beauty — but he had never 
until now known the passion that Bhe had roused in him for what it really 
was. Knowing it at last, feeling it consciously in full possession of him, 
“he had the courage 4vhich no man with a happier experience of life would 
have possessed — the courage to recall what Allan had said to him, and to 
look resolutely at the future through his own grateful remembrances of 
the past? 

Steadfastly, thiough the Bleepless hours of the night, he had contem- 
plated thasacrifice of himself to the deareBt interest of his friend, eft part 
of the great debt of gratitude that he owed to Allan. Steadfastly he had 
bent his mind to the conviction that he must conquer the passion which 
had taken possession of him, for Allan’s soke ; and that jthe one way to 
to conquer it was — to go. No oiler-doubt as to the sacrifice had troubled 
him when morning came ; and no after-doubt troubled him now. The 
one question that kept him hesitating was the question of leaving Thorpe- 
Ambrose. Though Mr. Brock’s letter lclieved him from afi necessity 4 
of keeping watch in Norfolk for a woman who was known to be In 
Somersetshire; though the duties of the steward’s office were duties 
which might be safely led in Mr. Bashwood’s tried and trustworthy 
hands — still, admitting these considerations, his mind was not easy at the 
thought of leaving Allan, at a time when a crisis was approaching in 
Allan's life. 

Ha shing theknapsack loosely over his shoulder, and put the question 

* to his conscience for the last time. “ Can you trust yourself to see her, 

• day by day, as you muss see her — can you trust yoursalf to hear him 
Wk. Bar, hour by hour, as you must hear him— sf* you stay in this 
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house? 19 Again the answer came, as it hacl come all through the night. 
Again his heart warned him, in the very interests of the friendship that 
he held sapred, to go while the time was his own; to go before the 
woman who had possessed herself of his love had possessed herself of his 
power of self-sacrifice and his sense of gratitude as well. 

He looked round the room mechanically, bcfoie he turned to leave it. 
Evezy remembrance of the conversation that had just taken place between 
Allan and himself pointed to the same conclusion, and warned him,* as his 
own conscience had warned him, to go. Had he honestly mentioned any 
one of the objections which he, or any man, muBt have seen to Allan's 
attachment ? Had he — as his knowledge of his fricnd'B facile character 
bound him to do — warned Allan to distrust his own hasty impulses, and 
*to test himself by time and absence, before he made sure that the 
fa%piness of his whole life was bound up in Miss Gwilt? No. The 
bfuto doubt whether, in speaking of these things, he could feel that 
he was speaking disinterestedly, had closed his lips, and would close hiB 
lips for the future, till the time for speaking had gone by. Was tho 
right man to restrain Allan, the man who would have given the woild, if 
he had it, to stand in Allan's place? There was but one plain coin be 
of action that an honest man and a grateful man could follow in the 
position in which he stood. Far removed from all chance of seeing her, 
and from all chance of hearing of her — alone with his own faithful 
recollection of what he owed to his fiiend — he might hope to fight it 
down, as he had fought down the tears in his childhood, under his gipsy 
master's Btick ; * as he had fought down the misery of his lonely youth- 
time in the country bookseller's shop. 11 1 must go," he >aid, as he 
- turned wearily from the window, “ before she comes to the hoqfte again. 
I must go ; before another hour is over my head." 

With that resolution he left the room 4 and, in leaving it, took the 
irrevocable step from Present to Future. 

The rain was still falling. The sullen sky, all round the horizon, 
still lowered watery and dark, when Midwinter, equipped for travelling, 
appeared in Allan's room. 

« Good heavens ! " cried Allan, pointing to the knapsack, 44 what does 
that mean ?" 

14 Nothing very extraordinary," said Midwinter. 44 It only means — 
good-by." 

44 Good-by 1" repeated Allan, starting to his feet in astonishment 

Midwinter put him back gently into bis choir, and drew a seat near to 
it fbr himself. 

, 44 When you notioed that I looked ill this morning," hi said, 44 1 told you 
^hat I had been thinking of a way to recover my health, and that I meant 
to speak to you about it later in the day. That later time has come. I 
have been cat of sorts, as the phrase is, for some time, pash Tfqk have 
remarked it yourself, Allan, more than once ; and, with jour usual kind- 
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ness, you have allowed it to excuse many things in my conduct which 
would have been otherwise unpardonable, even i? your friendly eyes. 11 

14 My deaT fellow,” interposed Allan, “you don’t mean to say yet* are 
going out on a walking tour in this pouring rain ! ” 

44 Never mind the rain,” rejoined Midwinter. 44 The rain and I are 
old friends. You know something, Allan, of the life I led before you 
met with me. From the time when I was a child, I have been used to 
hardship and exposure. Night and day, sometimes for months together, 

I never had my head under a roof. For years and years, the life of a- 
wild animal— perhaps I ought to say, the life of a savage — was the life I 
led, while you were at home and happy. I have the leaven of the 
vagabond — the vagabond animal, or the vagabond man, 1 *? hardly know 
which — in me still. Does it distress you to hear me talk of myself in' 
this way ? I won’t distress you. I will only say that the comfort and 
the luxury of our life here are, at times, I think, a little too much for a 
man to whom comforts and luxuries come as strange things. I want 
nothing to put me right again but more air and exercise; fewer good 
breakfasts and dinners, my dear friend, than I get here. Let me go back 
to some of the hardships which this comfortable house is expressly made 
to shut out. Let me meet the wind and weather as I used to meet them 
when I was a boy ; let me feel weary again for a little while, without a 
carriage near to pick me up ; and hungry when the night falls, with miles 
of talking between my supper and me. Give mo a week or two away, 
Allan — up northward, on foot, to the Yorkshire moors — and I promise to 
return to Thorpe- Ambrose, better company for you and for your friends. 

I shall be back before you have time to miss me. Mr. Bashwood will 
take care of the business in the office ; it is only for a fortnight, and it is 
for my own good — let me go 1 " 

41 1 don’t like it,” said Allan. 11 1 don’t like your leaving me in this 
sudden manner. There’s something so strange and dreary about it. Why 
not try riding, if you want more exercise ; all the horses in the stables 
are at your disposal. At all events, you can't possibly go to-day. Look 
at the rain 1 ’’ 

Midwinter looked towards the window, and gently shook his head. 

44 1 thought nothing of the rain,” he said, 44 when I was a mere child, 
getting my living with the dancing dogs — why should I think anything of 
it now ? My getting wet, and your getting wet, Allan, are two very 
different things. When I was a fisherman’s boy in the Hebrides, I hadn't 
a dry thread on me for weeks together.” 

44 But you’re not in the Hebrides now,” persisted Allan ; 44 and I expect 
our friends from the cottage to-morrow evening. You can't start till after 
to-morrow. Miss^Gwilt is going to give us some more music, and you 
know you like Miss Gwilt's playing.” 

Midwinter turned aside to buckle the straps of his knapsack. “Give 
me another chance of hearing Miss Gwilt when I come back,” he Said, 
with hishead down, and his fingers busy at the straps. 
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44 You have one fault, my dear fellow, and it grows on yon,” remon- 
strated Allan ; 44 when you have once taken a thing into your head, you’re 
tf 16 most obstinate man alive. There's no persuading you to listen to 
reason. If you will go," added Allan, suddenly rising as Midwinter took 
up his bat ahd stick in silenoe, 44 I have half a mind to go with you, and 
try a little roughing it too !" 

“ Go with ms l" repeated Midwinter, with a momentary bitterness in 
his tone, 44 and leave Miss Gwilt ! " 

Allan sat down again, and admitted the force of the objection in 
significant silence. Without a word more on his side, Midwinter held out 
his hand to take leave. They were both deeply moved, and each was 
anxious to hide his agitation from the other. Allan took the lost refuge 
which his friend’s firmness left to him, he tried to lighten the farewell 
moment by a joke. 

“Ill tell you what," he B&id, “ I begin to doubt if you're quite cured 
yet of your belief in the Dream. I suspect you’re running away from me, 
after all 1 " 

Midwinter looked at him, uncertain whether he was in jest or earnest. 
“ What do you mean l" he asked. 

44 What did you tell me," retorted Allan, “ when you took me in here 
the other day, and made a clean breast of it ? What did you say about 
this room and the second vision of the dream ? By Jupiter 1 ” he exclaimed, 
starting to his feet once more, 44 now I look again, here is the Second 
Vision 1 There's the rain pattering against the window — there's the lawn 
and the garden outside — here am I where I stood m the Dream — and' 
there are you where the Shadow stood. The whole soeUe complete, out of 
doors and in ; and I've discovered it this time ! " 

A moment's life stirred again in the dead remains of Midwinter’s super- 
stition. His colour changed ; and he eagerly, almost fiercely, disputed 
Allan's conclusion. 

44 No ! ” he said, pointing to the little marble figure on the bracket, 
44 the scene is not complete — you have forgotten something as usual The 
Dream is wrong this time, thank God — utteily wrong t In the vision 
you saw, the statue was lying in fragments cm the floor ; and you were 
stooping over them with a troubled and an angry mind. There stands the 
statue safe and sound 1 — and you haven’t the vestige of an qngry feeling in 
your mind, have yota ? ” He seized Allan impulsively by the hand. At 
the same moment the consciousness came to him that he was speaking and 
acting as earnestly as if he still believed in the Dream. The colour rushed 
book over his faoe, and he turned away in confused silence. 

44 What did I tell you ? ” said Allan, laughing a little uneasily." 44 That 
night on the Wreck is hanging on your mind as heavily as ever." 

44 Nothing hangs heavy on me," retorted Midwinter, with a sudden 
outburst of impatience, 44 but the knapsack on my book, and the tana Ym 
Mating here. 1*11 go out, and see if it's likely to dear np.” 

“You'll come hack?" iatevpoaed Allan. 
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Midwinter opened the French window, and stepped out into she garden. 

“ Yes," he said, answering with all his former gentleness of manner, 
“I’ll oome back in a fortnight. Good-by, Allan; and good luck witn 
Miss Gwilt ! ” 

He pushed ♦heSri&cftlr to, and was away across the garden before his 
friend could open it again and follow him. 

Allan rose, and took one step into the garden; then checked him- 
self at the window, and returned to liis chair. He knew Midwinter 
well enough to feel the total uselessness of attempting to follow him, or 
to call him back. He was. gone, and 'for two weeks to come there was 
no hope of seeing him again. An hour or more passed, the rain still 
fell, and the sky still threatened. A heavier and heavier sense of lone- 
liness and despondency — the sense of all others which his previous life had 
least fitted him to understand and endure — possessed itself of Allan's mind. 
In sheer horror of his own uninhabitably solitary house, he rang for hiB 
lut and umbrella, and resolved to take refuge in the major's cottage. 

44 I might have gone a little way with him,” thought Allan, his mind 
still running on Midwinter as he put on his hat. 44 I Bbould like to have 
seen the dear old fellow fairly started on liis journey.” 

lie took his umbrella. If he had noticed the face cf the servant who 
gave it to him, lie might possibly have asked some questions, and might 
have heard some news to interest him in his present frame of mind. As 
it was, he went out without looking at the man, and without suspecting 
that his servants knew more of Midwinter’s lost momenta at Thorpe- 
Ambrose than he knew himself. Not ten minutes since, the grooer and 
the butcher had called in to receive payment of their bills — and the grocer 
and the butcher had seen how Midwinter staited on his journey. 

The grocer had met him first, not fur from the house, stopping on his 
way, in the pouting rain, to speak to a little ragged imp of a boy, the pest 
of the neighbourhood. The boy’s customary impudence had broken out 
even more unrestrainedly than usual at the sight of the gentleman's knap- 
sack. And what had the gentleman done in return ? He had stopped and 
looked distressed, and had put his two hands gently on the boy's shoulders. 
The grocer's own eyes had seen that ; and the grocer's own ears had heard 
him say, 44 Poor little chap ! 7 know how the wind gnaws and the rain 

wets through a ragged jacket, better than most people who have got a good 
coat on their backs.” And with those words he had put his hand in Iub 
pocket, and had rewarded the boy's impudence with a present of a shilling. 
44 Wrong hereabouts,” said the grocer, touching his forehead. 44 That's my 
opinion of Mr. Armadale's friend 1 ” 

The butcher had seen him farther on in the journey, at the other end 
of the town. He had stopped — again in the pouring rain — and this time 
to look 41 nothing more remarkable than a half-starved cur, shivering on 
a doorstep. “I had my eye on him,” said the butcher; 44 and what do 
you think he did? He cra n e d the road over to my shop, end bought a 
hit of meat fit for a Christian* Very wall. He ogre gooi-mornmfc and 
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crosses back again ; and, on the word of a man, down be goes on his knees 
on tbe wet doorstep, and out be takes bis knife, and cuts up the meat, and 
gives it to tbe dog. Meat, I tell you again, fit for a Christian 1 I’m not 
a hard man, ma’am, 1 ' concluded the butcher, addressing the cook, “ but 
meat’s meat; and it will serve your master’s friend right if be li\es to 
want it.” 

With those old unforgotten sympathies of the old unforgotten time to 
keep him company on his lonely road, he bad left the town behind him, 
and bad been lost to view in the misty rain. The grocer and the butcher 
bad seen the lost of him, and had judged a great nature, as all great 
natures are judged from the grocer and the butcher point of view. 

THE END or TnE Til HID BOOK. 


Book the Fourth.’ 


CHAPTER I. 

Mrs. Milroy. 

Two days after Midwinter’s departure from Thorpe- Ambrose, Mrs. Milroy, 
having completed her morning toilette, and having dismissed her nurse, 
rang the bell again five minutes afterwards, and on the woman’s reappear- 
ance, asked impatiently, if the post had come in. 

“ Post? ” echoed the nurse. “ Haven’t you got your watch ? Don’t 
you know that it’s a good half-hour too soon to ask for your letters ? ” 
She spoke with the confident insolence of a sen ant long accustomed 
to presume on her mistress’s weakness, and her mistress’s necessities. 
Milroy, on her side, appeared to be well used to her nurse’s manner ; 
she gave her orders composedly, without noticing it. 

“ When the postman does come,” she said, “ see him yourself. I am 
expecting a letter which I ought to have had two days since. I don’t 
undei stand it. I'm beginning to suspect the servants.” 

The nurse smiled contemptuously. “ Who will you suspect next ? ” 
she oBked. “ There 1 don't put yourself out. I'll answer the gate-bell 
this morning ; and we’ll see if I can’t bring you a letter when tbe postman 
comes.” Saying those words, with the tone and mauner of a woman win 
is quieting a fractious child, the nurse, without waiting to be dismissed, 
left tbe room. 

Mrs. Milroy turned slowly and weArily on her bed, when she was left 
*by herself again, and let the light from the window fall on her &ce. 

It was the face of a woman who had once been handsome, and who 
was still, so ftr as years went, in the prime of her life. Long-continued 
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buffering of body, and long-continued irritation of mind, had worn her 
away — in the roughly-expressive popular phrase — to akin and bone. The 
utter wreck of her beauty was made a wreca horrible to behold, by her 
desperate efforts to conceal the sight of it from her own 6} ss, from the 
eyes ot her husband *cy a her child, from the eyes even of the doctor who 
attended her, and whose business it was to penetrate to the truth. Her 
head, from which the greater part of the hair had fallen off, would have 
been lev shocking to see than the hideously youthful wig, by which she 
tried to hide the loss. No deterioration of her complexion, no wrinkling 
of her skin, could have been so di cadful to look at as the rouge that lay 
thick on her cheeks, and the white enamel plastered on her forehead. 
The delicate lace, and the bright trimming on her dressing-gown, the 
ribbons in her cap, and the rings on her bony fingcis, all intended to 
draw the eye away from the change that had passed over her, directed 
the eye to it on the contrary ; emphasized it ; made it by sheer force of 
contrast more hopeless and more horrible than it really was. An illus- 
ti ateJ book of the fashions, in which women were represented exhibiting 
their finery by means of the free use of their limbs, Jay on the bed from 
which she had not moved for years, without being lifted by her nurse. 
A liand-glass was placed with the book so that she could roach it easily. 
She took up the glass after her attendant had left the room, and looked at 
her face with an unblushing interest and attention which she would have 
been ashamed of herself at the age of eighteen. 

“ Older and older, and thinner and thinner ! ” she said. “ The major 
will soon be a free man — but I’ll have that red-liaired hussy out of the 
house fiist ! ” 

She dropped the looking-glass on the counterpane, and clenched the 
hand that had held it. Her eyes suddenly riveted themselves on a little 
era) on portrait of her husband hanging on the opposite wall; they looked 
at the likenesB with the hard and cruel brightness of the eyes of a bird of 
prey. “ Red is your taste in your old age, is it 7 ” she said to the portrait. 
“ Red hair and a scrofulous complexion and a padded figure, a ballet- 
girl’s walk, and a pickpocket's light fingers. Mibb Gwilt 1 Mist, with 
those eyes, and that walk ! ” She turned her head suddenly on the pillow, 
and bunt into a harsh, jeering laugh. “ Mibb ! ” she repeated over and over 
again, with the venomously-pointed emphasis of the most merciless of all 
human forms of contempt —the contempt of one woman for another. 

The age we live in is an age which finds no human creature inex- 
cusable. Is there an excuse for Mrs. Milroy ? Let the story of her life 
answer the question. 

She had married the major at an unusually early age; and, in marrying 
him, had taken a man for her husband who was old enough to be her 
father— a man who, at that time, bod the reputation, and not unjustly, 
of having made the freest use of his social gifts, and his advantages of 
pereonal appearanoe in the society of women. Indifferently educated, and 
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below her husband in station, she had begun by accepting his addresses 
under the influence of her own flattered vanity, and had ended by feeling 
the fascination which "Major Milroy had exercised over women infinitely 
her mental superiors, in his earlier life. He had been touched, on his 
aide, by her devotion, and had felt, in his turn, the attraction of her 
beauty, her freshness, and her youth. Up to the time when their little 
daughter and only child had reached the age of eight years, their mariied 
life had been an unusually happy one. At that period, the double mis- 
fortune fell on the household, of the failure of the wife’s health, and the 
almost total loss of the husband’s fortune ; and from that moment, the 
domestic happiness of the married pair was virtually at an end. 

Having reached the age when men in general are readier, under the 
pressure of calamity, to resign themselves than to resist, the major had 
secured the little relics of his property, had retired into the country, and 
had patiently taken refuge in his mechanical pursuits. A woman nearer 
to him in age, or a woman with a bettor training and moie patience of 
disposition than his wife possessed, would have undei stood the majoi’s 
conduct, and have found consolation in the major’s submission. Mis. 
Milroy found consolation in nothing. Neither nature nor training helped 
her to meet resignedly the cruel calamity which had struck at her in the 
bloom of womanhood and the prime of beauty. The curse of incurable 
sickness blighted her at once and for life. 

Suffering can, and does, develope the latent evil that there is in 
humanity, as well aB the latent good. The good that was in Mrs. Milroy’s 
nature shrank up under that subtly-deteriorating influence in which the 
evil grew and flourished. Month by month as she became the weaker 
woman physically, she became the worse woman morally. All that was 
mean, cruel, and false in her, expanded in steady proportion to the con- 
traction of all that had onoe been generous, gentle, and tine. Old suspicions 
of her husband’s readiness to relapse into the irregularities of his bachelor 
life, which, in her healthier days pf mind and body, she had openly con- 
fessed to him— which she had always sooner or later seen to be suspicions 
that he had not deserved — came back, now that siokness had divorced her 
from him, in the form of that baser conjugal distrust which keeps itself 
cunningly secret; which gathers together its inflammatory particles atom 
by atom into a heap, and sets the slowly-burning frenzy of jealousy alight 
in the mind. No proof of her husband’s blameless and patient life 
could now be shown to Mrs. Milroy ; no appeal that could be mode to her 
respect for herself, or for her child growing up to womanhood, availed to 
dissipate the terrible delusion bom of her hopeless illness, and growing 
steadily with its growth. Like all other madness it had its ebb and flow, 
its time of spasmodio outburst, end its time of deceitfhl repose— but active 
er passive, it was always in her. It had injured innocent servants, and in- 
suited blameless strangers. It had brought the first tears of foame and 
Borrow into her daughter^ eyes, and had set the deepest lines that scored 
it in her husband's foes. It had made foe secret miawy of foe little 
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household for ypars — and it was now to pass beyond the fondly limits, 
and to influence' coming: events at Thorpe- Ambrose, in which the future 
interests of Allan and Allan’s friend were vGally concerned. 

A moment’s glance at the posture of domestic affairs in the cottage, 
prior to the engagem^Ct of the new governess, is necessary to the due 
appreciation of* the seriotfs consequences that fbllowed Miss Gwilt’s 
appearance on the scene. 

On the marriage of the governess who had lived in his service for 
many years (a woman of an age and an appearance to set even Mrs. 
Milroy's jealousy at defiance), the major had considered tfie question of 
sending his daughter away from home, far more seriously than his wife 
supposed. On the one hand, he was conscious that scenes took place in 
the house at which no young girl should be present. On the other, ho 
felt an invincible reluctance to apply the one efficient remedy — the keep- 
ing his daughter away from home in school-time and holiday-time alike. 
The struggle thus raised in his mind once Bet at rest, by the resolution to 
advertise for a new governess, Major Milroy’s natural tendency to avoid 
trouble rather than to meet it, had declared itself in its customary manner. 
He hod closed his eyes again on his home anxieties as quietly as usual, and 
had gone back, as he had gone back on hundreds of previous occasions, to 
the consoling society of his old friend the clock. 

It was far otherwise with the major’s wife. The ohance which her 
husband had entirely overlooked, that the new governess who was to come 
might be a younger and a more attractive woman than the old governess 
who had gone, was the first chance that presented itself as possible to 
Mm. Milroy's mind. She had said nothing. Secretly waiting, and secretly 
nursing her inveterate distrust, she had encouraged her husband and her 
daughter to leave her on the occasion of the picnic, with the express 
purpose of making an opportunity for seeing the new governess alone. 
The governess had shown herself ; and the smouldering fire of Mrs. Milr oy's 
jealousy had bunt into flame, in the moment when she and the handsome 
stranger first set eyes on each other. 

The interview over, Mrs. Milroy's suspicions fastened at once and 
immovably on her husband's mother. She was well aware that there was 
no one else in London on whom the major could depend to make the 
necessary inquiries ; she was well aware that Miss Gwilt had applied for 
the situation, in the first instance, as a stranger answering an advertisement 
published in a newspaper. Yet knowing this, Bhe had obstinately closed 
her eyes, with the blind fVenzy of the blindest of all the to the 

Acts straight before her ; and, looking back to the last of many quarrels 
between them which had ended in separating the elder lady and herself 
bad seized on the conclusion that Miss Gwilt's engagement was due to 
her mother-in-law's vindictive enjoyment of making mischief in her 
household. The inference which the very servants themselves, witnesses 
of the family scand al^ had correctly drawn— that the major's mother, in 
securing the services of a well-recommended governess for her son, had 
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thought it no part of her duty to consider that governess’s looks in the 
purely fanciful interests of the major’s wife — was an inference which it 
was simply impossible to convey into Mrs. Milroy’s mind. The resolution 
whieh her jealousy of her husband would, in any case, have led her to 
take after seeing Miss Gwilt, was a resolution doubly confirmed by the 
conviction that now possessed her. Miss Gwilt had barely closed the 
sick-room door when the whispered words hissed out of Mrs. Milroy’s lips, 
44 Before another week is over your head, my lady, you go ! ” 

From that moment, through the wakeful night and the weary day, the 
one object of the bedridden woman's life was to procure the new governess’s 
dismissal from the house. 

The assistance of the nurse, in the capacity of spy, was secured — ns 
Mrs. Milroy had been accustomed to secure other extra services which 
her attendant was not bound to render her — by a present of a diess fiom 
the mistress’s wardrobe. One after another, articles of wealing appai el 
which were now useless to Mrs. Milroy, had ministered in this way to 
feed the nurse’s greed — the insatiable greed of an ugly woman for fine 
clothes. Bribed with the smartest dicss she had secured yet, the house- 
hold spy took her secret orders, and applied herself with a vile enjoyment 
of it to her Bccret work. 

The days passed, the work went on — but nothing came of it. Misti css 
and servant had a woman to deal with who was a match for both of them. 
Repeated intrusions on the major, when the governess happened to be in 
the same room with him, failed to discover the slightest impropriety of 
word, look, or action^on either Bide. Stealthy watching and listening at 
tlio governess’s bedroSfcfldoor, detected that she kept a light in her room 
at late hours of the night, and that she gioancd and ground hex teeth in 
her sleep— and detected nothing more. Careful superintendence m tlio 
day-time, proved that Bhe regularly poBted her own letters, instead of 
giving them to the servant ; and that on certain occasions when the 
occupation of her hours out of lesson-time and walking-time was left at 
her own disposal, she hod been suddenly missed from the garden, apd 
then caught coming back alone to it from the park. Once, and once only, 
the nurse had found an opportunity of following her out of the garden — 
had been detected immediately in the park — and had been asked with the 
most exasperating politeness, if she wished to join Miss Gwilt in a walk. 
Small circumstances of this kiud, which were sufficiently auspicious to tlie 
mind of a jealous woman, were discovered in abundance. But circum- 
stances, on which to found a valid ground of complaint that might be laid 
before the major, proved to be utterly wanting. Day followed day, and 
Miss Gwilt remained persistently correct in her conduct, and persistently 
irreproachable in her relations towards her employer and her pupil. 

Foiled in this direction, Mrs. hlilroy tried next to find an assailable 
place in the statement which the governess's reference had made on the 
subject of the governess’s character. 

Obtaining from the major the minutely careful report which his mother 
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had addressed to him on this topic, Mrs. Milroy read and re-read it, and 
failed to find the weak point of which she was in search in any part of tlio 
letter. All the customary questions on such occasions had been asked, 
nnd all had been £'rupulousfy and plainly answered. The one sole 
opening for attack which 'it was possible to discover, was an opening 
which showed itself, after more practical matters had been all disposed ofj 
in the closing sentences of the letter. 

“ I was so Btruck ” (the passage ran) “ by the grace and distinction of 
Miss Gwilt’s manners, that I took an opportunity, when she was out of 
the room, of asking how she first came to be a governess. 4 In the usual 
way,* I was told. * A sad family misfortune, in which she behaved nobly. 
She is a very sensitive person, and shrinks from speaking of it among 
stinngeis — a natural reluctance which I have always felt it a matter of 
delicacy to respect.* Hearing this, of course I felt the same delicacy on 
my Bide. It was no part of my duty to intrude on the. poor thing’s 
private sorrows ; my only business was to do, what I have now done, to 
make sure that I was engaging a capable and respectable governess to 
instruct my grandchild." 

After careful consideration of these lines, Mrs. Milroy having a strong 
desire to find the circumstances suspicious, found them suspicious accor- 
dingly. Slie determined to sift the mystery of Miss Gwilt's family 
misfortunes to the bottom, on the chance of extracting from it something 
useiul to her purpose. There were two ways of doing this. She might 
begin by questioning the governess herself, or she might begin by ques- 
tioning the governess's reference. Experience of Miss Gwilt's quickness 
of resource in dealing with awkward questions at their introductory 
interview, decided her on taking the latter course. “I’ll get the par- 
ticulars from the reference first,” thought Mrs. Milroy, 41 and then question 
the creature herself, and see if the two stories agree.” 

The letter of inquiry was short and scrupulously to the point. Mrs. 
Milroy began by informing her correspondent that the state of her health 
necessitated leaving her daughter entirely under the governess’s influence 
and control. On that account she was more anxious than most mothers 
to be thoroughly informed in every respect about the person to whom she 
confided the entire charge of an only child; and, feeling this anxiety, 
she might perhaps be excused for putting what might be thought, after the 
excellent character Miss Gwijt had received, a somewhat unnecessary 
question. With that preface, Mrs. Milroy came to the point, and requested 
to be informed of the circumstances which had obliged Miss Gwilt to go 
out aa a governess. 

The letter, expressed m these terms, was posted the same day. On 
the morning yhen the answer was due, no answer appeared. The next 
morning arrived, and still there was no reply. When the third morning 
came, Mrs. Milroy’s impatience had broken loose from all restraint She 
had rang for the nurse in the manner which baa been already recorded, 
and had ordered the woman to be in waiting to receive the letters of the 
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morning 'with her own hands. In this position matters now stood ; and in 
these domestic circumstances the new series of events at Thorpe- Ambrose 
took their rise. 

Mrs. Milroy had just looked at her watch, and had just put her hand 
once more to the bell-pull, when the door opened and the nurse entered 
the room. 

44 Has the postman come ? ” asked Mrs. Milroy. 

The nurse laid a letter on the bed without answering, and waited, with 
unconcealed curiosity, to watch the effect which it produoed on her 
mistress. 

Mrs. Milroy tore open the envelope the instant it was in her hand. 
A printed paper appeared (which she threw aside), surrounding a letter 
(which she looked at) in her own handwriting 1 She snatched up the 
printed paper. It waB the customary Post-Office circular, informing her 
that her letter had been duly presented at the right address, and that the 
person whom she had written to was not to be found. 

“Something wrong?” asked the nurse, detecting a change in her 
mistress’s face. 

The question passed unheeded. Mrs. Milroy’s writing-desk was on 
the table at the bedside. She took from it the letter which the major’s 
mother had written to her son, and turned to the page containing the name 
and address of Miss Gwilt’s reference. 44 Mrs. Mandeville, 18, Kingsdown 
Crescent, Bayswater,” she read eagerly to heisclf, and then looked at the 
address on her own returned letter. No error had been committed ' the 
directions were identically the same. 

“ Something wrong?”- reiterated the nurse, advancing a step nearer to 
the bed. 

“Thank God — yes!” cried Mrs. Milroy, with a sudden outburst of 
exultation. She tossed the Post-Office circular to the nurse, and beat her 
bony hands on the bed-clothes, in an ecstasy of anticipated triumph. 
“MisB Gwilt’s an impostor 1 Miss Gwilt’s an impostor 1 If I die for it, 
Rachel, Til be carried to the window to sec the police take her away I” 

“ It’s one thing to say she’s an impostor behind her back, and another 
thing to prove it to her fkoe," remarked tbe nurse. She put her hand as 
she spoke into her apron pocket, and, with a significant look at her mis- 
tress, silently produoed a second letter. 

“ For me ? ” asked Mrs. Milroy. 

14 No,” said the nurse , 44 for Miss Gwilt.” 

The two women eyed each other, and understood each other wjfhout 
another word. 

44 Where is she ? ” said Mrs. Milroy. 

The nurse pointed in the direction of the park. 44 Out again, for 
another walk before breakfcst — by herself.” 

Mrs. Milroy beckoned to the nurse to stoop dose oust her* “ Gan 
you open it, Rachel ? ” she whispered. 
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Rachel nodded. 

44 Can 70a dose it agfrih, so that nobody would know ? " 

“ Can you spar?, the scarf that matcjiet your pearl-grey dress ? ” asked 
Rachel. 

44 Take it I” sai% iCrs» Milroy, impatiently. 

r j!?he nurse opened the wardrobe in silence ; took the scarf in silence ; 
and left the room in silence. In less than five minutes she came back with 
the envelope of Miss Gwilt’s letter open in her hand. 

44 Thank you, ma'am, for the scarf," said Rachel, putting the opened 
letter composedly on the counterpane of the bed. 

Mra Milroy looked at the envelope. It had been dosed as usual by 
means of adhesive gum, which had been made to give way by the applica- 
tion of steam. As Mrs. Milroy took out the letter, her hand trembled 
violently, and the white enamel parted into cracks over the wrinkles on 
her forehead. 41 My drops," she said. 44 I’m dreadfully excited, Rachel. 
My drops I" 

Rachel produced the drops, and then went to the window to keep 
watch on the park. 44 Don’t hurry," she said. 41 No signs of her yet.” 

Mrs. Milroy still paused, keeping the all-important morsel of paper 
’folded in her hand. She could have taken Miss Gwilt’B life — but she 
hesitated at reading Miss Gwilt’s letter. 

“Are you troubled with scruples?” asked the nurse, with a sneer, 
14 Consider it a duty you owe to your daughter.” 

44 You wretch 1” said Mrs. Milroy. With that expression of opinion, 
she opened the letter. 

It was evidently written in great haste — was undated — and was 
signed in initials only. Thus it ran 

“Diana Street. 

44 Mr dear Lydia, — The cab is waiting at the door, and I have only 
a moment to tell you that I am obliged to leave London, on business, 
for three or four days, or a week at longest. My letters will be for- 
warded if you write. I got yours yesterday, and I agree with you that it 
is very important to put him off the awkward subject of yourself and your 
fiunily as long as you safely oan. The better you know him, the better 
you will be able to make up the sort of story that will do. Once told, 
you will have to stick to it— and, having to stick to it, beware of making 
it complicated, and beware of making it in a hurry. I will write again 
about this, and give you my own ideas. In the meantime, don't risk 
meeting him too often in the park.— Yours, M. O.” 

44 Well f” asked the nurse, returning to the bedside. 44 Hav e you 
done with it?” 

41 Meeting him in the $ark?” repeated Mrs. Milroy, with her eyes 
still featened on the letter. "Him! Rachel, where \b the major f* 

44 In his own zoom.” 

“I don’t believe it l" 
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“ Have your own way. I want the letter and the envelope." 

“ Can you close it again so that she won’t know ? " 

u What I can open 1 can shut. Anything more ? " 

“ Nothing more." 

Mrs, Milroy was left alone again, to review her plan of attack by the 
new light that had now been thrown on Miss Gwilt. 

The information that had been gained, by opening the governess’s 
letter, pointed plainly to the conclusion that an adventuress had stolen her 
way into the house by means of a false reference. But having been 
obtained by an act of treachery which it was impossible to acknowledge, 
it was not information that could be used either for warning the major 
or for exposing Miss Gwilt. The one available weapon in Mrs. Milroy’s 
hands was the weapon furnished by her own returned letter — and the one 
question to decide was how to make the best and speediest use of it. 

The longer she turned the matter over in her mind, the more hasty 
and premature seemed the exultation which she had felt at the first sight 
of the Post-Office circular. That a lady acting as refeience to a governess 
should have quitted her residence without leaving any trace behind her, 
and without even mentioning an address to which her letters could be 
forwarded, was a circumstance in itself sufficiently suspicious to be men- 
tioned to the major. But Mrs. Milroy, however perverted her estimate of 
her husband might be in some respects, knew enough of his character to 
be assured that, if she told him what had happened, he would fiankly 
appeal to the goveiness herself for an explanation. Miss Gwilt’s quick- 
ness and cunning would, in that case, produce some plausible answer on 
the spot, which the major’s partiality would be only too ready to accept ; 
and she would at the same time, no doubt, place matters in tiain, by 
means of the post, for the due arnval of all needful confirmation on the 
part of her accomplice in London. To keep strict silence for the present, 
and to institute (without the governess’s knowledge) such inquiries as 
might be necessary to the discovery of undeniable evidence, was plainly 
the only safe course to take with such a man as the major, and with such 
a woman as Miss Gwilt. Helpless herself, to whom oould Mrs. Milioy 
commit the difficult and dangerous task of investigation ? The nurse, 
even if she was to be trusted, could not be spared at a day’s notice, and 
could not be sent away without the risk of exciting remark. Was there 
any other competent and reliable person to employ, either at Thorpe- 
Ambrose or in London? Mrs. Milioy turned from side to side of the 
bed, searching every corner of her mind for the needful discovery, and 
searching in vain. “ Oh, if I could only lay my hand on some man I oould 
trust!" die thought, despairingly. “If I only knew where te look for 
somebody to help me ! " 

As the idea passed through her mind, the Bound of her daughter's 
voice startled her from the other side of the door. 

<* May I come in ? " asked Neelie. 

4< What do you want?" returned Mrs. Milroy, impatiently. 
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44 I have brought up your breakfast, mamma.” 

“ My breakfast.?” repeated Mrs. Milroy, in surprise. 44 Why^ doesn’t 
Rachel bring it up as ubuhI ? ” She confidtred a moment, and then ca'led 
out sharply, “ Gome in I ” 


CHAPTER IT. 

The Man is Found. 

Neelie entered the room, carrying the tray with the tea, the dry toast, 
and the pat of butter which composed the invalid’s invariable breakfast. 

“ What does this mean ? ” asked Mrs. Milroy, speaking and looking 
as she might have spoken and looked if the wrong servant had come into 
the room. 

Noelie put the tray down on the bedside table. 44 I thought I should 
like to bring you up your breakfast, mamma, for once in a way,” she 
replied, 14 and I asked Itachel to let me.” 

44 Come here,” said Mrs. Milioy, “and wish me good-morning.” 

Neelie obeyed. As she stooped to kiss her mother, Mrs. Milroy caught 
her by the arm, and turned her roughly to the light. There were plain 
signB of disturbance and distress in her daughter’s face. A deadly tin ill 
of terror ran through Mrs. Milroy on the instant. She suspected that the 
opening of the letter had been discovered by Miss Gwilt, and that the 
nurse was keeping out of the way in consequence. 

“Let me go, mamma,” said Neelie, shi inking under her mother’s 
grasp. “ You hurt me.” 

14 Tell me why you have brought up my breakfast this morning,” 
persisted Mrs. Milroy. 

44 1 have told you, mamma.” 

“ You have not / You have made an excuse — I see it in your face. 
Come! what is it? 

Neelie’s resolution gave way before her mother’s. She looked aside 
uneasily at the things in the tray. “ I have been vexed,” she said with an 
effort; “and I didn’t want to stop in the breakfast-room. I wanted to 
come up here, and speak to you.” 

“Vexed? Who has vexed you? What has happened? Has Miss 
Gwilt anything to do with it 7 ” 

Neelie looked round again at her mother in sudden curiosity and 
alarm. 44 Mamma ! ” she said , 44 you read my thoughts — I declare you 
frighten me. It was Miss Gwilt.” 

Before Mrs. Milroy could say a word more on her ride, the door 
opened, and - the nurse looked in. 

44 Have you got what you want ? ” she asked as composedly as usual. 
44 Miss, there, insisted on taking your tray up this morning, fff she 
broken anything ?” 

44 Go to the window— I want to speak to Rachel,” said Mrs. Milroy. 
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As soon as her daughter's back was turned, she beckoned eagerly to 
the nurse. 44 Anything wrong ? ” she asked in a whisper. 44 Do you think 
she auspeots us?" 

The nurse turned away, with her hard sneering smile. “ I told you it 
should be done,” she said, “ and it has been done. She hasn’t the ghost 
of a suspicion. I waited in the room — and I saw her take up the letter, 
and open it.” 

Mrs. Milroy drew a deep breath of relief. “ Thank you,” she said, 
loud enough for her daughter to hear. “ I want nothing more.” 

The nurse withdrew ; and Neelie came back from the window. Mm. 
Milroy took her by the hand, and looked at her more attentively and 
more kindly than usual. Her daughter interested her that morning — for 
her daughter had something to say on the subject of MiBS Gwilt. 

41 1 used to think you promised to be pretty, child,” she said, cautiously 
resuming the interrupted conversation in the leaBt direct way. “.But you 
don’t seem to be keeping your promise. You look out of health and out 
of spirits — what is the matter with you ? ” 

If there had been any sympathy between mother and child, Neelie 
might have owned the truth. She might have said frankly, “ I am look- 
ing ill, because my life is miserable to me. I am fond of Mr. Armadale, 
and Mr. Armadale was once fond of me. We had one little disagree- 
ment, only one, in which I was to blame. I wanted to tell him so at the 
time, and I have wanted to tell him so ever since— and Miss Gwilt stands 
between us and prevents me. She has made us, like strangers ; she has 
altered him, and taken him away from me. He doesn’t look at me as he 
did; he doesn’t speak to me as he did; he is never alone with me as he 
used to be; I can’t say the words to him that I long to say ; and I can’t 
write to him, for it would look as if I wanted to get him back. It is all 
over between me and Mr. Armadale, — and it is that woman’s fault. There 
is ill-blood between MiBB Gwilt and me the whole day long; and say 
what I may, and do what I may, she always gets the better of me, and 
always puts me in the wrong. Everything I saw at Thorpe- Ambrose 
pleased me, everything I did at Thorpe- Ambrose made me happy, before 
she oame. Nothing pleases me, and nothing makes me happy now!” 
If Neelie had ever been accustomed to ask her mother’s advice and 
to trust herself to her mother’s love, she might have said such words 
as these. As it was, the tears came into her eyes, end she hung her head 
in silenoe. 

44 Comet” said 'Mrs. Milroy, beginning to lose patience* 14 You have 
something to say to me about Miss Gwilt. What is it ? " 

NeeUe forced back the tears, and made an effort to answer. 

44 She aggravates me beyond endurance, mamma; I can't bear her; I 

shall do something " Neelie stopped, and stamped her foot angrily on 

thsdtoor. 44 1 shall throw something at her head, if we go on much longer 
like this 1 I should have thrown something this morning if I hadn't leflj 
the room. Oh, do speak to papa about it ! do find out some reason for 
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Bending her away ! I’ll go to Bchool—I’ll do anything in the world to get 
lid of Miss G wilt!” 

To get rid of. Miss Gwilt ! At thote words*— at that echo from her 
daughter’s lips of the one dominant desire kept secret in her own heart— 
Mrs. JlilroyVpwly' i aieed herself in the bed. What did it mean T Was 
the help she wanted coming from the very last of all quarters in whioh she 
could have thought of looking for itf 

u Why do you want to get rid of Miss Gwilt,’* she asked. “ What 
have you got to complain of?” 

“ Nothing ! ” said Neelie. “ That’s 4he aggravation of it. Miss 
Gwilt won’t let me have anything to complain of. She is perfectly 
* detestable ; she is driving me mad ; and she is the pink of propriety all 
the time. I daresay it’s wrong, but, I don’t care — I hate her 1 ” 

Mrs. Milroy’s eyes questioned her daughter’s face as they had never 
questioned? it yet. There was something under the surface, evidently — 
something which it might be of vital importance to her own purpose to 
discover — which had not risen into view. She went on probing her way 
gently deeper and deeper into Neclie’s mind, with a warmer and warmer 
interest in Neelie’s secret. 

41 Pour me out a cup of tea,” she Baid ; 14 and ddn’t excite yourself, my 
dear. Why do you speak to me about this ? why don’t you speak to your 
father?” 

“ I have tried to speak to papa,” said Neelie. 44 But it is no use ; lie 
is too good to know what a wretch Bhe is. She is always on her best 
behaviour with him ; she is always contriving to be useful to him. 
I can’t make him understand why I dislike Miss Gwilt — I can’t make you 
understand — I only understand it myself.” She tried to pour out the tea, 
and in tiying upset the cup. 44 I’ll go downstairs again!” exclaimed 
Neelie, with a burst of tears. 44 I'm not fit for anything — I can’t even 
pour out a cup of tea 1” 

Mrs. Milroy seized her hand, and stopped her. Trifling arf it was, 
Neelie’s reference to the relations between the major and Miss Gwilt 
had roused her mother’s ready jealousy. The restraints which Mrs. 
Milroy had laid on herself thus far, vanished in a moment va nished, 
even in the presence of a girl of sixteen, and that girl her own child I 

“ Wait here I” she said, eagerly. 44 You have come to the right place 
and the right person. Go on abusing Miss Gwilt. I like to hear you— 
I hate her tool” 

“You, mamma!” exclaimed Neelie, looking at her mother in 
astonishment. 

For a moment, Mrs. Milroy hesitated before she said more. Some 
last-left instinct of her married life in its earlier and happier time, 
pleaded hard with her to respect the youth and the sex of her child. 
But jealousy respects nothing; in the heaven above and on t^e earth 
beneath, nothing but itsel£ The slow fire of self-torment burning night 
and day in the miserable woman’s breast, flashed its deadly light into 
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her eyes, as the next words dropped slowly and venomously from 
her lips. 

. “ If you had had eyes in your head you would never have gone to your 
father, 11 she said. “ Your father has reasons of his own for hearing nothing 
that you can say, or that anybody can say, against Miss Gwilt. 11 

Many girls at Neelie’s age would have failed to see the meaning hidden 
under those words. It was the daughter’s misfoi tune, in this instance, to 
have had experience enough of the mother to understand her. Neelie 
started back from the bedside, with her face in a glow. “ Mamma ! 11 sho 
said, 44 you aro talking horribly ! Papa is the best and dearest and 
kindest— oh, I won't hoar it ! — I won’t hear itl ” 

Mrs. Milroy’s fierce temper broke out in an instant — broke out all tho 
more violently from her feeling herself, in spite of herself, to have been in 
the wrong. 

44 You impudent little fool 1 11 she retorted furiously, % 44 do you 
think I want you to remind me of what I owe to your father? Am 
I to learn how to speak of your father, and how to think of your father, 
and how to love and honour your father, from a forward little minx 
like you I I was finely disappointed, I can tell you, when you weie 
born — I wished for d boy, you impudent hussy! If you ever find a 
man who is fool enough to marry you, he will be a lucky mdh if 
you only love him half as well, a quarter as well, a hundred-thousandth 
part as well, as I loved your father. Ah, you can cry when it’s too 
late ; you can come creeping back to beg your mother’s pardon after you 
have insulted her. You little dowdy, half-grown creature ! I was hand- 
somer than ever you will be when I married your father — I would have 
gone through fire and water to serve your lather ! If lie had asked 
me to cut off one of my arms, I would have done it — 1 would have 
done it to please him 1 ” She turned suddenly with her face to the wall— 
lorgetting her daughter, forgetting her husband, forgetting everything but 
the torturing remembrance of her lost beauty. 44 My arms ! ” she 
repeated to herself, faintly. 44 What arms I had when I was young 1” 
She snatched up the sleeve of her dressing-gown furtively, with a shudder. 
44 Oh, look at it now! look at it now ! ” 

Neelie fell on her knees at the bedside, and hid her face. In sheer 
despair of finding comfort and help anywhere else, she had cast herself 
impulsively on her mother’s mercy — and this was how it had ended ! 
44 Oh, mamma, 1 ’ she pleaded, 44 you know I didn't mean to offend you ! 
I couldn't help it when you spoke so of my father. Oh, do, do, forgive me. 11 

Mrs. Milroy turned again on her pillow, and looked at her daughter 
vacantly. 44 Forgive you ? ” a he repeated, with her mind still in the past, 
groping its way back darkly to the present 

“ 1 beg your pardon, mamma— I beg your pardon on my knees* I am 
so unhappy ; I do so want a little kindness ! Won’t you forgive me?” 

44 Wait a little, 11 rejoined Mrs. Milroy. 44 Ah, 11 die said, after an 
interval; “now I know l Foigive you? Yes— I’ll fbigive you on on? 
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condition.” She lifted Neelie’s head, and looked her searchingly in the 
face. “ Tell me why you hate Miss Gwilt 1 You've It reason of yonr 
own for hating her, and you haven’t copftSscd it yet.” 

Neelie’s head dropped a gw in. The burning colour that she was hiding 
by hiding her fsfce, snowed itself on her neck. Her mother saw it, and 
gave her time. 

“ Tell me,” reiterated Mrs. Milroy, more gently, “ why do you 
hate her ? ” 

The answer came reluctantly, a word at a time, in fragments. 

“ Because she is trying-*—” 

“Trying what?” 

“ Trying to make somebody who is much ” 

“ Much what ? ” 

“ Much too young for her ” 

“ Mairy her ? ” 

“Yes, mamma. ’* 

Breathlessly interested, Mrs. Milroy leaned fonvaid, and' twined her 
hand caressingly in her daughter’s hair. 

“ Who is it, Neelie?” she asked, in a whisper. 

“ You will never say I told you, mamma ? ” 

“ Never 1 Who is it ? ” 

“ Mr. Armadale.” 

Mrs. Milroy leaned back on her pillow in dead silence. The plain 
betrayal of her daughter’s first love, by her daughter’s own lips, which 
would have absorbed the whole attention of other mothers, failed to 
occupy her ior a moment. Her jealousy, distorting all things to fit its own 
conclusions, was busied in distorting what 6lie had just heard. “A 
blind,” she thought, “ which has deceived my girl. It doesn't dcccivo 
me. Is Miss Gwilt likely to succeed 1 ” she asked aloud. “Does 
Mr. Armadale show any sort of interest in her ? ” 

Neelie looked up at her mother for the first time. The hardest part 
of the confession was over now — she had revealed the truth about Miss 
Gwilt, and she had openly mentioned Allan’s name. 

“ He shows the most unaccountable interest,” she said. “ It's impos- 
sible to understand it. It’s downright infatuation — I haven't patience to 
talk about it 1 ” 

“ How do you come to be in Mr. Armadale's secrets ? ” inquired Mrs. 
Milroy. “ Has he informed you 9 of all the people in the world, of his 
interest in Miss Gwilt ? ” 

“ Me 1 ” exclaimed Neelie, indignantly. “ It's quite bad enough that 
he should have teld papa.” 

At the reappearance of the major in the narrative, Mrs. Milroy's 
interest in the conversation rose to its climax. She raised herself again 
from the pillow. “ Get a chair,” she said. “ Sit down, child, and tell me 
oil about it. Every word, mind — every word ! ” 

M I can only tell you, mamma, what papa told me.” 
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“When?” 

44 Saturday. I went in with papa’s lunch to the workshop, and he 
juud, 4 I have just had a visit from Mr. Armadale; and I want to give you 
a Caution, while I think of it.' I didn’t Bay anything, mamma — I only 
waited. Papa went on, and told me that Mr. Armadale had been speaking 
to him on the subject of Miss Gwilt, and that he had been asking a ques- 
tion about her which nobody in his position had a right to ask. Papa 
said he had been obliged, good-humouredly, to warn Mr. Armadale to be 
a little more delicate, and a little more careful next time. I didn’t feel 
much interested, mamma — it didn't matter to ms what Mr. Armadale said 
or did. Why should I care about it? ” 

11 Never mind yourself,'* interposed Mrs. Milroy, sharply. 41 Go on with 
what your father Baid. What was he doing when he was talking about 
Miss Gwilt? How did he look?” 

44 Much as usual, mamma. He was walking up and down the woik- 
shop ; and I took his arm and walked up and down with him.” 

44 1 don’t care what you were doing,” said Mrs. Milroy, more and more 
irritably. 44 Did your father tell you what Mr. Armadale’s question was 
-—or did he not ? ” 

44 Yes, mamma. He said Mr. Armadale began by mentioning that he 
was very much interested in Miss Gwilt, and he then went on to ask 
whether papa could tell him anything about her family misfortunes ” 

44 What 111” cried Mrs. Milroy. The word burst from her almost in 
a scream, and the white enamel on her face cracked in all directions. 
44 Mr. Armadale said that ? n she went, on, leaning out farther and farther 
over the Bide of the bed. 

Neelie started up, and tried to put her mother back on the pillow. 

44 Mammal" she exdaimed, “are you in pain? are you ill? You 
frighten me 1 ” 

44 Nothing, nothing, nothing,” Baid Mrs. Milroy. She was too violently 
agitated to make any other than the commonest excuse. 44 My nerves are 
bad this morning— -don't notice it. I’ll try the other side of the pillow. 
Go Wn 1 go on 1 Pm listening, though I’m not looking at you.” She 
turned her face to the wall, and clenched her trembling hands convul- 
sively beneath the bed-clothes. 44 I’Ve got her 1 ” she whispered to herself, 
under her breath. 44 I’ve got her at last 1 ” 

44 I'm afraid I’ve been talking too much,” Baid NeeUe ; 44 I'm afraid I've 
been stopping here too long. Shall I go downstairs, mamma, and come 
back later in the day ? " w 

44 Go on," repeated Mrs. Milroy, mechanically. 41 What did your father 
say next ? Anything more about Mr. Armadale ? " 

“Nothing more, except how papa answered him," replied Neelie. 
14 Papa repeated hia own words when he told me about it. He said , 4 In. 
the absence of any confidence volunteered by the lady herself Mr. 
Armadale, ell I know or wish to know — and you must excuse me for 
saying, ell any one else need know or wish to know— is, that Miss Gwilt 
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gave me a perfectly satisfactory reference before she entered my honse.’ 
Severe, mamma,. Wasn’t it? I don’t pity him in the "least— he richly 
deserved it. The next thing was papat caution to me. He told me to 
check Mr. Armadale's Curiosity if he applied to me next. A a if he was 
likely to apply to hnfct and as if I should listen to him if he did 1 That's 
all, mamma. You won't suppose, will you, that I 'have told you this 
because I want to hinder Mr. Armadale from marrying Miss Gwilt? 
Let him marry her if he pleases — I don't care ! " said Neelie, in a voice that 
faltered a little, and with a face which was hardly composed enough to be 
in perfect harmony with a declaration of indifference. “ All I want is to 
be relieved from the misery of having Miss Gwilt for my governess. I'd 
rather go to school. I should like to go to school. My mind's quite 
changed about all that— only I haven’t the heart to tell papa. I don't 
know what's come Jo me — I don’t seem to have heart enough for 
anything now — and when papa takes me. on his knee in the evening, 
and says, ‘ Let’s have a talk, Neelie,’ he makes me cry. Would you 
mind breaking it to him, mamma, that I’ve changed my mind, and I 
want to go to school ? ” The tears rose thickly in her eyes, and she failed 
to see that her mother never even turned on the pillow to look round 
at her. • 

“Yes, yes,” said Mis. Mil roy, vacantly. “You’re a good girl; you 
shall go to school.” 

The cruel brevity of the reply, and the tone in which it was spoken, 
told Neelie plainly that her mother's attention had been wandering far 
away from her, and that it was useless and needless to prolong the 
interview. She turned aside quietly, without a word of remonstrance. 
It was nothing new, in her experience, to find herself shut out from her 
mother's sympathies. She looked at her eyes in the glass, and, pouring 
out some cold water, bathed her face. “ Miss Gwilt shan't seo I've been 
crying ! ” thought Neelie, as ehe went back to the bedside to take her 
leave. “ I've tired you out, mamma,” she said gently. “ Let me go 
now; and let me come back a little later when you have had some rest” 

“ Yes,” repeated her mother, as mechanically as ever ; “ a little biter, 
when I have had some rest.’ 1 

Neelie left the room. The minute after the door had closed on her, 
Mrs. Milroy rang the bell for her nurse. In the face of the narrative she 
had just heard, in the face of every reasonable estimate of probabilities, 
she held to her own jealous conclusions as firmly as ever. “ Mr. A ,rw«#l^ 
may believe her, and my daughter may brieve her,” thought the furious 
woman. “ But I know the major — and she can't deceive me/" 

The nurse came in. “ Prop me up,” laid Mm. Milroy. “And give 
me my desk. I want to write.” 

“You’re excited,” replied the nurse. “ You’re not fit to write.” 

“ Give me the desk,” reiterated Mrs. Milroy. 

“ Anything more?” asked Rachel, repeating her invariable formula as 
die placed the desk on the bed. 
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“ I» Come hack in half-an-hour. I shall want you to tuke a letter 
to the great house." 

The nurse’s sardonic composure deserted her for once. <* Mercy on 
net” she exclaimed, with an accent of genuine surprise. 44 What next? 

You don’t mean to say you’re going to write ? ” 

“I am going to write to Mr. Armadale," interposed Mrs. Milroy; 
44 and you are going to take the letter to him, and wait for an answer — and, 
mind this, not a living soul but our two selves must know of it in the 
house." 

“ Why are you writing to Mr. Armadale ? ” asked Rachel. “ And 
why is nobody to know of it but our two selves ? " 

44 Wait,” rejoined Mrs. Milroy ; 44 and you will see.” 

The nurse’s curiosity, being a woman’s curiosity, declined to wait. 

44 1*11 help you, with my eyes open,” she said. “ But I won’t help you 
blindfold.” 

44 Oh, if I only had the use of my limbs 1 " groaned Mrs. Milroy. 
44 You wretch, if I could only do without you ! ” 

44 You have the use of your head," retorted the impenetrable nurse. 
11 And you ought to know better than to trust me by halves, at this time 
of day." 

It was brutally put; but it was true — doubly true, after the opening 
of Miss Gwilt’s letter. Mrs. Milroy gave way. 

44 What do you want to know ? ” Bhe asked. 44 Tell me — and leave me.” 
44 I want to know what you are writing to Mr. Armadale about ? ” 

41 About Miss Gwilt.” 

44 What has Mr. Armadale to do with you and Miss Gwilt ? ” , 

Mrs. Milroy held up the letter which had been returned to her by the 
.authorities at the Post-Office. 

44 Stoop,” she said. 11 Miss Gwilt may be listening at the door. I’ll 
whisper.” 

The nurse stooped, with her eye on the door. 

44 You know that the postman went with this letter to Kingsdown 
Crescent?" Baid Mrs. Milroy. 44 And you know that he found Mrs. 
Mandeville gone away, nobody could tell where ? " 

44 Well," whispered Rachel, 41 what next ? " 

44 This, next. When Mr. Armadale gets the letter that I am going to 
write to him, he will follow the same road as the postman — and we'll see 
what happens when he knocks at Mrs. Mandeville’s door." 

44 How do you get him to the door ? ” 

44 1 tell him to go to Miss Gwilt’s reference." 

44 Is he Bweet on Miss Gwilt ? " 

44 Yes.” 

44 Ah 1 ” said the nurse. 44 I see l " 
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The map of Central Germany is os bewildeiing a puzzle as Bradshaw 
guide. A chart on any reasonable scale presents the appearance of being 
nearly all frontier with very little interior, like a farm all hedgerows. To 
the general run of tourists, it does not signify greatly whether their con- 
veyance is passing through Baden or Nassau; whether they are eating 
their sandwich during the train’s delay in He3se-Darmstadt or Hesse 
Cassel; ceitain.it is they will seldom know. The natives themselves 
have long since given up the attempt to distinguish localities. 

The Irishman who discovered the sausage on his road to market, re- 
conciled himself to eating it by declaring u it was all meat anyhow,” and 
a bewildered traveller in the land of principalities and powers may console 
himself with something of the same sort — il It is all Germany anyhow.” 
One day or night, however, good leader, when some half-hour of your 
life Beems to have lost its value and its wings, open a map of Germany, 
and explore it until you discover a section of it bearing the name Ilessc- 
Homburg : it is a Landgravate as I daresay you know, and its capital is 
Homburg 1 

There and back for a shilling, by the aerial machine plying between 
Cornhill and all parts of the globe is surely reasonable, and if this mode 
of conveyance precludes your taking a draught of the very nasty waters — - 
which are certainly not those of Lethe, since once tasted, one never forgets 
— it spares you the risk of drawing a draft of another kind. 

On the supposition, then, that you are seated in the cloud-cleaver, 
with your humble servant at the helm, farewell Comhill, and preBto ! hail 
Hesse-Homburg ! 

Microscopic dominion with a huge plague in thee ! — gnat’s eye, with a 
prodigious beam in thee ! — the sunshine seems to linger lovingly over thy 
hilly woodlands, and Nature to turn her sweet calm face upwards for the 
crimson-dyed sunset to tinge with its worm glow. Alas, perhaps it is to 
blush for the bad ends her beauty has been made to serve. The thrush 
throbs Out its song, and the black-bird chatters out its startled notes ; but 
human ears, when their owners bring them to Hombuig, find more music 
in the rasping of the roulette-table, and the chink of gold, each coin of 
which is damp with the sweat of avarice’s crooked fingers. Caustic to a 
festering sore, reprobation to a moral ulcer, and may success wait on the 
physician ! 

Shabby and uninteresting is the town of Homburg, with its plethora 
of hotels and Brnmmag^n-jewellers’ shops, to be compared not inaptly to 
a nut, of which the Casino is the kernel— the shell worthless, and the 
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fruit unwholesome. Anomalous in every condition of its existence, the 
KnrsUftl, or Casino, is not supported by the town, but supports it. The 
sovereign is not its patron, bu! its dependant. Poor old Landgrave ! the 
hundred thousand florins “la Direction n pays you, leaves you poor indeed, 
for it robs your poverty of its respectability. 

If extremes meet anywhere, it is at such places as this that the point of 
contact may be looked for. Your tailor or your sovereign — it is a toss-up 
which you stumble upon while you take your morning ramble. Society 
sends samples of all her produots to the exhibition temples of Mammon. 
The rustling silks of Kensington Gardens by day, and the rustling silks of 
the Haymarket by night, mingle their folds around the gaming-tables. 
A Montmorency handles the rake turnabout with a late hotel-waiter, who 
levanted with the money he is now losing at roulette. 

Does the expression “ lights and shades of life ” mean anything that 
prose can handle ? if so, it is at Homburg that tbey force themselves upon 
our notice, but so blended that the light partakes of shadow, and the shade 
* of a sort of meretricious glitter, peculiar to that lofty spacious tomple 
reared to Dives, which Beems to echo every Bound within its walls except 
a laugh, and its mirrors to reflect each thing and Eign except a smile. 

To abandon generalities, however, let us take our stand upon the 
stone terrace in the rear of the Homburg Casino, and observe. 

What is going on in the green space below you ? Foot-ball ; and that 
accurately dressed dandy has inadroitly “ slipped ” the ball on to the 
parasols of that coterie of elderly ladies occupying the bench near the 
kiosk. How disgusted they look ; and he, the sinner, how disconcerted I 
The ill-directed ball is lost among the mysteries of crinoline and muslin, 
and will not stir unless the ladies do, and they will not. Lavender kid 
gloves and patent leather boots for football i Serve you right, Sir Dandy 1 
Ne bougez pas, mea dames 1 

And who have we here, with festooned skirt, displaying a hand- 
breadth of embroidered whiteness beneath, and a foot that scarce would 
crush a butterfly ; and one, two — five little dogs — fluffiest of Maltese, and 
puggiest of pugs ? That group of pretty children is more charmed with 
the small quadrupeds than their mistress with the toddling bipeds. Nay, 
madam, there was no need to call your cuily favourite so crossly from the 
child's caress. A farthing for your heart ! Fair are the features your 
lace fall shrouds, graceful and womanly your step and bearing. Pass on ; 
that knot of mustachioed men yonder, under the trees, will pat your pets 
unchidden. 

That smoke rising among the branches of the linden, curling away 
into space, is only tobacco-smoke apparently ; but if our sight could 
separate the visible from the invisible, we should behold the sigh that 
escaped with that puff of smoke. Examine the smoker — a man of thought 
originally, if physiognomy be not an utter sham. His cold eye rests on 
the ball-players, but does net see them ; his fingers tap the bench, in 
cadence te the music, but be does not hear it; be draws a ring frost hit 
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finger and examines it. Then he rises, and after walking once or twice 
to and fro beforto the bench with eyes fixed on the ground, quits the 
gardens briskly. If we follow we shall observe him disappear in a 
building immediately opposite the side entrance to the Casino, on the 
front of which is pafottyl in large characters “ Mont de Pidte.” . 

Why do not our pawnbrokers take a hint from their Continental 
co -fraternity ? They moke clean the outside of the platter at all events, 
by assuming ajuime suggestive of meekness and oharity. The three balls 
have become odious : a picture of the Good Samaritan might be recom- 
mended in its stead. Our smoker wears gloves when he leaves the 
establishment, thinking every one would notice the absenee of the diamond 
from his finger ; his coat, too, is buttoned, lest spectators should observe 
where his watchgUard is not , and guess where it ts. 

Now, the swinging portals of the Casino give him admittance, and in 
an hour, perhaps, he will resume his seat on the bench where we first 
saw him, listless and moody, with the dork ring darker round his eyes. 

These desultory and unfilled-in outlines might be multiplied indefi- 
nitely from the twenty thousand strangers, or thereabout, that throng 
liomburg during the summer season, but they are figures in the back- 
giound, and no more. Taste and ingenuity are abundantly evident in 
the arrangement of the spacious gardens and pleasure-grounds, wherein, 
if bo disposed, you may find the “ Drink-halle.” Walks serpentining 
through fragrant hedges and avenues; green lawns inviting trespassing 
feet to a nearer inspection of flower-borders gorgeous with many-ooloured 
blossoms ; elegantly light pavilions draped with caressing creepers, form a 
scene fitly peopled by the well-dressed crowds who lounge away the 
mornings in its midst. Take one good look, then, at the landscape far 
and near, and own it beautiful; rich in the distant wooded slopes of 
variegated greens — in valleys wherein are hamlets half-hidden. It is the 
beauty of nature and innocence. Turn now and see the beauty of human 
art, sued the allurements of what is exceedingly like vice. Are you 
wondering to see that company of men issue from the Casino, shooting* 
coated, gunned, and belted ? Marvel no more ; the sporting over woods and 
plains belongs to Monsieur Blanc and u la Direction." So you may weary 
out your legs in the green woods by day, killing hares and pheasants for 
the restaurant, if you will rest them at night beneath the gtean-clofthed 
tables. Guns and dog s too are at the disposal of who will, and if the 
former burst occasionally* and the latter have but hazy, notions of the 
distinction between rat and hate, or pheasant aud hedge-sparrow, these 
details do not obtrude themselves in the paragraph dedicated to the 
■porting item ef the director’s programme. 

Let ua enter. The glass-doors by which we pass from the terrace 
admit to the concert-room. Cool is the marble-floor, pleasant the walls in 
tinted arabesque, on which fidl bright rays of light through the eupole 
above. Would you rest ? soft oouobes fill the niches in the wall*. Would 
you read? pass through that door to the right, and you will find the prate 



234 


TO HOMBUBG AND BACK TOR* A SHILLING. 


of ill the world ready to your hand. Look around you and admit that 
the stateliest of our Pall Mall club-houses scarcely equals this unrivalled 
hell ” in general plan or detail of decoration. There is no niggardly 
economy pf space about those noble corridors whose massive columns, 
Gheysonaar's chef $ oeuvre, may fairly claim to be the best bad thing of the 
century. Pace the front corridor, a picmenade in itself — cool in summer, 
agreeably warm in winter — erring, if at all, in the too-fragrant exotics 
which avenue its lengths ; and, when you have reached its left extremity, 
there are the willing doors which scarcely need a push to give you 
entranoe to the rooms . 

Many are the rooms in that gigantic swindle, but they have each a 
•name, while these shrink from baptism : they are the roomB. Leave the 
doom closed, there are more outer courts of the temple to tread ere the 
iniquity of iniquities be entered. Retrace your steps to the other end of 
the corridor. If a cigar tempts you, ask a light of the smoker yonder in 
the white coat. A pleasant face under his white hat, eh ? Fair, florid, 
blue-eyed, Saxon-looking. English, do you nay ? not a bit of it ; German 
as the Drachenfels, and deeper than the Rhine at Bingen. Measure him 
from his well-made boots to liis. delicately-coloured neck-tie. Is there 
something 6f design in the widely thrown-back coat front ? The waistcoat is 
spotlessly white, the watch-guard massive and the dangling pendantB bulky. 
Is there purpose in the ungloved left hand ? the diamond in the ring has 
certainly no flaw. His race has known how to distinguish pure stones 
and standard gold ever since it spoiled the Egyotiana. He eyes you keenly 
— it is hiB business to scan faces and fathom pockets. But let us be just ; 
the Homburg banker and money-lender lovos gold without hating his 
fellow-creatures, and if he has many acceptances in liis iron chest, lie has 
a heart in his own. Iii9 mania is to collect, autographs beneath “ Orders 
to pay." Do you suppose he does not know that you had a chief interest 
in the two cargoes of cotton the lucky Pursuivant brought safely out 
of Wilmington last year ? Pshaw, my dear sir, he has even calculated 
your profits, and is now calculating on your losses — at roulette. Wei J, if 
flies will dash into webs, spiders must eat them ! 

Here we are at the other end. Two hundred feet of tesselated marble 
pavement has brought us to the billiard-room. Where will you equal it ? 
What oonld be more chastely correct than the tinting of ceiling and walls, 
or more original than the inlaying of the oaken flooring? The tables ore 
models of carved work, the cues as bright as the marriage of rosewood and 
mother-of-pearl should be. Fingal might reflect himself in those mirrors 
from crown to toe without stooping, and on the velvet couches a Roberts 
might lounge and watch two ignorami knock the balls about, without 
losing liis temper. 

Hard by we have the restaurant, in every sense a banqueting-room. 
What of the Maison Dor6e or the Cafd Riche after this Luoulluaian hall ? 
Autumn's self might have snatched his grape-leaf coronal from his 
brow, and wreathed it round that pile of pictured fruit — so real, so ripe it 
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looks, so fresh and soft the vine that wantons round it. Those flowers 
planted on the ceiling by ‘the clever brush, seem about to drop their petals 
in one's plate : “ Gotelette aUx feuilles de rose ’’ — print it, Mattre Chevet, 
in your “ Speisekarten." 

As a rule, the Germans do not know how or what to eat ; their diet is 
only fit for Germans ; but Chevet’s art steers a nice mean between all the 
routes of -cookery, and the god who made eating pleasant oreated Chevet 
as the equipoise to hunger. A sandwich, then, of brown bread and pftti de 
foie gras, diluted by a glass of Ch&teau d’Yquem, ere we pass to the right 
wing of the Casino. It is dedicated to the Muses — a theatre, limited in 
its dimensions, but nearly perfect in symmetry and arrangement. A good 
French company will enable you, on three days in each week, to persuade 
yourself that you are not at the Fran 9 ais, but the Vari&ds, or the Porte 
St. Martin. 

So long as the multiplication of amusements can retain those who have 
the money to pay for them in Homburg, there is a chance of the 
fascination of play absorbing the hours of interval between pic-nios and 
concerts, balls and theatrical representations. The “Direction” base 
their proceedings upon this hypothesis ; the value of the shares proves 
how solidly. • 

Listen to the music. Ilow it seems to filter through every obstruction ! 
If we go now to the concert-room we shall no longer find a vacant seat. 
We might, as we look into it, imagine the illustrated page of Le Follet 
had been suddenly vivified. Such natty little hats and loves of bonnets, 
adorned by faces pretty and expressive of “ expressionlessness.” Silks 
of peach-blossom hue that nothing more profane than the delicate glove 
that lifts it should touch. Butterflies of girls, half white, half rose or 
blue or green, sit in the Bunny spots as butterflies should. Ah me ! 
Maidens, take away your innocence. And you, respectable father of 
a family, did you bring your four bright young daughters here because 
your Badeker’s guide told you that an evil thing flourished ? Will 
you take them to the London Casino, or the Argyll Booms ? or is 
depravity become pure because it is yi Germany ? How do you know, 
sir, who that well-dressed man is, that you allow him to hold your pretty 
inexperienced girl's skein of silk ? Very convenient to chat with some- 
body in English, and he seems a gentlemanlike person. Very good 1 
if you will try the experiment of making acquaintances in Homburg 
and such places, try it in your own person. You may come to regret 
that in your purse — a grief you may forget : Homburg has led to others 
you could not. 

Now let the sweeping trains of silk and lace dust us a path — wo 
will follow. Who could not fix the habitat of that bevy of showy dames? 
the merest lounger at Tortoni's must get the type so stamped into his 
brain that nothing abort of drowning could efface it What that 
separates a Parisian woman from all other women ? giving Mademoiselle 
Flore of the Qnartier Br&La something of Versailles, and Madame 'la 
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Duchtsse de Puimng something of the Quartier Br^da. You guess where 
they fere going by the direction they take. 

But we must not talk now, or whisper at most. Here t the croupiers 
have tongues, the multitude ears only. Respect for the sanctity of gold 1 
4]mb offerings of cupidity are piled on its altars, and fiom some hundreds 
of lungs the bated breath is rising — a fitting incense. How the feet 
sank into the pile of the rich carpet ! But before you quarrel yrith the 
profusion of embellishment about you, examine the care that has been 
lavished on its smallest detail. Every cupid in those frescoes is a study 
—every tint of cloud and sea an artistic contrast. The gilded frames are 
enormous, but the mirrors are gigantic : see how large a space their fields 
reflect. Let your eyes wander over the enamelled mouldings and along 
the wreaths of flowers, among which enough of gilt is dashed to make one 
think of sunshine in a garden. Behold those silken hangings coquetti&hly 
relieved by laced edges drooping in rich cords of many-coloured strands, 
and those crimson velvet couches sedately contrasting with buhl and 
ormolu. Verily, great is the mystery of upholstery 1 

We are in the principal saloon ; it is about one hundred feet by forty, 
and its two or threo hundred occupants are divided into two groups, 
hiding the centres to which they gravitate. Approach and you will see 
in the midst of this first crowd a green-clothed board, not unlike a billiard- 
table without cushions, spaced by coloured lines — it is the Trente et 
Quarante table. 

The individuals occupying raised seats on either side of the board, 
and supported right and left by another holding a short wooden rake, are 
the bankers and croupiers. In the centre of the tabic, equidistant from 
the respective trios, observe “ the bank.” The amount displayed in coin 
and notes rises perhaps to a hundred thousand francs ; allowing as much 
more to be apportioned to each of the other three tables, it gives a united 
capital of sixteen thousand pounds — a very tall candle too, to attract 
moths. The rouleaux of gold coin are neatly piled pyramidally as a 
centre, from which radiate star-like lines of five-franc pieces, thalers, and 
florins, ready to the “ banker's ” hand. 

The bank divides the table into halves, each of which is a copy of the 
other. A square space defined by red lines in the middle, a triangle at 
the head where sits a single croupier, and on either border a diamond, the 
one red, the other green like the cloth. You notice coin in various sums 
lying irregularly within the sections of the table. That inside the square 
is staked on couleur, within the triangle on inverse ; that near the red 
diamond is oh la rouge, all near the green diamond on le noir. 

The croupier, with playing-eardv in his hand, is calling the game ; 
it is very simple. He turns, face uppermost, from the pack, card after 
card, until the number of the pips has passed thirty (trente)— the cards 
having their numerical value from one to ten, and each picture-card 
counting as ten likewise. He then stops and declares the sum total of the 
first Jinetef cards— it is the declaration for le noir. Recommencing, 
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he turns a second line of cords from the paok, until their value reaohes or 
passes thirty, when he ‘ again stops and calls their sum total — it, is the 
declaration for la rouge. The least in number wins. 

Thus the numbers always range between thirty and forty, hence the 
name Trente et Quarante. If you had staked pn the noir, and -the 
cords first turned formed in the aggregate the number tkirty-tliree t 
while ihose turned in the second instanoe rose to thirty-four, you would 
win, because tho cards first turned always form the number for the noir, 
and thirty-three is Icbs than thirty-four. Again, if the first card of the 
first series be red, a heart or diamond, and the last of the last series also 
red, couleur wins and inverse loses, because there is coincidence of 
colour ; but if the first card be red and the last black, or vice versd, 
inverse wins and couleur loses, because there is divergence of colour. 
You are at liberty to stake upon any one or two of the four places — 
rouge, noir, couleur, inverse. 

Should the cards when turned present in each scries a corresponding 
number, what is called a refait takes place. When the first turned card 
of the corresponding series is red, refait signifies that the deal counts for 
nothing; but when the first card is black, color nefustus, your stake is put 
in prison on the lino that bounds the pluce whereon you staked, and if 
that place wins, you recover possession of your stake, but nothing more. 
Thus in each such instance the bank plays for your money without the 
possibility of losing its own. r fhc refait is then the odds in favour of the 
bank, and as it frequently occurs there is no need for the cheating 
6uch as is often groundlessly attributed to the establishment. To cheat 
outside of the ruleB would be to kill the goose outright. Watch the 
banker’s face while he fulfils his office. Note how the one-expressioned 
eyes follow their changeless orbit, and the one-expressioned voice intones 
the weary monotone — the croupier’s shibboleth. “ Faites vos jeux, mes- 
sieurs — vos jeux sont fiiita ? rien ne va plus ! ” The qkss is typified in 
him. Watchful, patient, civil, hard as the bright' counters that habit 
has converted this money to, to them, they lead their life of dreariness, 
and peas away, nobody missing, nobody regretting them. 

The players in the first rank occupy chairs; the outsiders stand. 
Where shall we select a subject for observation? There is one — the 
young man with a broad coarse face, eyes too dose together, lips too 
wide apart, sensual and imbecile at once. Mind seems to have feared lest 
eonduet like his should be attributed to her, and to have stamped the 
declaration -of her absence on his face. The ancient patrimony squandered 
leaves him the ancient name to drag dishonoured through the court of 
bankruptcy. Hie next face tells h different tale— a good feoe learning 
bad expressions. The smooth brow wrinkling in a frown, the shapely 
mouth losing its lines of softness, and the pained eyes forgetful of their 
kindly look. ▲ short week ego he played his maiden stake : it wee as 
much a portion of hie programme as to climb the Jungfrau, or tee the 
fttsltienfela. He played to lose and won; since then he her played to 
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win and lost — and now he sits bewildered, fearing alike “ to bear those 
ilk he has, or fly to others that he knows not of.” Close by, is one who 
Comes from Australia — a man of many speculations and fortunate in all. 
Countless herds peopled his vast “ runs, 11 and multiplied like the patriarch’s 
in Pbdan-Aram. When sheep and oxen lost their worth bb such, tallow 
took the form of wealth and slipped into his coffers. When earth gave 
forth her secret, and the startled colony went mad on gold,*he dealt in 
that until his name became the synonym of luck. Now he sits the cool- 
headed speculator, shrewdly conscious that the present speculation is a 
sham, yet unconvinced that there is not in its constitution some flaw 
through which his coach-and-four of luck may be driven. Habit of rapid 
thought and practice of self-reliance are shown in his look and gestures, 
and the homely ill-cut clothes he wears are borne with the ease of one 
whom success has rendered independent of appearances. 

Some cards whereon the game is pricked by pin-holes, and an open 
memorandum-book whose page shows columns of pencilled figures, lie 
before him, ramparted by piles of double Fredericks d’or. He seldom 
stakes, but, as each “ coup ” is called, perforates the card with his pin 
beneath the “ B ” for “ rouge ” or “ N " for “ noir,” according as each 
wins. Careful never to miss the call, he still finds time to watch the 
fluctuations of a neighbour’s fortune, or take a lesson in human nature 
from the countenances round him, in his quick, brief mode of gathering 
conclusions. 

That old woman next to him has fixed his attention, as in querulous 
tones she addresses the grey-haired attendant at her side. False hair, 
false teeth, false bloom, false everything. Widow of a subtle statesman 
whom Europe honoured, she peers through her artificial curls at the gold 

die stakes upon the board that earns it her; for Countess holds it 

no disgrace to owe her revenues to shares in the Casino Hear how 
die rates her poor old servant because the rouge whereon he staked by 
her direction, lost. Her shrivelled fingers, glittering with gems, strive to 
supply the place of failing sight b y feeling for her gold. At times, they 
come in contact with another player’s stake, and, on learning her mistake, 
the courtliness of manner that neither age nor avarice can spoil, dignifies 
the prompt apology ; followed, however, by as prompt abuse of her 
attendant. Forty years and more, she says, she has played where Bhe 
sits, and die hopes to die there. 

The Australian stakes at last Six times noir has won in suc- 
cession ; the rakes have collected and distributed the coin from the last 
coup, then sounds the banker's voice: “ Faites vos jeux, messieurs 1” 
The Australian, catching his eye, touches the red diamond with his pencil, 
end declares, “ Cent Fredericks ! ” “ Cent Fredericks k la rouge ? C’eet 
bien, monsieur ; ” then, after looking round the tabic, the banker adds, 
44 Vos jeux sont frits, messieurs? rien ne va plus ! ” The cards fly from 
his rapid fingers, and the declaration of their value from his fluent tongue: 
“Neufi seize, dix-neuf, vingt-sept, trente-cinq. Dix, vingt, vingt-trois, 
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vingt-neuf, trente-deux. Bouge gagne et couleur perd ! The croupier 
now thrusts with his jfake a rouleau of fi fty double Fredericks to the 
rouge, and as lie withdraws his arm rakes in whatever stakes lie on 
couleur. Our Australian does not withdraw the rouleau ; he enters the 
usual memorandum in his book, perforates his card beneath the “B,” 
and scarcely looking up, declares — “Deux cent Fredericks." “Deux 
cent Fredericks k la rouge,” repeats the banker, imperturbably. Once 
more the game proceeds with the result — “ Bouge gagne et couleur ! ” 
Two more rouleaux from the bank swell the Australian's stake. The 
countess in feeling about upsets one of the piles of gold in front of him. 
“ O mon Dieu, monsieur, qu’est cc que je viens de faire? pardonnez-moi, 
je vous en prie. Mais, Antoine, vous etes Traiment insupportable ; vous 
n’etes bon qu’a manger des pomnies et k baigner mes chiens. Voila 
encore une maladrcsse que vous me faites faire. Mille pardons, monsieur, 
je vous supplie 1 ” 

Long before the old lady has finished speaking the Australian has 
re-madc the pile of gold, and with a smile that partakes as much of pity 
as good-nature, is entering the game in his book. “ Tout k la masse, 
monsieur ? ” inquires the banker, with his finger on the cards. Our player 
nods. “ Quatre cent Fredericks a la rouge — rien ne va plus 1 Deux, 
liuit, douzc, vingt-deux, vingt-huit, trente-sept — ” That looks like 
winning for the rouge. “ Quatre, douze, dix-sept, dix-neuf, vingt- 
ncuf, trente-liuit — ” No ! by the fickle goddess ! “ Noir gagne et 

couleur ! ” The Australian does not even cast a look at the rouleaux 
as they arc raked into the bank. Not so the player with the handsome 
fade and troubled look ; his knees tremble convulsively beneath the 
table — he too had staked on hi rouge. The first will return to his 
hotel and eat his filet de*bceui u la maitre d’h6tel with appetite that no 
loss he will incur can impair ; the last will lie with the moonlight on his 
colder face in an avenue of the woods, where the Jager will find him, 
pistol in hand. “ La Direction ” will bury him and pay his hotel bill if 
need be. They would even, had he asked it, have given him the means to 
go to the next duchy to destroy himself ; but as it has happened here it 
cannot be helped. “ Faites vos jeux, messieurs 1 ” The average of suicides 
enters into the statistics of the gambling establishments. Last year they 
were rather in excess of others, and rose, it is stated, to twenty-two cases. 

Have you seen enough of the game ? Let us wander on. There is 
the English chaplain — unobtrusive and obliging to every one. His lines 
are cast in unpleasant places ; frothy-mouthed bigots “ Bpread phosphorus 
of zeal on scraps of fustian,” and tease his life out The school of men 
who vex “ the House ” with biennial motions to bring in bills to reform 
the Liturgy, would have him enter Mammon's temple as The Great 
Example did of old the Jewish one, to overturn the table of the money- 
changers, and withdraw their subscriptions from the church-fiind because 
the pastor will not preach a gospel of damnation. Some good motive must 
exist for his presence in this unhallowed place. He cannot 
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who greets him, for his sight is very dim ; look at the ill-tied cravat and 
rebellious collar, and coat buttoned all awry ; his gloves, too, are not fellows 
— one is black, one green. He sees none of these shortcomings, and who 
knows him would have a waspish tongue indeed, to speak unkindly of them. 

The Jews abound here. Splendid heads have some of them; but 
some of them look very evil, too ; hungry, furtive, and unclean. A 
German Jew is the pariah of the race, and Homburg is his paradise. 
Hero is one before us, sitting at the corner of this second table with 
several piles of silver coin and a few gold pieces before him. Ilis face 
mukeB one think of Judas and the thirty drachma; the woolly hair, 
grizzling at the temples, peaks down over the low forehead, a ridge of 
which sustains the straight black eyebrows ; the long, glittering tawny 
brown eyes seem to express a longing to break all the commandments at 
once ; his unwashed fingers wander from the double to the single florins 
as if the desire to gain two conflicted with the wish to risk but one. Let 
us be thankful that we owe him no pound of flesh. 

The game, you see, is no longer Trente et Quarante ; there is more noise 
and bustle. This is the roulette table. The machine comprises a fixed 
sunken basin, channelled mid-way down with a groove in which the ball 
runs. The bottom of the basin is separate from the sides, and revolves at 
the motion imparted by the croupier when he turns the lever fixed in 
its centre. ThiB portion of the machine is divided into thirty-seven Bmall 
compartments, alternately red and black, ;uid numbered from zero to 
thirty-six. 

When the game beginB, the croupier turns the lever smartly, and 
thus sends the ball spinning round in the groove in a direction opposite 
to that in which the numbers revolve. Presently the ball, losing the 
momentum required to keep it in the groove, drops to the lower part 
of the machine, which retains its rotatory motion for a longer period. 
Here it is hustled and jumped about against the divisions separating the 
figures, until, finally, it lights in the numbered Bpace between some two 
of them, which decides the result of the coup. Observe that each half of 
the table presents, firstly, three columns of twelve figures each, coinciding 
with those in the basin, but inclosed in squares like those of a chess-board, 
and so arranged that the sequence runs horizontally across the three 
columns,* not longitudinally down their length. The aero occupies a space 
by itself at the head of the column ; secondly, right and left of the 
numbers, a lined space divided into three sections ; those to the right 
presenting respectively a red diamond (rouge), then the word pair,, 
further on the word passe, and, in the corresponding sections in the lined 
■pace on the opposite side of the table, a green diamond, noir, and the 
words impair and manque; thirdly, at the end of the table fartheat 
removed from the machine, another lined apaoe a few inches in breadth, 
subdivided at its right and left extremities into three small squares. 

Such is the roulette table. The choice of chances is varied. You 
can play on any one or any quantity of the numbers by placing a stake 
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on each of those. you back, and if among your choice there should happen 
to be the corresponding number to that into which the ball falls, you 
become entitled to thirty-five times the amount of the stake upen it. Or 
you may play a single stake upon any two contiguous figures by placing 
it on the line separating the one from the other. In the event of either 
coming up you are entitled to sixteen times the amount of your stake. 
Or upon any* four, by covering the point at which two lines cross in the 
body of the columns, by which means the coin touches the comerB of four 
adjacent squares. Success entitles to eight times the stake. Or upon 
any sequence of three by placing a coin upon the boundary line in front 
of the sequence you select. Or sequence of six by allowing the coin to 
touch the boundary as well as- the dividing line between two sequences. 
To make the meaning plainer : you see that the numbers 1, 2, 3, form the 
first series heading their respective columns divided by a horizontal line 
from 4, 5, C, which follow in the second rank. To stake on the first 
sequence it would be necessary to place a coin so that one half of it lay 
inside the square occupied by the 1 or the 3, and the other half outside 
the line defining tlic space allotted to the numbers. To retain the sequence 
of six, while half the coin must still be outside the boundary line, the 
other must cover the point of contact of this last with the line separating 
1, 2, 3, from 4, 5, 6. A successful coup on the sequence of three 
entitles to eight, on the sequence of six to five times the amount staked. 

The three smaller squares at the end of the table are termed severally 
the places of “ Le premier douze,” 11 Le douze du milieu,” and “ Le douze 
dernier.” By placing a stake in the first you back the twelve numbers 
from one to twelve inclusive, the Becond represents those from thirteen to 
twenty-four, the third, the remaining twelve numbers from twenty-five 
to thirty-six. Should any one of the numbers in the douze you play 
upon, win, you become entitled to twice the amount of your'stake. You 
may, if you prefer it, back any one of the longitudinal columns of twelve 
figures — the result of success is the same. 

The compartments in the machine being alternately red and black, 
explain the significancy of the red and green diamonds. 

Pair (even) wins when the number declared is even. 

Impair (odd) when the reverse is the case. 

Passe (to pass) is successful when the declared number is included in 
the last half of the numbers, and has passed the middle number eighteen. 

Manque (to miss) when it falls short of, or only attains to the middle 
number. Whenever zero is declared, the bank takes every stake on all 
the numbers except it; but those on the colours and on pair, impair, 
passe, and manque, are plaeed in prison, and played for in the same 
way as when a refrnt occurs at Trente et Quarante, and with remits 
as little remunerative to the player. 

Now, watch the gafoe in operation ; it sounds a more complex afihir 
than k is. Look at that tall man with the hgsvy bushy moustache, who 
haa just toamdageid piece on the numbers, seemingly indignant rate 
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which it lights on. The croupier bows, and indicating 12 with the end of 
his rake, inquires by the gesture if that be where the money is to be staked. 
The player's countenance is not a common one, neither German, English, 
nor French in type — a bold manly face too— thought, obstinacy, and 
resolution about it. He does not look a communicative man, nor of those 
one would ask to pass the salt, or give a light for a cigar. There 
goes the machine. The keen eyes of banker and croupiers are on every 
square inch of the table to see that no stake is placed or altered when the 
ball falls. So 1 did you not hear it drop ? “ Rien ne va plus. Trente- 

deux, rouge, pair, et passe ! ” Such is the banker's declaration. 

With a half smile the tall loser of the gold piece turns away, his eye- 
brows lifting slightly as he encounters the glance of two gentlemen, who 
standing behind him move aside to let him pass, and follow him at a short 
distance as he moves towards the doors. His gold piece is tossed in 
among the rest ; to-morrow it will be no longer recognizable. The hand 
that staked it can do much, but cannot make the double Frederick worth 
more than twenty florins, although it belongs to Alexander, Emperor of 
All the Russias. 

Is it Humboldt, in his Cosmos , who says that every separate atom 
possesses in itself all the natural properties and forces of this agglomeration 
of atoms on which man sells and buys, marries, and makes his last will 
and testament? Well, Homburg is no more than anatom. A particle 
cohering to the totality of the great human system by the central attrac- 
tion of civilization, exactly as a grain of sand gravitates to the earth's 
centre. And just os mites betray their existence, with all its fit con- 
ditions, upon the groin of sand, so is human society in all its phases, and 
under all its aspects, visible on the larger atom — Homburg. The evil 
aspects predominate; but so they would everywhere, if mortal intel- 
ligence could take cognizance of the doings and seemings of the whole 
human family. Homburg is a microcosm ; Gulliver could see a vast deal 
more in Lilliput than he could in Brobdingnag. 

Turn your eyes upon that group of people pressed one against the 
other to watch those two Frenchmen who are playing in concert at the 
roulette table. By the way, one of the players is he who was condemned 
the other day par contumace t as the absolutist tribunals in France call it, 
to several years' penal servitude for the most flagitious cheating at the 
Paris clubs. Well, within that group are to be found representatives 
of most of the classes into which nature, employment, or necessity has 
forced the flood of humanity to diverge. Can you recognize any of 
the spectators? No. You see that little man, so short that even on 
tiptoe he can scarcely look over the shoulders of those in front — he 
with the green ribbon in his button-hole. A beholder cannot remember 
what his free is like, because it is so difficult to get beyond his eyes. 
What a glance there is in those deep dark optics : how unwinkingly they 
meet one — the windows of his brain whence his thought looks out : he 
is one of the great clocks of finance ; when he strikes the money-mongers 
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set their watches, by him. He is great on the Danube — vast at Vienna, 
and haB solved the problem of extracting riches from poverty — entendu, 
that of the Austrian exchequer. The man whose broad shoulders 
intercept his view spends a fortune in advertising a quack medicine ; the 
advertisement sheet of every newspaper in Great Britain undergoes a 
course of his pills. Near him again, is an oddity ; the old, old man in 
the brown coat with a cape to it. He was at the duchess's ball at Brussels 
on that memorable summer night in — 15. The British treasury has paid 
him half-pay for fifty years, which he has regularly lost at roulette ; he 
spends his life in compiling systems of play, in the belief that the bank 
is to be broken by arithmetic. 

What a lovely face ! — that girl's who has just handed a florin to the 
croupier to stake for her. Where are we to And the blue with which 
her eyes are painted l So young, so beautiful, so innocent ; for crime 
itself would be found not guilty if detected in such guise. Mercy upon 

us, what a sham the world is. She is Fraulein , la sylphide des 

sylphidcs of the ballet at Berlin, and that gentleman who has just 
arrested her hand in the act of passing another stake to the croupier is 
the Herzog von , her protector. 

The embryo Iicdpaths and Robsons of society are there too, looking 
with sickening heart at the rake of the croupier, pitilessly overtaking 
the gold diverted from its legitimate destination, and feeling the damp 
shade of the prison creeping over the glittering saloons — the “coming 
event casting its shadow before.” 

Certainly it was not philanthropy which built the Casino in Hom- 
burg. The town itself possesses neither attraction nor interest. The neigh- 
bourhood is charming, but far less so than the Valley of the Liihn, or the 
banks of the Neckar, and would not attract or retain the crowd of strangers 
that resorts to it but for the lure of the Casino. Of course it will be 
advanced by its defenders, that the benefit the town derives from the 
influx of visitors is at once the motive and justification of the establish- 
ment, and that the insignificancy of the town, apart from it, adds cogency 
to the justification. The objections that suggest themselves to this theoiy 
are, the manifest incongruity of subsidizing the sovereign of a state enor- 
mously for permission to improve his dominions ; the stringent municipal 
regulations, prohibiting all participation of the subjects of the Landgrave 
in the pursuits of the Casino, and the oft-recurring enactments by 
which the government finds it necessary to exercise pressure on the 
Direction, to wring from them their unwilling contributions towards the 
maintenance of the town. 

Homburg proper benefits but in an infinitesimal degree from the 
toleration extended to legalized robbery. The hotel-keepers (and Hom- 
burg, like Ems in Nassau, and Interlaken in Switzerland, is little more 
than an assemblage of hotels,) are almost without exception strangers 
who transfer from the scene of their accumulation the fortunes made there. 
The “Direction ” is foreign in all its elements, and if we except a few 
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Jew money-lenders (by courtesy bankers) who, for the most part, keep 
branches of other establishments — these are the only communities who 
profit by the existing elate of things. 

The outward and visible attractions of tho Casino are so offered 
that any mere pleasure-seeker may readily be misled into the belief that 
Homburg is but a German Cheltenham improved upon by the liberality of 
its organisers. Gratuitous amusements in a sumptuous edifice create a 
fooling in favour of the promoters, which, in an uninitiated person, inspires 
something akin to gratitude. No sort of pressure is exercised to exact 
compensation from the amused by attendance at the gambling-tables. 
Curiosity and covetousness are the allies the Direction counts upon to 
serve their turn. The balls, sporting, concerts, theatre, races, &c. are the 
confection, les salons the grain of strychnine it overlays. 

The imposture practised under the title Trente et Quarapte and 
Roulette is so patent that the signalizing of a few facts will render it 
clear to the most careless attention. It is not here intended to convey the 
impression that individuals have never risen from the tables with 
money won; but it must be borne in mind that the money is not 
won from the bank, but from other individuals who are losers as 
a necessary corollary to the first individual’s being a winner. Every 
player at either of the games established in the Homburg salons, 
h betting odds on an even event . The establishment of a maxi- 
mum stake which a player cannot exceed, precludes the neutralization 
of tho odds zero creates in favour of the bank. Were it possible to 
double the stake alter each loss until the fluctuations of the game brought 
round the player’s turn for success, capital would always counterbalance 
aero, but your power of staking being limited, added to the foot that 
at roulette the chances are thirty-seven to one against every single 
number on the table, two to one against every douze, and that the 
apparently even betting on the rouge or noir, pair or impair, passe or 
manque, is enormously modified against the player* by the zero; it 
becomes evident that to sustain the hypothesis of a possibility of winning 
at the game is to maintain that abnormal conditions are the rule, and 
normal the exception. At Trente et Quarante the events betted upon 
are, in their essence, even, but the refait gives the bank the certainty of 
winning without the possibility of loss ; for inasmuch as, of the four 
denominations or ohances, two must lose, whenever a refait takes place, 
the two losing chances pay the bank, while the two that win merely 
regain their own stakes. 

Homburg, then, possesses interesting features of its own : it offer*, the 
spectacle of the mine of weakness being sagaciously worked by avarice, 
and so we may dismiss the subject, with the brief verdict : — “Players 
deserve to lose — but the bank does not deserve to win 1 " 

The serial machine is once more spreading its wings. Lady of the dogs, 
Sir Dandy of the football, miserable pawner of the diamond,, farewell I 
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We have heard many stories of ingenious rogues in this country — of 
highwaymen whose horses had been shod the wrong way, so that they were 
believed to have taken a course directly opposed to that by which they 
really went; of pickpockets inventing instruments so ingenious, that they 
not only carried off from the makers all that was paid for the machine, but 
a great deal thereto in addition ; of women in omnibuses with false glove- 
covered palms renting ouietly on their knees, while the nimble fingers of 
the real hands were busied in levying contributions from tho pockets of 
their fellow-passengers to the right and the left. But inventive and 
amusing among ourselves as arc the displays of the multitudinous varieties 
of freebooters, sharpers, swindlers, cutpurses, footpads, and all the race, 
which, according to the record of the young practitioner of the Old Bailey, 

Trigs what isn’t his'n 

An’ ven they’re coclit, is put in pris’n, 

some of the acts of the Chinese performers may be placed in no dis- 
advantageous contrast with the feats of the most distinguished heroes or 
heroines of our English gaols. 

At Macao, on the ground-floor, a large table was spread for a late 
dinner. It was covered with many delicacies, and, as usual, there was 
an abundance of silver plate. The sun had gone down, the wax-candles 
were lighted, the windows left open for the benefit of the evening breeze. 
Suddenly a great number of bamboos were seen to enter on all sides from 
the verandahs, at the same moment every bougie was extinguished by a 
puff from the bamboo hollow tubes. The apartment was involved in 
darkness, a band of thieves jumped in, and before the astounded guests 
knew where they were, or what was doing, the whole of the plate was 
conveyed away, and a boat having, no doubt, been provided for the 
transport of the spoil either to a neighbouring island or to the mainland 
of China, no trace was ever found of the robbery or the robbers. The 
silver made its way very speedily to the melting-pot, and the successful 
invaders, who had their confederates around or about the house, would 
have no difficulty in finding participators and protectors among the 
la dr«m«t who have given a name to the robber islands haunted from t«ne 
immemorial by plunderers and pirates. 

A gentleman was walking one day in the neighbourhood of Macao, 
which is one of the prettiest and healthiest places in Southern China, 
and has many attractions to invite wanderers. In one of its valleys grow 
the pitcher-pla n ts * e merald urns suspended, filled with dear water, pro- 
tected by prickly edged lids, as if for the service of fairy visitors ; in another 
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axe musical rocks, which on being struck, give forth a mysterious harmony. 
A group of Chinamen were seen in the distance, with whom a lounger was 
struggling. They mastered him, threw him on his back, two seized his 
arms, one sat upon his legs, a fourth was engaged in stuffing mud into his 
mouth, and a fifth in rifling his pockets. It is seldom that marauders are 
armed, or that they venture upon these depredations, unless they are much 
atronger than those they attack, nor will they attack any one who has the 
means of defence, and in the present case, when disturbed by the approach 
of a single individual, they all ran away. 

But to a tale of deeper dye. The most daring deed of which I have any 
knowledge, was the assassination of Amaral, the Governor of Macao. He 
not only was the object of the hate and the opprobrium with which all 
conquerors are regarded, but he was especially marked out by popular 
indignation as having disturbed the manes of the dead by making a public 
road through one of the adjacent cemeteries, and requiring the friends and 
families of those whose coffins were likely to be disturbed, to remove them 
to some other resting-place. No greater outrage certainly could have 
been contemplated for insulting Chinese opinion. The associations of the 
living with the homes of the dead are stronger in China than in any part 
of the world. Nothing is deemed more important than the choice of the 
locality in which the mortal remains of relatives are to be deposited. The 
selection of an appropriate spot is sometimes delayed for years; family con- 
sultations take place, liberally paid geomancers are consulted, and corpses 
remain above ground and uninterred for years, until some auspicious site 
is selected, where the spirit of the departed may find repose and receive 
the oblations of future generations. The land is believed to be haunted 
by the unquiet ghosts of those who have either found no graves, or whose 
graves give no repose to the over -wearied corpse. When the tomb has 
been happily chosen, it is believed that the spirit sits unseen on the stone 
sepulchre, which has frequently the shape of a throne, and thence con- 
templates with serene enjoyment the scenery around, and welcomes the 
anniversary offerings which are brought to honour the domiciles of the 
dead. Amaral waB probably little aware of the storm of passion he was 
sure to arouse, when — for carrying out a purpose of public utility — he 
determined to disregard the very dearest prejudices and the most Bolemn 
rites and observances of the people whom he governed. He forgot that his 
right to govern them was equally denied by the Chinese authorities and 
Chinese residents in the island, which indeed never had been formally ceded 
to the Portuguese. The intention of the governor to remove the tomb- 
stones which lay along the projected road having been made known, great 
murmurs arose among the population, and many representations were 
made as to the perils he would incur if he persevered in his scheme. But 
Amaral was one of the bravest of men, and had the meanest opinion of 
the courage of the Chinese. He had been a captain in the naval servioe 
of his native land. When a midshipman one of his arms was shot away 
in battle, and his exclamation has been honoured with frequent eulogiuma— 
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“ Never mind, I have still an arm left for the service of my country t ” 
The walls of Macao' and the adjacent villages were placarded with announce- 
ments that an enormous sum would be paid for the head of the barbarian 
chief who had desecrated the sacred domiciles of the departed. But 
Amaral turned a deaf ear to those who advised him to be cautious, .and 
only just before the coming catastrophe, and close to the very spot where 
it occurred, and which was the scene of his daily rides — towards the gate 
which separates the Chinese from the Portuguese limitB — he said laugh- 
ingly to the writer, “ There is nothing to fear ; they offer more for my 
head than my whole body is worth ! ” 

Three days after this conversation Amaral and his aide-de-camp 
started on their accustomed promenade on horseback. They had nearly 
reached the gate when three well-dressed Chinamen crossed the way, 
having in their hands branches of bamboos. They Btruck the governor, 
who fell from his horse, over which, single-handed, he had little power. 
The aide-de-camp, with incredible cowardice, galloped away and left his 
master in the hands of the assassins : at some distance an American gentle- 
man witnessed all that passed. When Amaral lay on the ground one of 
the Chinamen with a huge knife severed his head from his body, and 
another cut off his only hand — the left hand — and they walked quickly 
away with their Bloody trophies, leaving the mutilated body on the road. 
The character and all the circumstances of the act led to representations 
and remonstrances addressed to Commissioner Yeh, the Viceroy of 
Kwantung, and the pursuit and punishment of the murderers, and the 
restoration of the head and hand of the governor were insisted on by the 
diplomatic representatives of all the treaty powers. It was well known 
that the assassins were the representatives of public opinion, and the 
advanced instruments of public passion, and it was believed that they 
would be allowed to escape, and that they would, according to a common 
Chinese practice, be substituted by others innocent of the crime. But in 
this case it appeared the leader made that crime the subject of self- 
glorification, and expressed himself not repentant, but rejoicing in the 
deed he had done. The head, embedded in gypsum within a case 
employed for its preservation, and the hand, were restored to the Macao 
authorities, and buried with all honour in the Catholic cemetery. The 
leader on his way to execution clamorously boasted of the success of his 
act, and demanded not the sympathy but the approval and applause of the 
bystanders. The Cantonese erected a temple in his honour, and made a 
liberal provision for his family and their descendants. 

This habit of giving pensions to the widows and children of those 
who are believed to have been the victims of unjust sentences is common 
in China. In cases of officials of the highest rank, whose administration 
has been unfortunate, suicide is a common occurrence, and the reports of 
ill-success are usually accompanied by a self-imposed sentence, and a 
request that punishment, even the punishment of death, may be the 
imperial award. There are in the history of China many accounts of 
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cedaomCwho being especially appointed to watch and criticize the conduct 
of the Emperor, had diaoharged their duty bo boldly as to have brought 
down upon themselves banish m on t, and even death-pun ishmentB in 
aggravated forms. In the ancient annals such are mentioned with speoial 
honour.. The severe judgments of the censors appear in the official 
Gazette of Peking, and during the late war were published the strongest 
animad versions on the unbecoming proceedings of the reigning 
monarch, to whose licentiousness the disasters of the empire and the 
successes of the foreign barbarians were openly attributed. He conde- 
scended to justify himself by averring that the censors had been misin- 
formed, and that lie was not the unworthy being they represented him to 
be, but he did not visit them with any penalties. He acknowledged that 
he had appealed in vain to the divinities, and having failed to propitiate 
them could not but confess his own demerits. Not very long ago, in the 
province of Kiangsoo, the despotic acts of one of tho great mandarins led to 
popular tumults, and an elder of great literary reputation was called upon 
by the people to prepare a petition to the Emperor recounting the misdeeds 
of the high functionary, and imploring his removal. The petition was 
accompanied with the usual request that the petitioner might be becom- 
ingly punished for having ventured, unbidden, though prostrate, into the 
“ sacred presence,” and to ask the “ sacred glance " to look, in its 
marvellous condescension, on the humble representation of a slave. By 
imperial mandate the grievance was redressed, the mandarin was 
disgraced, and a more popular magistrate appointed in his place. The 
additional prayer was granted, for the punishment of tho ancient scribe — 
the representations, though true, were reproachful to the Government, and 
threw a slur upon the administration of the Son of Heaven — so ho must 
be visited with the proper penal consequences — the nails were violently 
torn from the lingers of the hund which had written the petition ; this was 
followed by the beheading of the writer. The grateful people were 
satisfied — they knew that the merits of him who was sacrificed for their 
sakes would Beoure for him an undoubted immortality in the Buddhistic 
heaven — an immediate absorption into the divinity — his name would be 
recorded in honourable and everlasting remembrance on the tablets of tbe 
ancestral temple, and a liberal pension was decreed to his family. The 
wrongs were righted, the deserving fitly rewarded, the Emperor's 
authority maintained, the opinion of the people had prevailed, and every- 
thing was as it ought to be. 

Near tbe governor's house at Hong Kong was that of his aide-de-camp. 
It was built, as many of the houses are, with a long stone passage, omeach 
side of which are the apartments, and at the end, close to a wall, was a 
large gong, employed, as they generally are, to give notice either of the 
arrival of guests, of the hour of meals, or for any other purpose which 
requires the attention of the servants. One night the silence was broken 
by the unusual noise of the gong— everybody was awakened, and it was 
discovered that housebreakers had made a hole through the wall, and that 
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the loader of the. party pushing his head forward had his progress inter- 
rupted by the gong, whose echoes roused the whole community, and the 
whole party alarmed by the unexpected public announcement of their 
fraudulent arrival, fled — one of them was shot in the leg and was 
captured — the rest escaped oovered by the darkness of the night. 

At the time when large rewards were offered for the kidnapping of 
barbarians and the delivery of their heads to the Chinese authorities, the 
sum for persons of the lowest rank being 100 ounces (Taels) of Bilver, 
rising by rapid gradations to enormous sums for the higher functionaries, 
Alun, the Hong Kong baker, was the object of much indignation in 
England, as having compassed the poisoning by arsenic of more than 
350 persons; but Alun was undoubtedly innocent; the perpetrators were 
probably two foremen of the bakery ; and there is reason to believe the 
bribe paid for the monstrous scheme of murder was five hundred dollars, 
which was provided by a society at -Canton who publicly advertised that 
they sought by subscriptions to get rid by any means of the u foreign 
devils,” and who published the tariff of rewards to be paid according to the 
official position of the parties delivered, dead or alive, to the authorities 
appointed to receive them. Four or five heads were exposed on the walls 
of Canton, and placarded as being those of Englishmen. Some of them 
were certainly lascars, but there is some doubt whether any one of them 
was really kidnapped, as no individual was known to have disappeared from 
the colony, and it was believed that the heads had been separated from 
the corpses of those who had died a natural death and delivered to the 
mandarins for the sake of the proffered bribe. There were many attempts 
at incendiarism in the Colony, only one of which succeeded ; several schemes 
of assassination, one a grand gunpowder plot for blowing up the cathedral 
when all the dignitaries were assembled for worship ; others for individual 
murder from ambuscades, but in almost every case the projects were 
made known to the Government, or the parties concerned, and provided 
against by proper precautions. One characteristic scheme for carrying off 

the governor is worth commemorating. The Government House the 

most prominent edifice in the Colony — is built on the side of a hill, over- 
looking one of the most beautiful harbours in the world, in which there 
is a safe anchorage extending for more than five miles between the island 
and the mainland opposite. In front of the building is an esplanade, 
where the sentinels on guard keep watch, parading to and fro ; a rapid 
elope descends from the esplanade to the road below. There wae an 
apartment at the extremity of the building where the governor was accus- 
tomed to sit when the family had retired to rest, and which was then the 
only lighted portion of the house. One night, or rather early one 
morning — it was very dark and stormy — the sentinel, an Indian sepoy, was 
pulled down by a sharp instrument which had entered the calf of bis leg, 
and he saw the head of a Ch in a m an above the parapet who was followed 
by other .man; he fell down in a pool of blood which flowed from the 
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down the declivity, but be had the presence of mind to fire, and though 
the shot did not hit any of the intruders, they fled, and the report of the 
musket brought others of the watch to the relief of the sentinel, who was 
seriously injured and confined to the hospital for some weeks. Such was 
his exasperation against the Chinese for what he called their trick and 
treachery that he declared he would avenge himself by murdering the firat 
C hinaman he met, and there was some difficulty in obtaining from him a 
promise that he would not commit an act the punishment of which would 
be far more severe than anything he had suffered from the man who had 
endeavoured stealthily to pull him over the precipitous bank. 

Dexterous as are our pickpockets in filching pocket-handkerchiefs, 
stealing purses, and practising other larcenies, those of Canton are far 
more bold and ingenious, and, strange to say, there is seldom any inter- 
ference from passers-by for the assistance of the robbed, or the capture of 
the robber. A shopkeeper will not leave his shop to denounce a thief who 
is committing depredations at his very door, but will probably laugh at the 
cleverness of the impudent and successful vagabond, who, unmolested, 
carries off his prey. A single thief has been known to arrest a sedan- 
chair, and to rob the pari y conveyed within it, the bearers (they not 
being accomplices, but considering the matter as no concern of theirs) 
stopping and looking on while the nefarious deed was done. In one case, 
when a short-sighted man was being carried in his sedan, his spectacles 
were removed before his pockets were emptied, and the robbery took place 
in a long street where multitudes of persons were constantly passing. 
Murders were frequently committed m the boats at Hong Kong, in the 
presence of many spectators, who seldom or ever attempted to provent the 
crimes, and who never denounced the criminals. It was necessary to 
publish a proclamation, declaring that the licence to trade or to ply for 
hire would be taken away from the boat-owners who, when they wit- 
nessed any violent outrage, did not come to the aid of the injured — did 
not report the fact to the police, or render, when called upon, their assist- 
ance for the detection and prevention of crime. 

A few years ago a vessel arrived from California at Hong Kong. 
There was a Chinese boy on board, a favourite of the captain, who had 
given him the name of “ Celestial.” He enjoyed the full confidence of 
his master. He attended upon hiB person, and became acquainted with 
the fact that in the captain’s desk a large sum of money was deposited in 
a concealed drawer. The secret was known only to the lad and his 
master. One day the captain found the money gone. Celestial had dis- 
appeared, and there seemed no reasonable doubt that he had taken the 
, money and made off, as it was very easy for him to do, to the adjacent 
continent, where inquiry and pursuit would be equally vain. The con- 
dhision was, indeed, so natural, that on reporting the matter to the police 
no hopes of redress could be given, and there was no ground for then 
believing that there had been any associates in the robbery, which ulras 
sufficiently explained by the absence of the lad. But some hours after* 
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wards it was discovered that several of the crew had been spending, in 
Hong Kong, far larges sums of money, than they could have ooine by 
honestly, and that dollars abounded on board to an extent for which no 
satisfactory explanation could be given, and the police were instructed to 
proceed to the ship and to institute farther inquiries. At the moment 
when the boat reached the side of the vessel, a oorpse rose to the surface 
of the water; it was the body of Celestial, tied to an iron bar, under 
whose weight it had sunk when dung into the sea, but aa corruption 
and inflation took pl&oe the diminished specific gravity of the corpse had 
been sufficient to bring it up from the bottom to the top, and the 
murdered boy appeared to accompany the officers of justice and to bring 
damning evidence of the foul crime which had been committed. Abun- 
dant testimony was obtained from the less criminal of the sailors, who had 
received a portion of the money but who had had no participation in the 
projected murder, the principal actors in which were proceeded against, 
and the evidence left not a shadow of a doubt as to their guilt It 
appeared that the boy, bursting with his secret, communicated it to some 
<of the crew, and was persuaded by them when the captain was on shore to 
steal the money from the secret drawer, of which they promised to give 
him a considerable portion when it should be distributed. Celestial got 
hold of the money and handed it over to his evil counsellors, by whom he 
was suddenly seized ; an iron bar was fastened by a rope to his body, and 
it was thrown into the Bea, and of course disappeared. The rising of the 
corpse, as has been described, filled the crew with terror, and their super- 
stitious feelings were so worked upon by what seemed a miraculous inter- 
vention of God for the denunciation and punishment of murder, that every 
particular was given of the circumstances associated with the dreadful 
deed, even to the amount which each had received for the purchase of his 
ailenoe. Three of the worst of the criminals were sentenced to death : two 
were Irishmen, probably convicts escaped from Australia, one of whom 
confessed that it was not the first murder he had committed ; the third 
was a Breton, who, strange to say, had for his father confessor a priest who 
had been the curd in the very village in Brittany where he was bom, 
and who had known him in his boyhood. The Frenchman was finally 
sentenced to imprisonment far life; the others were hanged. They 
showed that utter indifference and contempt for death, which is common 
in a country where life is deemed of so little value that an execution i» a 
matter of small concern. The British mode of disposing of oondemned 
c rimin a ls excited at first some curiosity from its novelty ; and 1 had opoe 
brought to me a series of pictures painted by a Chinaman under sentence 
of death, on which he employed himself in prison till the time of his being 
led out to the scaffold. It was a case of murder, and the pictures reprfc* 
canted all the fancied contortions of his body after the falling of the drop. 
I was informed that they wore all painted in the merriest mood, end that 
he was very desirous of ascertaining from the turnkeys whether they 
mnw i blert the living and would resemble the dying man, 

xn— * 0 . 68. 12 . 
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Al barbarous murder was committed, in open day, on a flight of steps 
in Jibe populous part of Hong £ong, by a pedlar boy of only nine or tea 
yean cdd an another pedlar boy of the same age, for the purpose of 
dfabatoing only a few tchien — five of which make a farthing — the murderer 
having intoned himself beforehand that the murdered only possessed the 
miserable sum which the determination not to surrender cost him his life. 
How is a wise and humane legislature to deal with such offences and such 
offenders? 

Among amusing modes of plunder in China iB the fishing for fowls, 
tike catching them with rod, line, and hook. A man will be .sometimes 
eeen sitting on the wall of a poultry-yard, bobbing his bait among the 
cocks and hens, and every now and then, after twisting its neck, con- 
veying one away to his bag ; and that being replenished, he will move 
off with a simplicity and serenity of countenance like the gravest of 
mandarins. I never remember witnessing a more self-composed expres- 
sion of innocence than in the case of a man who had stolen my pocket- 
handkerchief even while he was concealing it under his jacket behind. 

* Some of the more daring exploits ore the kidnapping of opulent 
men, who are sometimes carried off into the mountains, or concealed 
in obscure places until a large sum is obtained for their ransom. A 
rich shopkeeper in New China Street — well* known to all visitors in Canton 
as the locality where curios (Anglo-Chinese for ‘ curiosities') are bought, and 
most of the costly articles supplied for foreign demand — was conveyed 
away to the hills and detained until he paid an extravagant price for 
his liberation. When the rebels were in Shanghai they managed to 
«eize one of the bankers of the city, and extorted from hun enormous 
sums by roasting him before a fire, when in his agony ho signed the 
money orders which his cashier felt it his duty to pay in order to save 
his master's life. The roasting® were frequently renewed in consequence 
of the suocess of the experiment. 
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Dante was born in Florence on the 14th May, 1265. On the 14th May, 
1865, Italy, for the first time, celebrated the anniversary of his birth, 
acclaiming him the precursor of her resurrection, while the latest descen- 
dants of the Florentines who so illtreated him sought how best to atone for 
the injustice of their ancestors. The attitude of the statue erected in the 
Piazza of Santa Croce does not certainly impress one with the idea of an 
appeased spint. The scornful gesture of the exile, his eye fixed on 
Florence,' reminds us of the writer of the letter of the 31st March, 
5 311, headed, “Dante Alighieii, Florentine, unjustly exiled, to the 
infamous Florentines who dwell in the city/’ containing the following 
sentence : — “ O vainest among Tuscans, by nature and by custom stolid. 
O miserable descendants of the FieBoliana! O modern Carthaginian 
barbarians ! 11 

If repoit speak truly, it was the line — 

0 servile Italy, of woe the homo 1 

that inspired the sculptor P&zzi's hand; and the apostrophe comes not 
amiss from Dante's lips at a *moment when the national sentiment is 
offended by the negotiations entered into between the Pope and the 
Italian Government. Dante, who digs a deep narrow red-hot hole in 
hell, and thrusts down, headforemost, one on the top of the other, the suc- 
cessors of Sfe. Peter— -Dante, who sorrowfully exclaims, “ Ah, Constantine I 
how many ills were caused, not by thy conversion, but by that dower 
which from thee the first rich Father took ” — Dante, who represents St. 
Peter as losing patience in the serene spheres of Paradise, and while the 
heavens were eclipsed, even as when Christ suffered on the crass, venting" 
his magnanimous ire in the following invective : — “ Those who usurp my 
place, my place, my place, which, in the presence of God’s Son, is void, 

have made a sewer of my cemetery The bride of Christ was not 

fed with my blood, with that of Linus and of Cletus, that she might servo 
to purchase gold. . . . . It was not our intention that a portion of the 
Ch ri s ti a n people should be seated on the right ha&d of our anrmnanors and 
a jtortion on the left ; nor that the Keys which were committed to me 
rikould serve as signs on the banners of those who combat the tugitised; 
*" 1 stead as rigast ml far renal, lying privileges, the 

wqpitef wkaeh sAea varices aw bfaah mA bam. fa tbs drew <f 

God, rfbj tame* thou 431 ? " — Dante, coaid be war beheld til* xaoat 

* 18 — » 
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splendid Conquests of progress sacrificed to the Pope, would assuredly 
repeat — 

0 servile Italy, of woe the home! 

The ceaseless war he waged against the Papacy in his poem, and in his 
minor works, thionghout the chequered vicissitudes of hiB life, forms one 
of his chief title* to the gratitude of Italians ; but it was ignored by the 
directors of the sixth centenary festival, who honoured in him the father 
and prophet of Italian unity. 

Dante having exhausted his researches into all the dialects of the 
peninsula, created at one stroke the Italian language, brought it forth as 
Michel Angelo his statues, sculpturing them at once in the marble. The 
Italian of the Divine Comedy , the Vita Nuova, the Convito , is, with very 
slight modifications, the same as we write and speak at the present day; 
and it is worthy of note that, as long as Dante remained the inspirer and 
guide of Italian intellect, Italy never knew an inglorious moment ; whereas 
she has rapidly declined every time that, forgetting Dante, she has taken 
Petrarch as her model. Creator of her language and founder of her 
literature, Dante gave to Italy both word and thought, added intellectual 
individuality to the individuality of race and soil, and hence is fairly 
entitled to be regarded as the author of thq possibility of an Italian nation, 
of an Italian autonomy ; but neither as prophet nor father of the present 
Italian unity, of which he never dreamed. As a politician, in common 
with the jurisconsults of his time, he shared the belief in the resurrection 
of the Homan empire, desired the predominance of Rome over Italy, and 
of Italy over the rest of the world, under a German emperor. - 

Bom in the thirteenth century, he died in the early part of the four- 
teenth, and his grand individuality is reflected in the errors, defects, 
passions, and virtues of hiB time. He stands at the head of modern 
civilization as Homer stands at the head of ancient He did much to 
recall men's minds to real and terrestrial life at a time when they were 
exclusively absorbed in celestial contemplations, influenced by their fears 
that the end of the world, predicted for centuries, was at hand. 

A mundane atmosphere pncircles even the saints and blessed ones of 
Dante's Paradise; the damned in Hell do not envy the elect in the celestial 
kingdom ; they yearn for the bright sunshine, for natural beauties, for 
busy life, for cities ; they are interested in passing events, in the fate of 
their party; • all the passions that stirred them in life hare power to stir 
them still. Sdbiety, thanks to Dante, emerged from the chiysalis in which 
the prolific barbarity of the Middle Ages had enveloped it, to soar on the 
wings of the genius of a* new European epoch. 


* Take, for instance, toe reply of Farinata, toe GhlbelHhe, when Dent* fa 
• newer te hie tatmt 44 that he had twice banished Us anc est o r s from Hmnes/’ 
jtafeded him that 44 ttyy attorned each time,” 44 an art which toe GhibeUineehed 
not leant” Up to Me to^st fa hotteet fire «toet magnaabaoos one ch+aged norhis 
look, nor stored hie nedc, ncrAeut Us form, but continued : 

A atmim My Wmettu m mm tone tkbjbry lei," 
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He has had hundreds of oonunentators and interpreters, each explaining 
his meaning as best united their own peculiar views. Benvenuto da 
Imola and Landino regard him as an artificer of symbols and allegories ; 
Rossetti as a freemason and a Luther ; Foscolo as a Ghibelline and apo- 
stolic missionary ; Balbo as a Guelph ; Ozanam as an orthodox Roman 
Catholic ; Mazzini as the Paul of Italian unity ; the Florentines and the 
deputies of the Italian communes present at the sixth centenary festival, 
as a Count Cavour. Exclusively he was none of these. He was the man 
of his age, the grandest individuality of the heroic times of individualism. 
He loved tenderly, he hated implacably, he was relentless in his ven- 
geance ; he thought much, wrought much, and suffered more than all. 
The plaster cast handed down to us as the one taken from his austere 
face after death impresses us with the feeling that that face never smijed. 
This cast, bequeathed by the Marquis Torrigiani to the Royal Gallery 
of Florence, has, by the Commission chosen to examine the remains of 
Dante found in Ravenna, been compared with the skull; and, in their 
report to the Minister of Public Instruction, they pronounce the frontal, 
eye, and nasal bones to be identical with the impression left in the 
plaster, making due allowance for the flesh that covered them. 

In his youth, an hour of hope, of happiness, of illusion, was vouch- 
safed to him in the love of Beatrice Portinari, in the friendship of Guido 
Cavalcanti, and Lapo Gianni. 11 Who wished to know love, 11 he writes, 

“ might have learned it by watching the tremor of my eyes When 

die appeared in any place, no enemy remained to me ; indeed, a thrill of 
(parity pervaded my whole frame, causing me to forgive ail who had 
offended me ; and to whoever asked me any question, my only answer was 
love — my countenance clothed with humility.” 

Guido, I would that Lapo, thoa, and I 
Were token as by magic, 

And put on board a vessel, which, in all winds. 

Sped by onr wills alone, should ride the sea, 

So that nor adverse winds nor tempests 
Could place a hindrance in onr path. 

So that, guided ever by one will, 

Our wish to stay together should increase. 

I would the good magician sent us also 
Both Monna Vanna * and Monna Bice, f 
And her we find at number thirty,]: 

And there of love conversing ever, 

I would that each of them should be content, 

As I believe that we ourselves should be. 

But grief soon overtook him, and remained for ever at bis side. M Leaving 
the world, I went to solitary places to bathe the earth with bitterest 
tears, and then, when this weeping had somewhat relieved me, I retired 
to my chamber, that there I might moan unheard .... And I returned 

* Guido Oavskanti'a lady-love.* f Beatrice PorfinarL 

t I^U,theUdy4oT«ofX*|)oGiiaiii, towhomPMrt^iaIil»Sm>»a«,wriam 
to fcttN* «* IwwtSfcl dm, ghM No. M> m to tatf* Ho. 9. 
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to the chamber of tens. .... 0 sweetest ^ome thou to me, 

otii do not be unkind 1 Come to me now, for much I desire thee ! Theta, 
eeeet ttasl I already wear thy hue.” 

Close on the heels of this grief of the poet’s imagination followed the 
onwllnr grief of reality. He saw his Bioe the bride of another, and 
later teamed that she was dead. He was then four-and-fcwenty, and 
in the second part of the New Life , whieh he wrote four years later, we 
find symptoms of a brain distraught. He tells his desolation in lines full 
of tender reverence, whose beauty was never equalled by Petrarch : — “ In 
tears of grief and sighs of agony, I wear my heart out when I am alone, 
bo that if any aaw me they must grieve : and what my life has been since 
my love went to the new age , no living tongue can telL” 

In the last paragraph of the New Life he writes — “ On this a marvel- 
lous virion appeared to me, and in it I saw things which decided me to 
apeak no more of that blessed one until such time as I might speak of her 
more worthily. And to attain to this I study as much as I can, as she 
well knows. So that if it be the good pleasure of Him by whom all 
things live that my life for a few years shall endure, I hope to speak of 
her as no woman has ever yet been spoken of.” 

This marvellous vision was the first conception of the Divina 
Commdia. His passion for the beautiful Portinari was merged in intellec- 
tual love ; the terrestrial Venus, aB Socrates says, was transformed into the 
celestial Venus. Beatrice — symbol henceforward of wisdom, virtue, philo- 
sophy, theology, the idol of his whole life — sends Virgil to lead him out 
of the “ dark wood ” in which he had lost liis way, and to guide him ip 
•his pilgrimage through Hell; then, acclaimed by angels, who strew 
flowers on her path, she herself descends to accompany him in his visit 
to Paradtee. “ Already I beheld, at bieak of day, the Eastern sky rose- 
tinted, and the Western heaven dressed in a sweet sebeuifcy, and the sun's 
faoe arose so veiled that, tempered by the mists, the eye could long gaze 
upon it. So, in a cloud of flowers, strewn by hands angelic, falling within 
and round the car and on the snow-white veil with olive crowned, a 
woman, *neath a mantle green, appeared, and robed in hues of living 
flame.” The mantle green, the veil white, the dress flame-coloured— 
here we have the national Italian tricolour of to-day. 

The poet now gives us to understand that Beatrice’s heart had not 
always Remained deaf to the beatings of his own. She, telling the angels 
who encircled her of hie subsequent infidelities^ timidly confessed her 
love : — “ Onoe I sustained him with my glanoe, on him my eyes in 
girlhood turned, to je ad him by my aide in the right path.” 

Love-sorrows were now followed by political storms. Bora a patei* 
man* of a nee so aneient that he claimed to have Soman blood in hie 
WS, proud of his nobility and a bitter sooraer — 

Of efnnj peasant who a partisan h a mm er 
tea stood by the Gtiplphio bfetoer of liis ancestors, and puts into the month 



BABTTR. 


of Fviaeto degli Uberti f the chief of the Ghibellines, sentenced with the 
ether leaders, Lambe^i,' Ezzehno, Buoeo, Federigo II., to HelL the fob- 
lowing phrase — “ *Thy ancestors were fiercely hostile to me, my flhoestorv, 
and party ; whence I twice dispersed them.” 

The GJribelline party first arose in Florence in 1215, and was van- 
quished in 1267, when it was for the seoond time banished from the 
city. The fugitives, aided by the inhabitants of Aretino, risked their last 
chance at the famous battle of Campaldino (1289), where they were defeated 
by the Florentine Guelphs, Dante distinguishing himself in the cavalry 
van of the victors. The Ghibelline star had already set in Italy when 
the dynasty of Anjou arose on the ruins of the Suabian throne in Naples, 
and their last hopes were dead when the Guelphs, during one of their 
periodical reformations- of the republican constitution, decreed that the 
government ahould devolve on six Priors. Now the Ghibellines were 
originally feudal lords, who had been compelled by the ^inhabitants of 
Florence to abandon their castles, and adapt themselves to citizen life ; 
they shunned the people, and were partisans of the Emperor. In order 
to become Priors they were forced to enrol themselves in some trade, to 
change name and crest, to become as one of the people. The unity of the 
triumphant Guelphs lasted but a short time under the supreme guardian- 
ship of the Pope. In 1300 it was broken up into two factions — the 
Bianchi or moderate Guelphs, the Neri or Neoguelphs. All these parties, 
whether Guelphs and Ghibellines, or Bianchi and Neri, were composed 
of ancient nobles, or nobles recently created, or rich merchants, who 
alternately strove for and attained the upper hand. The actual people 
had no part in these societies, and from time to time drove out first oney» 
then the other, from the city. Later they, too, appeared on the battle-field, 
and the political struggle became a social struggle. » 

On the 15th of June, 1301, Dante, who had enrolled himself as a 
druggist, was elected Prior, which office lasted two months. His lbfty 
ideas and expansive views forbade him to ascend to supreme power only 
to further the narrow aims of the Bianchi faction, to which he belonged; 
he sought to promote the general interests of the community by coun- 
selling measures of strict justice. When the rival parties broke ont 
into open violence, he proposed to send the chiefs of both Bianchi and 
Neri to the frontier, and his proposal was accepted by the other Price* 
Both parties were equally offended, and his impartiality was the origin 
of hie own irreparable misfortunes*. This* equilibrium was regarded by 
all as Utopian. Guelphs and Ghibellines, Bianchi and Neri, could not, 
it was believed, exist at the same time in the sazqe city. One must 
triumph, while death or exile must be the portion of the Yet 

they were net divided by any very different series of idme* it was hut 
of power that separated them. The idea of right wee not eottnteryemed 
by the oomlathre idea of duty. Bight with them meant wrath enthroned. 
The Nteri, who wm partif at* of France, invoked dm mtemntto* of 
Qmd* de VaW% brother of Philip the B^who ^en btowsy> to 
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ouMgutir Naples. In order to avert this calamity from Florence, Dante 
was sent on a mission to Pope Boniface YIII. The Pope btfoyed him up 
jrith fei#words and ample promises* but was at the same time engaged in a 
conspiracy with the Neri and Charles d 'Anjou, who entered Florence. 
Dante, still absent as ambassador, was fined five thousand small florins 
(r* r Hbris florenorum parvorum ), sentenced to two years of banishment, 
excluded for life from all public offices ( nullo tempore possit habere aliquod 
offitmm vel benefitium pro communi vel a communt Florentine ), and in default 
of payment within three days, to have all his property seized and 
destroyed. His judges accounted for this sentence by affirming that it 
had reached the ears of the Podesta (ex eo quod ad aurea nostros et curies 
nostra notitia , fama publica referente , pervenit) f that Dante Alighieri 
was a usurer, guilty of illicit gains, of iniquitous extortions of money and 
substance, and of sequestrating public documents. Thus the vengeance 
of his adversaries, not content with sending him into poverty and exile, 
sought also to defame hitn. The fine he disdained to pay, and on the 
10th March was sentenced to perpetual banishment, and, if taken, to be 
burnt alive (si in fortiam dicti communis pervenerit t tgne comburetur 
sic quod mortatur ). One of his earliest biographers, Leonardo Aretino, 
writes: 44 They produced a document to substantiate their accusations, 
and this document, which I have seen, is still in the Pretorian Palace ; 
but in my opinion it is extremely suspicious, and I do not hesitate to 
pronounce it fictitious.” 

Banished and calumniated again and again, in company with his 
fellow-exiles he tried to effect his return by means of conspiracies and 
•expeditions, but all failed, and he separated from his co-conspitators an 
embittered and disappointed man. Wrath and thirst for vengeance trans- 
formed the man, the citizen, the poet. The author of the Vita Nuova , 
4< to whom no enemy remained," “whose frame was pervaded by a thrill of 
chafity, which led him to pardon all who had offended him," became the 
author of the Inferno . The Bweet singer of Beatrice is transmuted into 
the terrible painter of Farinata and Ugolino ; the timid lover who, at the 
sight of Bice, “ felt an exquisite tremor in his bosom," now drags with 
inexorable band the past and present generations down into the depths of 
hell, 44 into the whirlwind that is never still," 44 into the hailstorm of fire," 
into the 44 eternal ice of Antenora." Here he deposits all his enemies, all 
who were hostile to him on earth — men, peoples, cities — in no gentle 
fashion either, as he himself tails us. 44 Then I seized him by his after- 
scalp and cried. Either thou dost name thyself, or here I leave thee not 
a single hair." 

He seems to assume the office and authority of God $ accuses, judges, 
■condemns, creates the places and assigns the degrees of punishment, 
writes on the gates of the awful prison — 44 Abandon every hope, O ye who 
enter." The sentences passed by Dante are indelible in a quite other sense 
ttsn that pronounced and signed by Cante de* Gabrialli da Gubbio, Podesta 
cf Florence. Hearty thanttb Ore due to this Cante de' Gabrielli, and to the 
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Neri Action, fbf .having tom Dante from the pleasures of his native city, 
and from his home ; since, had not his genius been sharpened by sorrow, 
his soul tempered by misfortune, his brain stimulated by a sense qft 
injustice, his heart stirred by persecution, never would he have produced 
his immortal tragedy. 

His exile lasted eighteen years. In canto xvii. of Paradise his 
ancestor Gacciaguidi foretells his fate : — 

Thou shalt prove how salt will taste 

The strangers 1 bread ; bow hard it is 

To ascend and descend by other people’s stairs. 

In the Convito he tells us : — “ Wheresoever this tongue iB spoken 
I have wandered, almost begging ; showing, against my will, the wounds 
of fate, which are often unjustly imputed as faults to the sufferers. Verily 
I have been as a vessel without sails or helm, driven hither and thither to 
ports and straits and shores by adverse winds, which rise from sad poverty, 
and thus I appeared in the eyes of many who, Owing perhaps to a certain 
fame acquired, had formed a very different idea of me ; hence not only 
was my person depreciated, but the work I had accomplished and that yet 
unfinished were less esteemed.” 

Exile, the injustice endured, and thirst for revenge modified Dante's 
political opinions materially. He ceased to be a Guelph without becoming 
a Ghibelline — the change being far more radical, since he substituted 
a belief in monarchy for his republican creed. Ghibellinism did not 
exclude a republican form of government — the republics of Pisa and 
Arezzo were Ghibelline ; whereas Dante wrote a treatise on monarchy, 
in which he affirms that its existence is necessary to the happiness of 
mankind, points to the Roman people as its fountain head, to the King of 
the Romans, t. e. the Emperor, as its representative, and traces itB imme- 
diate origin from God without the Pope’s intervention. As a Unitarian 
and partisan of cexftralization he hurled anathemas at all autonomous 
cities and provinces ; calls Florence “ an accursed ditch,” Pisa “ the refuse 
of cities,” Lucca “ a nest of vipers,” Genoa “ indecent and full of every 
vice,” Pistoja " fit only to be reduced to ashes,” Treviso 11 full of traitors,” 
Romagna " full of poisonous serpents and of bodies animated by demons,” 
Puglia “ of cowardly soldiers,” Citaja “ of madmen,” Bologna “<of 
panders,” Arezzo “of dogs,” Lombardy “fit for such as cannot for 
very«*hame consort with good men, and where not three educated men 
ean be found and in a letter he speaks of Venice in the following 
terms : — “ Truly a wretched and ill-mannered mob, insolently oppressed, 
shamefully governed, and cruelly taxed : how can I, O Signore, eXprem 
the gross ignorance of these grave, venerable fathers? When I found 
myself in the presence of this grey-bearded and aped assembly, I 
naturally wished to fulfil my mission and communicate your menage in * 
the Latin tongue. Hardly had I pronounced my exordium when they 
cent to me either to seek an interpreter or to speak in another Jan* 
gUa ge. Half-astonished, half-indignant (I can hardly tell which 
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predominated), I began to tty something in that tongue which I first lisped 
a swaddling-clothes, and even this scarcely sounded* more natural or 
dhimliir to their eaH than Latin. This ought not to surprise us, seeing 
that they know not how to speak Italian, because, descended from Grecian 
and Dalmatian ancestors, their only inheritance, brought to thiB meat 
fertile soil, is made up of the lowest and most indecent habits, together 
with the dregs of every vice.” 

Allowing himself to be carried away by his new monarchical, imperial, 
and centralizing convictions, he writes, in the Convito , his greatest prose 
work:— “In order to bring human life to perfection, im^enal authority 
ms devised ; this is the guide and rule of all our operations, so that if 
one Wish to describe the office of the emperor by a symbol, one might say 
that he is the rider of human will, and it is sufficiently evident that the 
horse often wanders wild without his rider, especially in this wretched 
Italy, which has been left without any sort of guidance.” During the 
first years of his exile, impelled by his yearning to return to Florence, 
and by bis burning thirst for vengeance on the Neri, he sought partisans 
among the Ghibelline chiefs, and visited certain persons who were for 
waging war on Florence. But, depressed by one failure after another, 
his spirit was tempered to more peaceful aspirations and vaster designs. 
Then it was that he dreamed of a German Cesar in Home, the concentra- 
> tion of the petty Italian republics and principalities in one United Italy, 
and Of the unity of the human race as of a ciicle round a centre. Thus 
he set his hopes first on Albert of Austria, and afterwards fas more 
firmly on Henry of Luxemburg, to whom he wrote letters, and whom he 
urged to enter Florence in >perBon. New it is that the serenity of the 
Utopian prevails over the ire of the partisan. “ Rejoice to-day, O Italy,” 
he writes, “ for thy Bpouse, who is the joy of the age and life glory of thy 
people, the most clement Henry hastens to thy bridal : dry thy tears, O 
fairest one, and hide the signs of grief ; since he is nigh who will liberate 
thee from piison and free thee from the wicked. Forgive 1 forgive to-day, 
O beloved ones, who have suffered injuries, even as I have suffered, so 
that the chosen Shepherd may know thee for Iambs of his fetid. Fm? 
although, by divine permission, he holds in his hand the rod of temporal 
punishment, yet, because he resembles Him from whom, as from one 
root, branches the power of Peter and of Csesar, he chastises his flock, yet 
far more gladly shows mercy unto them.” * , 

Invective is succeeded by idyll ; reconciliation, forgiveness, oblivion, 
take the plape of vengtenee. Gradually as the tempestuous politician calms 
down, the poet also grows calmer : he sings—* 4 To ride o’er gentler waves, 
the slight bafk of my genius spreads her Bails, leaving behind the cruel 
sea.” He had already reached the mount of Purgatory, “ where the human 
I beoomes worthy of ascending to Heaven*” Even, the now edict of 
demfti issued against him' and against his children by his fiallowHatatens, 
did not distract him* Tot once again he returned to the oonsidertftido 
oil mmimt things, when S&ocenaa offered a pardon to the exilea, on. the 



ooiidition of “paying a certain sum, of wearing a degrading mitre on their 
heads, and, wax-taper isi hand, with abject and contrite mien, marching in 
procession behind the car of the Mint, and thus entering into the church 
of S. Giovanni, there to expiate their crimes by an offering to the 
aaint.” Writing to a friend in Florence, whom he calls Pater, he says,*— 
“From your letters, received in the spirit of reverence and affection 
which they merit, I have gathered with thoughtfulness and gratitude all 
your anxiety for my return home ; and I have been all the more touched 
by them because it is so rare for exiles to meet with friends. I new 
reply to their contents, and if 1 cannot do that which the pusillanimity of 
some would wish, I affectionately pray that a capeful examination of my 
motives may precede your sentence. The letters of your and my nephews, 
and of other friends, inform me that, in virtue of the decree concerning 
the exiles recently issued in Florence, if I chooser to pay a certain sum of 
money, and suffer the shame of a fine, I may obtain absolution and return 
at once. In these propositions there are, to speak plainly, two things, 
O Pater, which are ridiculous ’and ill-advised. I apply the word ill- 
advised to those who informed me of them, since you in your wiser aud 
more prudent letter do not once refer to them. 

“ Is this, then, tho glorious path by which Dante Alighieri is recalled 
to hiB country after the sufferings of an exile which has lasted almost 
fifteen years ? Is this the reward of his innocence clear to all ? This 
the result of the sweat and toil endured in his studies ? Far from the 
man who has made Philosophy his friend be such baseness worthy only 
of a degraded heart to consent, even as a certain Ciolo, and other men of 
ill-feme, to be ransomed like a prisoner ! Far be it from the man, the 
apostle of justice — the man insulted and offended — to pay a tribute to his 
offenders, even as though they were his benefactors* % 

“ This is not the road by which to return to our country, O my 
father ; but if you or othera find a path which will not stain Dante’s 
honour, he will accept it immediately. But if there be no honourable 
path to Florence, he will never enter into Florence. What I can I not 
behold the sun and stars from every corner of the earth? Can I not 
meditate on sweetest truth from every region under heaven, if I do 
not by my own act strip myself of every gloxy— ay, render myself 
ignominious to the people and city of Florence? Bread at least will not 
be wanting.” 

So, following in the footsteps of his Beatrice, he co n se crat ed 1 fee last 
feur yearn of his life to the caatioles of Paradise. Then reehniag hie weary 
head on the immortal book, with, perhaps, a. lmt s%h far Iflnftimio fee 
him “empty of charity and void of lows,” yet never by him ibenottea 

V _ 14 1 0 * ® 


Toward* <ad of Mayfja* after the eentonary teM, i 

«*» ***• dhwmnd at a drart ditimne from tha tomb daae 

they were fctppmd to lie, and mm mmit from Italy a aajy 
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During the May festival an interesting and valuable collection of the 
mart HBS. and editions of the poem was exhibited in the hall of the 
Batawo Pretorio, the oldest public palace of Florence, recently restored to 
its primitive form, almost «as it existed in Alighieri’s time. The place 
Iras worthy of the oollection of 204 editions of the Divine Comedy , 32 
tranriationa in various tongues and dialects, 12 separate commentaries, 
28 editions of the minor works, 65 copies of different illustrations of the 
life and ^Torks of Dante, 48 manuscripts of the Divine Comedy , with the 
date, belonging to the fourteenth ^pd fifteenth centuries ; 132 of the same 
epoch without date, and hundreds of manuscript commentaries and docu- 
ments relating to Dante, to his age, or to eminent personages mentioned 
in the poem. Space forbids us touching on. more than a very few 
specimens of this collection. 

The first editions of the Comedy were printed in Fuligno in 1472, by 
Giovanni Numeister, and in that same year other three were issued in 
Jesi, Mantua, and Naples. The British Museum possesses a copy of each, 
and the only existing copy of the Neapolitan edition, abstracted from the 
Mhgliahecohiazia library in Florence. Lord Vernon, the famous Danto- 
filo, published them all at his own expense (in one volume) in fac- 
simile; and the book, edited by Panizzi, figures in the Pretonan 
exposition. Five copies of the Fuligno edition are to be seen there 
belonging to the Magliabecchiana, Laurenziana, and Palatina libraries of 
Florence, to Count Orfini of Fuligno, and to the Marquis Trivulzio 
of Milan. The edition 1 b in small folio, the pages are not numbered. 

Comparing these copies* with the two in the British Museum,. it is 
evident two editions must have been printed at the same time, since in 
some we find errors which are corrected in others. For instance, in the 
Laurenziana ( Inferno , canto iii. line 68) we read, “ Poscia ch’io ebbi aleun 
riconosciuto,” and in all the others Pocia. Again, at line 63, in the 
Laurenziana and Magliabecchiana, “ A Dio spiacenie ed a nemici sui,” 
and in all the others dispiacente. Panizzi remarks that in the copy belong- 
ing to the Due d’Aumale in line 58 occurs recognoscuito instead of recog - 
noeciuto, and elsewhere cogliochi instead of con gli occhi , arrivae instead 
of alia riva , and several other errors only to be found in the Palatina 
copy. 

The Jesi edition is extremely rare, and was printed four months 
after that of Fuligno by Federico Veronese. “ Explicit : Liber Dantis 
impressus a Magistro Federico Veronese h.oocc.lxxu. quintodecimo a 
Lendas Augusts. Jn folio piccolo.” The copy exhibited belongs to the 
Trivulzian library in Milan ; it is complete and in good condition, the 
frontispiece only misting. In the copy of the British Museum several 
pages are misting ; six have been copied by Mr. Harris from one belonging 
to Lord Spencer, and from another incomplete copy pages 214-16 have 
been taken; still three are missing altogether. The Mantuan edition 
contests with that of Fuligno the rights of primogeniture. 14 Dantis 
Aligerii poet® Ftarentim Inform cppitolum incipit,” stands at Ike begin- 
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ning; and at tie end, Magister Geprgiu* et magister Paulus, Teutonici, 
hoc opus Mantua iDfcpresaeruiit, adiuvante Columbino Veronensi.” Two 
copies belonging to the national library of Naples and to the Trivulzian 
are exhibited. The second, rich in arabesques and miniatures, contains 
a dedication from Colombini, the printer, to Nuvoloni, a Mantuan gentle- 
man, which is wanting in that of Naples. Neither of these copies have 
been seen by Panizzi, who, in the preface to Lord Vernon’s volume, B&ys 
that he only knows of those belonging to the British Museum, to the 
Boyal Society, and to Lord Spencer. 

Only in the Fuligno edition do we find the arguments placed at the 
head of each canto, and according to Professor Quirico Viam this one 
adheres closer than any of the old editions to the best texts. 

Typographically speaking, the Jesi edition is the best, but less correct 
than any other ; the most correct of all is that of Mantua. According to 
Panizzi, the value of these first editions “ consists in their pointing out 
how the pronunciation has been altered, in giving us the etymology of 
certain words, and the primary signification of many others.” 

After these earliest editions figure the Neapolitan of 1477, in folio, 
sent by the library cf the Neapolitan University, printed by Mattia 
Morano; that of Vindelino da Spira, sent by the Bicoiardana library, with 
comments by Jacopo della Lana, Bolognese, 1477, erroneously attributed 
to Benvenuto da lmola, at the commencement of which is printed, for the 
first time, Boccaccio’s Life of Dante ; the Milanese edition, sent by the 
Brera Library, printed on parchment, in 1478; and especially the 
Florentine edition in folio, printed by Lorenzo della Magna in 1481, 
with the commentaries of Cristoforo Landini, sent by the Magliabecchiana. 
The copy exhibited is a splendid volume presented by Landini to the 
Signoria of Florence, in return for which gift the learned commentator 
received a tower of the Caatello di Borgo, in Colleria, his birthplace in 
Casentino. 

The edition of Della Magna is the first printed in Florence; Landini’s, 
the only one printed on parchment. In that of the Imperial Libnuy in 
Paris several pages are missing, many are only printed on one ride, and 
nearly all are defective. The poem is preceded by Landini’s c omm ents 
and by a Life df Dante, and by considerations on the excellence of fhe 
Florentines in arts and letters, on the rite, form, and personages of the 
Inferno >, on the stature of Giants and of Lucifer. The miniatures which 
adorn the Proemio, the three canticles (and especially the first), are wrought 
with a delicacy and good taste worthy of Perugino. The binding is in the 
olden style, the comers bound with silver clssps representing the years of 
the Florentine Republic, and with two medals in the centre oft tifo oover, 
on which are engraved the figure of Hercules, the seal of the Bepnblic, 
and Ma r zoeoo bolding in his claws the banner of the Giglio, 

The Venetian edition of Qnarengbi, 1497, contains marginal notes 
by ThmonL The Venetian edition of Ferrari, l&W, it the first ift 
rifckli the title of Dima C o m med t ^ appear* on the frontispiece, while 
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the Venetian edition of the Convita, 1521, is copiously annotated by 
molts Tasso. 

Among the modem editions of the comedy three stand unrivalled; 
the three printed expressly for the festival destined to commemorate the 
stotoundradto anniversary of the poet’s birth — that of Bologna under 
tt^e Superintendence of Professor Scarabelli, with commentaries by Jacopo 
dfik Lana — that of Mantua by Pietro Rossi, 1865, a typographical chef- 
d'oeuvre from every point of view, and the Cassinese of 1864, which is the 
first edition printed from the famous text of the Comedy preserved in 
Ifontecassino. 

This edition is ornamented with photographic facsimiles of the text, 
and of other writings of the earliest ages existing in the Casainese archives 
—which are useful for comparison. It seems to have been commenced 
during the first half of the thirteenth century ; the writing, the orthography, 
and certain comments in the margin, all conduce to this supposition. 
The text is written on vellum, which was in use as early as the tenth 
century, and especially towards the first half of the fourteenth. Its 
darkish tint, its weight, quality, and form are identical with a legal 
document of 1310, which exists in the Cassinese archives. The writing 
of the marginal comments seems the same as that of some manuscript 
sermons written in April, 1826, by Ambrogio di Castello. It differs from 
the rough Longobard writing, with its long irregular strokes, and resembles 
the square ancial writing of the Romans. None of the Cb are dotted, the 
dot being first UBed towards the end of the fourteenth century ; and the 
words flow into each other, as is the case with all the writings of that 
epoch. Two historical proofs also determine its date. The commentator, 
speaking of ’the death of Thomas Aquinas, poisoned by Charles d’Anjou, 
■ays, 41 that his corpse lies at Fassanova," where we know that it was first 
buried, though in 1868 it was transported to Tolosa. Again, in his ex- 
planations of line 36 of canto xxxiii. Purgatory — 

Clio vendetta di Dio non tome tuppe, 

he refers to a Florentine superstition still extant in his day, which led the 
relations of a murdered man to guard the tomb lest the murderers should 
eome mmgiare la stigpa, or to feast thereon. We know from Benvenuto 
da Imoim, and from Dante's son, who flourished m 1386, that this practice 
had then fatten into disuse. 

The palnographic o b se rv a ti ons on the Ca ssine s e MSS. apply equally to 
toe magnificent MSB. of the Maine library of Florence, exhibited in the 
Bergello, which, for antiquity, been toe palm from all toe zest,wmo#itis 
anterior to 1883, hence anterior to Landings of 1886, to toe Trrvnki— s 
etf H&7, and to toe Crarinese, whose date can only be find by iwtnlm, 
ever open to exm» 

The one to toe Palatine is pedbeWy toe MSS. befaagmg to lam 
Martini in 1886, seen by Bnoofto Valeri to lH6,md toodght to hfcltoJfc* * 
Mm brifien fiy anterior to 1888, because, mtoke toe ctom*n geosrd, Ads 



JMkwm 


written in two 'tijinmeBy .tvd the vetoes each occupy two Hues. Its dote Is 
abo determined by v% historical proof. The commentator, whois also the 
writer of the MSB., in order to explain the following lines — 

E se non fosse che in sol paiso d’Amo, 

Eimase ancor di Ini (Mute) alcana vista (his statne), 

(Jq/er»o, canto xiii. lines 145-46}— 

Writes — n Dopo il decto mutamento neente meno una statua di Marte 
rimase in sullo vecchio Ponte de la decta cittade, la quale statua tiirovinoe 
nel flume d’Amo, e per molti anni in quello stette, in fra *1 quale molcte 
sohonfitte ricevetto dai vicini lp. decta cittade. Poi dopo anni molti fue 
ritrovata e dritta al decto Ponte, et per consilglio d’alohuno astrologho 
edirecta la cittade in mclliori piovedimenti che chonmlgTio que quella 
statua si ritrovasse et riponesse&i nel luogho dov' ella e anckora." Now 
Yillani (Cronaca, lib. ri. cap. 1) bears witness that in the flood of 1883 
the statue of Mars was again hurled into the Arno, and lost for ever. 

The Landiano MSS. of Piacenza is also very valuable. It bears the 
written date of 1880, and hence stands second to the Palatina. Its priority 
is further confirmed by the fact that Antonio Delfino was commissioned to 
write it by Beccario Bcccheria of Pavia, who was Podesta of Genoa, sub 
anno Domini Mill 0 ccc.xxxvr. We read this declaration at the head of 
the canticle of Paradise . Comparing the Landiano manusoript with the 
Cominiana edition of the Divine Comedy , 1727, we meet with 806 varia- 
tions, many of which arc valuable as corrections ; take, for instance, the 
59th line of the filth canto of Hell , 

Che sncccdette a Nino c sna sposa. 

The Landiano MSS. runs che succe dette , and means “ who gave suck.” 
And in truth Semiramide, of whom the poet speaks, was both mother and 
wife of Nino, and for this is condemned to the circle of lust. The 
succedette of Cominiana and the rest is an absurdity. 

*We will only add that not a single page of Dante’s own wilting remains 
to us; not even his signature. From Leonardo Aretino we know that 
his writing was magra , lunga , e molto corretta . It is strange \o say that 
in the 178 manuscripts exhibited in the Bargello, and in the 286 
editions— if we except Foscolo’s, printed in London, 1842, by Pietro 
Bolandi — none of the volumes bear the title placed by Dante aft the 
head of the poem in his dedication of Paradise to Cane della Scala . 

Incipit comedia 
Dantis Allagherii, 

Florenttai muiona, 

Non moribns. 

We have not even his picture. The pretended picture of Dante 
attributed by Vasari to Giotto, and disoovered in 1840 by An^mfo 
Marini, is not, by Giotto at all. Vasari took the idea from Filippo 
Viliam, who, according to Vasari, wrote that Giotto “ also’* painted a 
portrait of himself by means of a mirror, and of his contemporary Dante 1 
lighted, the poet, in a picture of a public festival in th*dqpd of tfce r 
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} Hm Wll (in muro )," whereas what Yillam did write was, 
' w >p fb attor <table (#v&a tavofo tfeJF altar*),". Of this tew&i we know 
a^til^lalW than 1882, and on the wall, by the aide of the pretended 
portrait of Dante, we find no portrait of Giotto* Mdfebver, we know that 
fine roof of the Pretorian Palace, or palace of the Podesta, waa destroyed 
tgr fir* |n 18f}2, and replaced by the present Yaulted roofs. The fire and 
iii masons would have destroyed the fresco on the wall if painted before 
II8S. Again, a document exists, which informs us that the walls of the 
Waoe were painted in 1887, when Varano was Podesta ; and Giotto had 
then been dead six months, and Dante sixteen years ; besides, the portrait 
in the chapel is said to have been painted when he was fifteen and wrote 
{he sonnet to Guido and Lapo. 

No portrait remains to us save the one given by Boccaccio : — “This 
poet of ours was of middle Btature, and when he arrived at mature age he 
stooped slightly ; his step was firm and stately ; he wore the simplest dress 
suited to his age ; his face was long, his nose aquiline, his eyes huge 
father than small, his jaws large, his under lip protruding beyond the 
upper, his complexion clear, his hair and beard massive, black, and curly ; 
his countenance ever melancholy and thoughtful.” But even this iB not 
a perfect portrait, because in his Latin Egloga , in reply to his friend 
Giovanni de Yirgilio Bolognese, who invited him to Bologna to receive 
the poet's crown, he says himself that his hair was fair. “ Were it not 
better that 1 crown and cover not under the triumphal wreath the hair 
which on the Arno's banks was fair, but which, if 1 return to my native 
land, will then be grey ? " 
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CHAP ILK XU. 

Gaiulkixg Clouds 

IS. GIBSON came back full 
of rose-colouied accounts ot 
London. Lady Cuninor lmd 
bet ii gi.iciousand.iflectionate, 
“ so tomlicd by my going up 
to hc h< j, so boon alter her 
nt ut n to England,” Lady 
Hanict cliainnng and devo- 
ted to litr old governess, 
Laid Curnnor “just like his 
dear usual hearty self,” and 
as for the Knkpatricks, no 
Loid Chancellor's house was 
ever giandcr than theirs, and 
the sdk gown of the Q C. had 
floated over housemaids and 
footmen. CyAthia, too, was so 
much admired ; and os for her 
dress, Mrs. Kirkpatrick had 
Bhowcred down ball -presses 
and wreaths, and pretty' bonnets and mantles, like a fairy godmother. 
Mr. Gibson’s poor present of ten pounds shrank into very small dimen- 
sions compared with all this munificence. 

“ And they’re so fond of her, I don’t know when we shall have hot 
back,” was Mrs. Gibson's winding-up sentence. ? And now, Molly, what 
have you and papa been doing? Very gay, you Bounded in your letter. 
VOL. xrt. — no. C9, 13. 
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I had not time to read it in London ; bo I put it in my pocket, and read 
it in the coach coming home. But, my dear child, you do look so old- 
fashioned with your gown made all tight, and your hair all tumbling 
about in curls. Curls are quite gone out. We must do your hair 
differently/* she continued, trying to smooth Molly’s black waves into 
straightness. 

“I sent Cynthia an Afiican letter,” said Molly, timidly. “Did you 
hear anything of what was in it ? ’* 

“ Oh, yes, poor child I It made her very uneasy, I think ; she said 
she did not feel inclined to go to Mr. Dawson’s ball, which was on that 
night, and for which Mrs. Kirkpatrick had given her the ball-dress. But 
there really was nothing for her to fidget herself about. Roger only said 
ho had had another touch of fever, but was better when he wrote. He 
says every European has to be acclimatized by fever in that part of 
Abyssinia where he is.” 

“ And did she go ? ” asked Molly. 

11 Yes, to be sure. It is not an engagement ; and if it were, it is not 
acknowledged. Fancy her going and saying, 1 A young man that I know * 
has been ill for a few days iif Africa, two months ago, therefore I don't 
want to go tq the ball to-night.’ It would have seemed like affectation of 
sentiment ; and if thebe’s one thing I hate it is that.” 

“ She wo£d hardly enjoy herself,” said Molly, 

“Oh, yes,ifat she did. Iler dress was white gauze, trimmed with 
lilacs, and she really did look — a mother may be allowed a little natural 
partiality — most lovely. And she danced, every dance, although she was 
quite a stranger. I aril Bure she enjoyed ljjpelf, from her manner of 
talking about it next moving.” 

“ I wonder if the scpiire knows.” 

“ Knows what ? Oh, yes, to be 6ure 1 You mean about Roger. I 
dare say he doesn't, and there’s no need to tell him, for I’ve no doubt it is 
all right now.” And she went out of the room to finish her unpacking. 

Molly let her work fall, and sighed. “ It will be a year the day after 
to-moiToW since he came here to propose our going to Hurst Wood, 
and mamma was so vexed at his calling before lunch. I wonder if 

Cynthia remembers it as well as I do. And now, perhaps Oh 1 

Roger, Boner 1 I wish — I pray that you were Bafe home again ! How 
could we {A bear it, if—” 

She covered her face with her hands, and tried to 6top thinking. 
Suddenly die got up, as if Btung by a venomous fancy. 

“ I don’t believe she loves him as she ought, or she could not — could 
’wet have gone and danced. What shall I do if she does not 7 What shall 
I do 7 ’ I can bear anythibg bpt that.” 

f But she found the long suspense as to his health hard enough to 
*• $idure. They were not likely to hear from him for a month at least, 
and before that time ha£ elapsed Cynthia would be at homejag&in. Molly 
learnt tri loug for her return before a fortnight of her absence was over. 
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Slie had had no. idea that perpetual t6te-a-t£tes with Mrs. Gibson could, 
by any possibility, be bo tiresome as she found them. Perhaps Molly's 
state of delicate health, consequent upon her rapid growth during the last 
few months, made her irritable ; but really often she had to get up and 
leave the room to calm herself down after listening to a long series of 
words, more frequently plaintive or discontented in tone than cheerful, and 
which at the end conveyed no distinct impression of either the speaker's 
thought or feeling. Whenever anything had gone wrong, whenever 
Mr. Gibhon had coolly persevered in anything to which she had objected ; 
whenever the cook had made a mistake about the dinner, or the housemaid 
broken any little frangible article ; whenever Molly's hair was not done 
to her liking, or her dress did not become her, or the smell of dinner per- 
vaded the house, or the wrong callers came, or the right callers did not 
come — in fact, whenever anything went wrong, poor Mr. Kirkpatrick was 
regretted and mourned over, nay, almost blamed, as if, bad he only given 
himself tho trouble of living, he could have helped it. 

“ When I look back to those happy days, it seems to me as if I had 
never valued them as I ought. To be sure — youth, love, — what did we 
care for poverty I I remember dear Mr. Kirkpatrick walking five miles 
into Stratford to buy me a muffin because I had such a fancy for one after 
Cynthia was boin. I don’t mean to complain of dear papa — but I don't 
think — but, perhaps I ought not to say it to you. If Mr. Kirkpatrick 
had but taken care of that cough of his ; but lie was so obstinate 1 Men 
always are, 1 think. And it really was selfish of him. Only I dare say 
he did not consider the forlorn Btate in which I should be left. It came 
harder upon me than upon most people, because I always was of such an 
affectionate sensitive nature. I remember a little poem of Mr. Kirk- 
patrick’s in which he compared my heart to a harp-string, vibrating to 
the slightest breeze.” 

“ I thought harp-strings required a pretty strong finger to make them 
sound,” said Molly. 

“ My dear child, you’ve no more poetry in you than your father. And 
as for your hair ! it's worse than ever. Can't you drench it in water to take 
those untidy twists and twirls out of it ? ” 

“ It only makes it curl more and more when it gets dry,” said Molly, 
sudden tears coming into her eyes as a recollection came before her like a 
picture seen long ago and forgotten for years — a young mother Wan hfag 
and dressing her little girl ; placing the half-naked darling on her knee, 
and twining the wet rings of dark hair fondly round her finger^ and then, 
in an ecstasy of fondness, kissing the little curly head. 

The receipt of Cynthia’s letters made very agreeable events. 0be did 
not write often, but her letters were tolesably lqng when they did come, 
and very sprightly in tone. There was constant mention made of maay 
nets names, which conveyed no idea to Molly, though Mrs. Gibson would 
try and enlighten her by running commentaries like the following * 

“Mrs. Green 1 ah, that's Mr. Jones** pretty otaain, who lives is} 

18 —* 
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Russell Square with the fat husband. They keep their carriage ; but I’m 
not sure if it is not Mr. Green who is Mis. Jones’s cousin. We can ask 
Cynthia when she comes home. Mr. Henderson ! to be sure — a young 
man with black whiskers, a pupil of Mr. Kirkpatrick’s formerly, — or 
was h^a pupil of Mr. Murray’s? 1 know they said he had lead law 
with somebody. Ah, yes ! they are the people who called the day after 
Mr. Rawson’s ball, and who admired Cynthia so much, without knowing 
I was her mother. She was very handsomely dressed indeed, in black 
satin ; and the ton had a glass eye, but he was a young man of good 
property. Coleman ! yes, that was the name.” 

No more news of Roger until some time after Cynthia had returned 
from her London vi&it. She came back looking fresher and prettitr than 
ever, beautifully dressed, thanks to her own good taste, and her cousins 
generosity, full of amusing details of the gay life she had been enjoying, 
yet not at all out of spirits at having left it behind her. She brought 
home all sorts of pretty and dainty devices for Molly ; a neck ribbon 
made'up in the newest fashion, a pattern for a tippet, a delicate pair of 
tight gloves embroidered as Molly had never seen gloves embroidered 
before, and many another little sign of remembrance during her absence. 
Yet somehow or other, Molly felt that Cynthia was changed in her relation 
to her. Molly was aware that she had never had Cynthia’s full confidence, 
for with all 'hie apparent frankness and naivete of manner, Cynthia was 
extremely reserved and reticent. She knew this much of heiself, and had 
often laughed about it to Molly, and the latter had found out the truth of 
her friend’s assertion for herself. But Molly did not trouble hfcrsclf much 
about ttys. She too knew that there were many thoughts and feelings that 
Jlitted through her mind that she should never think of felling to any one, 
except perhaps — if they were ever very much thrown together— to her 
father. She knew that Cynthia withheld from her more than thoughts 
and feelings — that she withheld facts. But then, as Molly reflected, 
these facts might involve detuils of struggle and suffering, might relate to 
her mother’s neglect, and altogether be of so painful a character, that it 
would be well if Cynthia could forget her childhood altogether, instead of 
fixing it in her mind by the relation of her grievances and troubles. So 
it was not now by any want of confidence that Molly felt distanced as it 
were. It was because Cynthia rather avoided than sought her companion- 
ship ; because her eyes shtmned the straight, serious, loving look of 
Molly’s; because there were certain subjects 6n which she evidently 
dislitod speaking, not particularly’ interesting things as far as Molly 
oould perceive, but it hlrnost seemed as if they lay on the toad to points to 
be avoided. Molly felt a sort of sighing pleasure in noticing Cynthia’s 
changed manner of talking about Roger. She spoke of him tendeily 
now ; “ poor Roger^ as she called him ; and Molly thought that die 
must be referring to tl^ •illness which he had mentioned in liis last letter. 
One morning in the first week after Cynthia’s return home, just as he was 
going out, Mr. Gibson ran up into thd drawing-room, booted and spurred. 
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mid hastily, laid -an open pamphlet down before her; pointing out a 
particular passage with his finger, but not speaking a word before lie 
rapidly quitted the room. His eyes were sparkling, and had an amused 
as well as pleased expression. All this Molly noticed, as well as Cynthia’s 
flush of colour as she read what was thus pointed out to her. Then she 
pushed it a little on one bide, not closing the book however, and went on 
with her work. 

“ AY hat i 3 it? may I see it ? *’ asked Molly, stretching out her hand 
for the pamphlet, which lay within her reach. But she did not take it 
until Cynthia had said — 

t{ Certainly, I don't suppose there are any great secrets in a scientific 
journal, full of reports of meetings.” And she gave the book a little 
push towards Molly. 

“ Oh, Cynthia 1 ” ’•aid Molly, catching her breath as she read, “ Are 
you not proud ? ” For it was an account of an annual gathering of the 
Geogiaphical Society, and Lord Ilollingfurd had read a letter he had 
received frotn Roger Hamley, dated from Arracuoba, a district in Africa, 
hitherto unvisited by any 'intelligent European traveller; and about 
■which, Mr. ILimlcy sent many cuiious particulars. The reading of this 
letter had been received with the greatest interest, and several subsequent 
speakers had paid the writer very high compliments. 

But Molly might have known Cynthia better than to expect an 
answer responsive to the feelings that prompted her question. Let Cynthia 
he ever so proud, ever so glad, or so grateful, or even indignant,. Tomprse- 
ful, grievous or sorry, the very fact that she was expected by another to 
entertain any of these emotions, w’ould have been enough to prevent her 
expressing them. 

“ I’m afraid I’m not as much struck by the wonder of the thing as 
you are, Molly. Besides, it is not news to me ; at least, not entirely. 
I heard about the meeting before I left London ; it was a good deal talked 
about in my uncle’s set ; to bfe sure I did not hear all the fine things they 
say of him there — but there, you know, that’s a mere fashion pf speaking, 
which means nothing ; somebody is bound to pay compliments when a 
lord takes the trouble to read qpe of his letters aloud.” 

" Nonsense,” said Molly. “ You know you don’t believe what you 
are saying, Cynthia.” 

Cynthia gave that pretty little jei\ of her shoulders, which was her 
equivalent for a French shrug, but -did not lift up her head from her 
sewing. Molly .began to read the report over agaiu* 

“ Why, Cynthia 1 ” she said, “ you might have been there ; ladies 
were there. It says ‘ many ladies were present.’ Oh, 'could not you have 
managed to go ? If your uncle’s set cared about these thingB, would not 
some of them have taken you ? ” 

“ Perhaps* if I had asked them. But I think they would have been 
rather astonished at my sudden turn ior science.” 

“ You might have told your uncle how matters redly stood* he would 
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not have talked about it if you had wished him not, I am sure, and lie 
could have helped you. 1 ’ 

“ Once for all, Molly,” said Cynthia, now laying down her work, and 
speaking with quick authority, “ do learn to understand that it is, and 
always has been my wish, not to have the relation which Roger and I bear 
to each other, mentioned or talked about. When the right time comes, I 
will make it known to my uncle, and to everybody whom it may concern ; 
but I am not going to make mischief, and get myself into trouble — even 
for the sake of hearing compliments paid to him— by letting it out before 
'the time. If I’m pushed to it, I’d sooner break it off altogether at once, 
and have done with it. I can’t be worse off than I am now.” Her angry 
tune had changed into a kind of desponding complaint before bIic had 
ended her sentence. Molly looked at her with dismay. 

“ I can’t understand you, Cynthia," she said at length. 

“No; I dare say you can’t,” said Cynthia, looking at her with tears 
in her eyes, and very tenderly, as if in atonement for her late vehemence. 
“ I am afraid — I hope you never will.” 

In a moment, Molly’s arms were round her. “Oh, Cynthia,” she 
murmured, “have I been plaguing you? Have I vexed you? Don’t 
say you’re afraid of my knowing you. Of course you’ve your faults, 
everybody lias, but I think I love you the better for them.” 

“ I don’t know that I’m so very bad,” said Cynthia, smiling a little 
through the tears that Molly’s words and caresses .had forced to overflow 
from her eyes. “ But I have got into scrapes. I am iir. a scrape now. 
I do sometimes believe I Bhall always be in scrapes, and if they ever 
come to light, I shall seem to be worse than I really am ; and I know 
your father will throw me off, and I — no, I won’t be afraid that you will, 
Molly.” 

“ I’m sure I won’t. Are they — do you think — how would Roger take 
it ? ” asked Molly, very timidly. 

“ I don’t know. I hope he will never hear of it. I don’t see why he 
should, for in a little while I shall be quite clear again. It all came about 
without my ever thinking I was doing wrong. I’ve a great mind to tell 
you all about it, Molly.” 

Molly did not like to urge it, though she longed to know, and to see 
if she could not offer help ; but while Cynthia was hesitating, and 
perhaps, to say the truth, rather regretting that she had even made this 
slight advance towards bestowing her confidence, Mrs. Gibson came in, 
full of some manner of altering a gown of hers, so as to make it into the 
fa&ion of the day, ns Bhe had seen it during her visit to London. 
Cynthia seemed to forget her tears and her troubles, and to throw her 
whole soul into millineiy. 

Cynthia’s correspondence went on pretty briskly with her London 
Cousins, according to the usual rafe of correspondence in those days. 
Indeed Mrs. Gibson was occasionally inclined to complain of the frequency 
of Helen Kirkpatrick’s letters ; for before the penny post came in, the 
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recipient hud to pay the postage of letters ; and elevenpence-halfpcnny 
three times a week came, according to Mrs. Gibson’s mode of reckoning 
when annoyed, to a sum “ between three and four shillings.’* But these 
complaints were only for the family ; they saw the wrong side of the 
tapestry. Hollingford in general, Miss Brownings in particular, heard of 
“ dear Helen’s enthusiastic friendship for Cynthia ** and of “ the real 
pleasure it was to receive such constant news — relays of news indeed — 
from London. It was almost as good as living there 1** 

“ A great deal better I should think,” said Miss Browning with Borne 
severity. For she had got many of her notions of the metropolis from 
the British Essayists, where town is so often represented as the centre 
of dissipation, corrupting country wives and squires* daughters, and 
unfitting them for all their duties by the constant whirl of its not always 
innocent pleasures. London was a sort of moral pitch, which few could 
touch and not be defiled. Bliss Browning had been on the watch for 
the signs of deterioration in Cynthia’s character ever since her return 
home. But, excepting in a greater number of pretty and becoming 
articles of dress, there was no great change for the worse to be per- 
ceived. Cynthia had been “in the world,” had “beheld the glare and 
glitter and dazzling display of London,” yet had come back to Hollingford 
as ready as ever to place a chair for Miss Browning, or to gather flowers 
for n nosegay for Miss Phoebe, or to mend her own clothes. But 
all this 'was set down to the merits of Cynthia, not to the credit of 
Loiidon-town. 

“ As far as I can judge of London,” said Miss Browning, Bcntentiously 
continuing her tirade against the place, “ it’s no better than a pickpocket 
and a robber dressed up in tiie spoils of honest folk. I should like to 
know where my Lord Hollingford was bred, and Mr. Roger Hamley. 
Your good husband lent me that report of the meeting, Mrs. Gibson, 
where so much was said about them both, and he was as proud of their 
praises as if he had been akin to them, and Phoebe read it aloud to me, for 
the print was too Bmall for my eyes ; she was a good deal perplexed with 
all the new names of places, but I said she had better skip them all, for we 
had never heard of them before and probably should never hear of them 
again, but she read out the fine things they suid of my lord, and 
Mr. Roger, and I put it to you, where were they born and bred ? Why, 
within eight miles of Hollingford ; it might have been Molly there or me ; 
it’s all a chance ; and then they go and talk about the pleasures of intel- 
lectual society in London, and the distinguished people up there that it is 
such an advantage to know, and all the time I know it’s only shops and 
the play that’s the real attraction. But that’s neither here nor there. We 
all put our best foot foremost, and if we have a reason to give that looks 
sensible we speak it out like men, and never say anything about the 
Billiness we are hugging to our heart. But I ask you again, where does 
this fine society come from, and these wise men, and these distinguished’ 
travellers? Why, out of country parishes like this! London picks 
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’em all up, and decks lierscif with them, and then culls out to the folks 
die’s robbed, and says, 1 Come and see how fine I am.’ Fine, indcod ! I’ve 
no patience with London : Cynthia is much better out of it ; and I’m 
not sure, if I were you, Mrs. Gibson, if I would not stop uj> those London 
letters : they’ll only be unsettling her.” 

“ But perhaps she may live in London some of these days, Miss 
Browning,” simpered Mrs. Gibson. 

“ Time enough then to be thinking of London. I wibh her a honest 
country husband with enough to live upon, and a little to lay by, and 
a good character to boot. Mind that, Molly,” said she, firing round upon 
the startled Molly, (t I wish Cynthia a husband with a good character ; 
but she’s got a mother to look after her ; you’ve none and when your 
mother was alive she was a dear friend of mine : so I’m not going to let 
you throw yourself away upon any one whose life is not clear and above- 
board, you may depend upon it.” 

This last speech fell like a bomb into the quiet little drawing-room, 
it was delivered with such vehemence.. Miss Browning, in her secret 
heart, meant it as a warning against the intimacy she believed that Molly 
had formed with Mr. Preston ; but as Jt happencd^tlmt Molly had never 
dreamed of any such intimacy, the girl could not imagine why such 
severity of speech should be addressed to her. Mrs. Gibson, who always 
took up the points of every word or action where they touched her own 
self (and called it -Sensitiveness), broke the silence that followed Miss 
Browning’s speech by saying, plaintively, — 

4< I’m sure, Miss Browning, }ou are very much mistaken if you think 
that any mother could take more care of Molly than I do. I don’t — I 
can’t think there is any need for any one to interfere to protect her, and 
I^iave not an idea why you have been talking in this wi\y t juRt as if we 
were all wrong, and you were all right. It hurts my feelings, indeed it 
does ; for Molly can tell you there is not a thing or a favour that Cynthia 
has, that she has not. And as for not taking care of her, -why, if she were 
to go tap to London to-morrow, I should make a point of going with her 
to see after her ; and I never did it for Cynthia when she was at school 
in France ; and her bedrotfcn is furnished just like Cynthia’s, and I let 
her wear my red shawl whenever Bhe likes, she might have it oftener 
if she would. I can’t think what you mean, Miss Browning.” 

I( I did not mean to offend you, but I meant just to give Molly a hint. 
She understands what I mean.” ’ 

11 I’m sure I do not,” said Molly, boldly. 11 I have not a notion what 
yon meant, if yon were alluding to anything more than you said straight 
out ; that you do not wish me to marry any one who has not a good 
character, and that, as you were a friend of mamma’s, you would prevent 
toy marrying a man with a bad character, by every means in your power. 
IW not thinking of marrying; I don’t want to marry anybody jrt all* 
"hut if I did, and he were not a good man, I should thank you for coming 
and warning me of it.” . ' » 
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“ I sliall not stand on ‘warning you, Molly. I shall forbid the banns 
in church, if need be,” said Miss Browning, half convinced of the 
clear transparent truth of what Molly had said; blushing all over, it 
is true, but with her steady eyes fixed on Miss Browning's face while 
she spoke. 

u Do ! ” said Molly. 

“ Well, well, I won’t say any more. Perhaps I was mistaken. We 
won’t say any more about it. But remember what I have said, Molly, 
there's no harm in that, at any rate. I’m sorry I hurt your feelings, 
Mrs. Gibson. As stepmothers go, I think you try and do your duty. 
Good morning. Good-by to you both, and God bless you.” 

If Miss Browning thought that her final blessing would secure peace 
in the room she was leading, she was very much mistaken ; Mrs. Gibson 
burst out with, — 

“Try and do my duty, indeod ! I should be much obliged to you, 
Molly, if you would take care not to behave in such a manner as to 
bring down upon me such impertinence as I have just been receiving 
from Miss Browning.” 

u But I don’t know what made her talk as she did, mamma,” said 
Molly. 

“ I’m sure I don’t know, and I don’t care cither. But I know that I 
never was spoken to as if I was trying to do my duty before, — 4 trying * 
indeed ! everybody always knew that I did it, 'without tajking about it 
before my face in that rude manner. I’ve that deep, feeling about duly 
that I think it ought only to be talked about in church, and in such sacred 
places as that ; not to have a common caller startling one with it, even 
though she was an early friend of your mother’s. And as if 1 did 
not look after you quite as much as I look after Cynthia 1 Why, it 
was only yesterday I went up into Cynthia’s room and found her reading 
a letter that she put away in a hurry as soon as I came in, and I did 
not even ask her who it was from, and I am sure I should have made 
you tell me.” 

Very likely. Mrs. Gibson shrank from any conflicts with Cynthia, 
pretty sure that she would be worsted in the end ; while Molly generally 
submitted sooner than have any struggle for her own will. 

Just then Cynthia came in. 

** What’s the matter ? ” said she quickly, seeing that something was 
wrong. 

“ Why, Molly has been doing something which has set that impertinent 
Miss Browning off into lecturing me on trying to do my duty 1 If your 
poor father had but lived, Cynthia, I should never have been Bpoken to as 
I have been. 4 A stepmother trying to do her duty indeed.* That was 
Miss Browning’s expression.’* • 

Any allusion to her father took from Cynthia all desire of irony. She 
came forward, and again asked Molly what was the matter. 

Molly, herself ruffled, made answer, — 
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“ Mias Browning seemed to think I was likely to marry some one whose 
character was objectionable ” 

11 You, Molly ? ” said Cynthia. 

“ Yes — she once before spoke to mo, — I suspect she has got some notion 
about Mr. Preston in her head ” 

Cynthia sate down quite suddenly. Molly went on, 44 and Bhe spoke 
as if mamma did not look enough after me, — I think she was rather 
provoking ■” 

41 Not rather, but very — very impertinent,” said Mrs. Gibson, a little 
soothed by Molly's recognition of her grievance. 

44 What could have put it into her head ? ” said Cynthia, very quietly, 
taking up her sewing as she spoke. 

44 1 don't know,” said her mother, replying to the question after her 
own fashion. 44 I'm sure I don’t always approve of Mr. Preston ; but even 
if it waB him she was thinking about, he’s far more agreeable than she is ; 
and I had much rather have him coming to call than an old maid like 
her any day.” 

44 1 don’t know that it was Mr. Preston she was thinking about,” said 
Molly. 44 It was only a guess. When you were both in London she 
spoke about him, — I thought she had heard something about you and 
him, Cynthia.” , Unseen by her mother Cynthia looked up at Molly, her 
eyes full of prohibition, her cheeks full of angry colour. Molly stopped 
short suddenly. After that look she was surprised at the quietness with 
which Cynthia said, almost immediately, — 

44 Well, after all it is only your fancy that Bhe was alluding to Mr. 
Preston, so perhaps we had better not say any more about him ; and as 
for her advice to mamma to look after you better, Miss Molly, I’ll stand 
bail for your good behaviour ; for both mamma and I know you’re the 
laBt person to do any foolish things in that way. And now don’t let us 
talk any more about it. I was coming to tell you that Hannah Brand’s 
little boy has been badly burnt, and his sister is downstairs asking for 
old linen.” 

Mrs. Gibson was always kind to poor people, and she immediately got 
up and went to her Btores to search for the article wanted. 

Cynthia turned quietly round to Molly. 

14 Molly, pray don’t ever allude to anything between me and Mr. 
Preston, — not to mamma, nor to any one. Never do ! I’ve a reason for 
it, — don’t say anything more about it, ever.” 

Mts. Gibson came back at this moment, and Molly had to stop short 
again on the brink of Cynthia’s confidence ; uncertain indeed this time, if 
the would have been told anything more, and only sure that she had 
annoyed Cynthia a good deal. 

Bnt the time was approaching when she would know all. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

The Storm Bursts. 

The autumn drifted away through all its seasons; the golden corn- 
liarvest, the walks through the stubble fields, and rambles into hazel- 
copses in search of nuts; the stripping of the apple-orchards of their 
ruddy fruit, amid the joyous cries and shouts of watching children ; and 
the gorgeous tulip-like colouring of the later time had now come on with 
the shortening days. There was comparative silence in the land, excepting 
for the distant shots, and the whirr of the partridges as they rose up from 
the field. 

Ever since Miss Browning’s unlucky conversation thingB had been 
ajar in the Gibsons’ house. Cynthia seemed to keep every one out at 
(mental) arms’-lcnglh ; and particularly avoided any private talks with 
MolJy. Mrs. Gibson, still cherishing a grudge against Miss Browning for 
her implied accusation of not looking enough after Molly, chose to exercise 
a most wearying supervision over the poor girl. It was, “Where have 
you been, child ? ” “ Who did you see ? ” “ Who was that letter from ? ” 

“Why were you bo long out when you had only to go to so-and-so? 11 
just as if Molly had really been detected in carrying on some underhand 
intercourse. Sho answered every question asked of her with the simple 
truthfulness of perfect innocence ; but the inquiries* (although she read 
their motive, and knew that they arose from no especial suspicion of her 
conduct, but only that Mrs. Gibson might be able to say that she looked 
well after her stepdaughter), chafed her inexpressibly. Very often she 
did not go out at all, sooner than have to give a plan of her intended pro- 
ceedings, when perhaps she had no plan at all, only thought of wandering 
out at her own sweet will, and of taking pleasure in the bright solemn 
fuding of the year. It was a very heavy time for Molly, — zest and life 
had fled, and left so many of the old delights mere shells of seeming. She 
thought it was that her youth had fled ; at nineteen ! Cynthia was no 
longer the Bame, somehow ; and perhaps Cynthia’s change would injure 
her in the distant Roger’s opinion. Her stepmother seemed almost kind 
in comparison with Cynthia's withdrawal of her heart ; Mrs. Gibson 
worried her to be sure, with all these forms of watching over her ; but m 
all her other ways, she, at any rate, was the same. Yet Cynthia herself, 
seemed anxious and care-worn, though she would not speak of her 
anxieties to Molly. And then the poor girl in her goodness would blame 
herself for feeling Cynthia’s change of manner ; for os Molly said to herself, 
“ If it is hard work for me to help always fretting after Hoger, and won- 
dering where he is, and how he is ; what mnst it be for her ? ” 

One day Mr. Gibson came in, bright and swift. 

“ Molly,” said he, “ where’s Cynthia ? ” 

“ Gone out to do some errands-- — ” 

“ Well, it’s a pity— but never mind. Put on your bonnet and cloak 
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as fast as you can. I’ve had to borrow old Simpson’s dog-cart, — there 
would have been room both for you and Cynthia ; but as it is, you must 
walk back alone. I’ll drive you as fir on the Borford Road as I can, and 
then you must jump down. I can’t take you on to Broadhurst’s, I may 
be kept there for hours.” 

Mrs. Gibson was out of the room ; out of the house it might be, for all 
Molly cared, now she had her father s leave and command. Her bonnet 
and cloak were on in two minutes, and she was setting by her father’s 
side, the back seat shut up, and the light weight going swiftly and merrily 
bumping over the stone-paved lanes. 

“ Oh, this is charming,” said Molly, after a toss-up on her scat fiom 
a tremendous bump. 

“For -youth, but not for crabbed age,” said Mr. Gibson. “ My bones 
are getting rheumatic, and would rather go smoothly over macadamized 
streets.” 

“ That’s treason to this lovely view and this fine pure air, papa. Only 
I don’t believe you.” 

“ Thank you. As j'ou are so complimentary, I think I shall put you 
down at the foot of this hill ; we have passed the second milestone from 
Hollipgford.” 

“ Oh, let mo just go up to the top ! I know we can see the blue 
range of the Malverns from it, and Dorrimcr Hall among the woods ; 
the horse will want a minute’s rest, and then I will get down without 
a word.” 

She went up to the top of the hill ; and there they sate still a minute 
or two, enjoying the view, without much speaking. The woods were 
golden, the old house of purple-red brick, with its twisted chimneys, rose 
up from among them facing on to green lawns, and a placid lake ; beyond 
again were the Malvern Ilills 1 

“Now jump down, lassie, and make the best of your way home before 
it gets dark. You’ll find the cut over Croston Heath shorter than the road 
we’ve come by.” 

To get to Croston Heath, Molly had to go down a narrow lane over- 
shadowed by trees, with picturesque old cottages dotted here and there on the 
steep sandy banks ; and then there came a small wood, and then there was 
a brook to be crossed on a plank-bridge, and up the steeper fields on the 
opposite side were cut steps in the turfy path, which ended, she was on 
Croston Heath, a wide-stretching common skirted by labourers’ dwellings, 
past which a near road to Hollingford lay. 

The loneliest part of the road was the first — the lane, the wood, the 
, little biidge, and the clambering through the upland fields. But Molly 
cared little for loneliness. She went along the lane under the over- 
arching. elm-branches, from which, here and there, a yellow leaf came 
"floating down upon her very dress ; past the last cottage where a little 
child bad tumbled down the sloping bank, and was publishing the accident 
with frightened cries. Molly stooped to pick it up, and taking it in her 
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arms in a manner' which Caused intcnso surprise to take the place of 
alarm in its little breast, she earned it up the rough flag Bteps towards 
the cottage which she supposed to be its home. The mother came 
running in from the garden behind the house, still holding the late 
damsons she had been gathering in her apron; but, on seeing her, the 
little creature held out its arms to go to her, and she dropped her 
damsons all about as she took it, and began to soothe it as it cried 
afresh, interspersing her lulling with thanks to Molly. She called her 
by her name ; and on Molly asking the woman how she came to know 
it, she replied that she had been a servant of Mrs. Goodenough before 
her marriage, and so was “bound to know Dr. Gibson’s daughter by 
sight.” After the exchange of two or three more words, Molly ran 
down into the lane, and pursued her way, stopping here and there to 
gather a nosegay of such leaves as struck her for their brilliant colouring. 
She entered the wood. As she turned a corner in the lonely path, bIig 
heard a passionate voice of distress ; and in an instant she recognized 
Cynthia’s tones. She stood still and looked around. There were some 
holly bushes shining out dark green in the midst of the amber and scarlet 
foliage. If any one was there, it must be behind these thick bushes. So 
Molly left the path, and went straight, plunging through the brown tangled 
growth of ferns and underwood, and turned the holly bushes. There Btood 
Mr. Preston and Cynthia; lie holding her hands tight, each looking as 
if just silenced in some vehement talk by the rustle of Molly’s footsteps, 
an instant no one spoke. Then Cynthia said, — 

“ Oh, Molly, Molly, come and judge between us 1 " 

Mr. Preston let go Cynthia’s hands slowly, with a look that was more 
of a sneer than a smile ; and yet he, too, had been strongly agitated, what- 
ever was tho subject in dispute. Molly came forward and took Cynthia’s 
arm, her eyes steadily fixed on Mr. Preston’s face. It was fine to see the 
fearlessness of her perfect innocence. He could not bear her look, and 
said to Cynthia, — 

“ The subject of our conversation does not well admit of a third 
person’s presence. As Miss Gibson seems to wish for your company 
now, I must beg you to fix some other time and place where we can finish 
our discussion.” 

“ I will go if Cynthia wishes me,” said Molly. 

41 No, no ; stay — I want you to stay — I want you to hear it all — I wish 
I hod told you sooner.” 

44 You mean that yon regret that she has not been made *war£ of our 
engagement — that you promised long ago to be my wife. Pray remember 
that it was you who made me promise secrecy, not I you ? ” 

44 1 don’t believe him, Cynthia. Don’t, don’t cry if you can help it; 
I don’t believe him.” 

44 Cynthia,” said he, suddenly changing his tone to fervid tenderness, 
14 p»y, pray do not go on so ; you can’t think how it distresses me.” 
He stepped forwards to try' and take her hand and soothe her; but 
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she shrank away from him, and sobbed the more irrepressibly. She felt 
Molly's presence so much to be a protection that now she dared to let 
herself go, and to weaken herself by giving way to her emotion. 

44 Go away 1 '* said Molly. 44 Don’t you see you make her worse ? ” But 
he did not stir ; he was looking at Cynthia *o intently that lie did not seem 
even to hear her. 44 Go,” said Molly, vehemently, 44 if it really distresses 
you to see her cry. Don’t you see, it’s you who are the cause of it ? ” 

44 I will go if Cynthia tells me,” Baid he at length. 

11 Oh, Molly, I do not know what to do,” said Cynthia, taking down 
her hands from her tear-stained face, and appealing to Molly, and sobbing 
worse than ever; in fact, she became hysterical, and though she tried to 
speak coherently, no intelligible words would come. 

44 Run to that cottage in the trees, and fetch her a cup of water,” s ml 
Molly. He hesitated a little. 

44 Why don’t you go ? ” said Molly, impatiently. 

41 1 have not done speaking to her ; you will not leave before I conic 
back ? ” 

44 No. Don’t you see she can’t move in this state ? ” 

He went quickly, if reluctantly. 

Cynthia was Borne time before Bhe could check her sobs enough to 
speak. At length, she said, — 

44 Molly, I do hate him!” 

44 But what did he mean by saying you were engaged to him ? Don’t 
cry, dear, but tell me if I can help you 1 will, but I can’t imagine- wluit 
it all really is.” 

44 It is too long a story to tell now, and I’m not strong enough. Look I 
he is coming back. As soon as I can, let us get home.” 

44 With all my heart,” Baid Molly. 

He brought the water, and Cynthia drank, and was restored to 
calmness. 

44 Now,” said Molly, 44 we had better go home as fast as you can 
manage it ; it is getting dark quickly.” 

If she hoped to carry Cynthia off so easily, she was mistaken. 
Mr. Preston was resolute on this point. He said — 

44 1 think since Miss Gibson has made herself acquainted with this 
much, we had better let her know the whole truth — that you are engaged 
to many me as soon as you are twenty ; otherwise you being here with 
me, and by appointment too, may appear strange, even equivocal to her.” 

44 As I know that Cynthia is engaged to another man, you oan hardly 
expect me to believe what you say, Mr. Preston.” 

44 Oh, Molly,” said Cynthia, trembling all over, but trying to be calm, 
44 1 am not engaged, neither to the person you mean, nor to Mr. Preston.” 

Mr. Preston forced a smile. 44 1 think I have some letters that would 
oonvinoe Miss Gibson of the truth of what I have said ; and which will 
convince Mr. Osborne Hamley, if necessary — I conclude it is to him she 
is dilading.” 
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“I am quite .puzzled by you both,’* said Molly. 44 The only thing I 
do know is, that we ought not to be standing here at this time of evening, 
and that Cynthia and I shall go home directly. If you want to talk to 
Miss Kirkpatrick, Mr. Preston, why don't you come to my father's house, 
and ask to see her openly, and like a gentleman.' 1 

“I am perfectly willing,” said lie ; 11 1 shall only be too glad to explain 
to Mr. Gibson on what terms I stand in relation to her. If I have not 
done it sooner, it is because I have yielded to her wishes.” 

“ Pray, pray don’t, Molly — you don’t know all — you don’t know any- 
thing about it ; you mean well and kindly, I know, but you aTe only 
making mischief. I am quite well enough to walk, do let us go ; I will 
tell you all about it when we are at home.” She took Molly’s arm and 
tried to hasten her away ; but Mr. Preston followed, talking as he walked 
by their side. 

“ I do not know what you will say at home ; but can you deny that 
you are my promised wife ? Can you deny that it has only been at your 
earnest request that I have kept the engagement secret so long ? ” He was 
unwise — Cynthia stopped, and turned at bay. 

“ Since you will have it out, since I must Bpeak here, I own that what 
you say is literally true ; that when I was a neglected girl of sixteen, you 
— whom I believed to be a friend, lent me money at my need, and made 
me give you a promise of marriage.” 

“ Made you ! ” said he, laying an emphasis on the first word. 

Cynthia turned scarlet. 11 Made is not the right word, I confess. 
I liked you then — you were almost my only friend — and, if it had 
been a question of immediate marriage, I dare say I should never have 
objected. But I know you better now ; and you have persecuted me 
so of late, that I tell you once for all (as I have told you before, till 
1 am sick of the very words), that nothing shall ever make me marry 
you. Nothing. I see there’s no chance of escaping exposure and, I 
dare say, losing my character, and I know losing all the few friends 
I have.” 

“ Never me,” said Molly, touched by the wailing tone of despair that 
Cynthia was falling into. 

“ It is hard,” said Mr. Preston. 44 You may believe all the bad things 
you like about me, Cynthia, but I don’t think yotl can doubt my real, 
passionate disinterested love for you.” 

44 1 do doubt it,” said Cynthia, breaking out with fresh energy. 44 Ah 1 
when I think of the self-denying affection I have seen — I have known- 
affection that thought of Qthers before itself ” 

Mr. Preston broke in at the pause she made: She was afraid of 
revealing too much to him. 

44 You do not call it love which has been willing to wait for years— to 
be silent while silence was desired— to suffer jealousy and to bear neglect, 
relying on the solemn promise of a girl of sixteen— for solemn say flimsy, 
when that girl gro*f older. Cynthia, I have loved you, end I do love 
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you, and I can’t give you up. If you will but keep your word, and 
marry me, I’ll swear I’ll make you love me in return.” 

“ Oh, I wish — I wiqh I’d never borrowed that unlucky money, it was 
the beginning of it all. Oh, Molly, I have saved and scrimped to repay 
it, and he won’t take it now; I thought if I could but repay it, it would 
set me free.” 

“ You seem to imply you sold yourself for twenty pounds,” he said. 
They were nearly on the common now, close to the protection of the 
cottages, in very hearing of their inmates ; if nci ther of the other two 
thought of this Molly did, and resolved in her mind to call in at one of 
them, and ask for the labourer’s protection home ; at any rate his presence 
must put a stop to this miserable altercation. 

“ I did not sell myself ; I liked you then. But oh, how I do hate 
you now ! ” cried Cynthia, unable to contain her words. 

lie bowed and turned back, vanishing rapidly down the field stair- 
case. At any rate that was a relief. Yet the two girls hastened on, as 
if he was still pursuing them. Once, when Molly said something to 
Cynthia, the latter replied — 

“Molly, if you pity me — if you love me — don’t say anything more 
just now. We shall have to look as if nothing had happened when we 
get home. Come to my room when we go upstairs to bed, and I will tell 
you all. I know you will blame me terribly, but I will tell you all.” 

So Molly did not pay another word till they reached home ; and then, 
comparatively at ease, inasmuch as no one perceived how late was their 
return to the house, each of the girls went up into tlieir separate rooms, to 
rest and calm themselves before dressing for the necessary family gathering 
at dinner. Molly felt as if she were so miserably shaken that she could not 
have gone down at all, if her own interests only were at stake. She sate 
by lier diessing-table, bolding her head in her hands, her candles un- 
lighted, and the room in soft diukness, trying to still her beating heart, 
and to recall all she had heard, and what would be its bearing on the lives 
of those whom she loved. Roger. Oh, Roger ! — far away in mysterious 
darkness of distance — loving as he did (ah, that was love ! That was the 
love to which Cynthia had referred, as worthy of the name !) and the 
object of his love claimed by another — false to one she must be ! How 
could it be ? What would he think and feel if ever he came to know it ? 
It was of no use trying* tb imagine his pain — that conld do no good. 
What lay before Molly was, to try and extricate Cynthia, if ahe could 
help her by thought, or advice, or action ; not to weaken herself by letting 
her fancy run into pictures of possible, probable suffering. 

When she went into the drawing-room before dinner, she found 
Cynthia and her mother t6te-k-t£te. There were candles in the room, but 
they were not lighted, for the wood-fire blazed merrily and fitfully, and 
they were awaiting Mr. Gibson’s return, which might be expected at any 
minute. Cynthia sate in the shade, so it was on!yby*her sensitive ear 
that Molly could judge of her state of composure. Gibson was 
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telling some of her. tiny's adventures — whom she had found nt home in 
the calls she had been making; who had been out; and the small pieces 
of news she had heard. To Molly’s quick sympathy Cynthia’s voice 
sounded languid and weary, but she made all the proper replies, and 
expressed the proper interest at the light places, and Molly came to the 
rescue, chiming in, with an cfloit, it is true; but Airs. Gibson was not 
one to notice slight shades or differences in manner. When Mr. Gibson 
returned, the relative positions ot ihe parties were altered. It was Cynthia 
now who raised herself into liveliness, paitly from a consciousness that 
he would have noticed any depiession, and partly because, fioni her 
cradle to lier grave, Cynthia was one of those natural coquettes, who 
instinctively bring out all their prettiest airs and giaces in order to stand 
well with any man, young or old, who may happen to bo present. She 
listened to his remarks and stories with all the sweet intentness of happier 
days, till Molly, silent and wondering, could hardly believe that the 
Cynthia before her was the same girl as she who was sobbing and crying 
as jf her heart would break but two hours before. It is true she looked pale 
and heavy-c)od, but that was the only sign she gave of her past trouble, 
which yet must be a present care, thought Molly. After dinner, Mr. Gibson 
wont out to his town patients ; Mrs. Gibson subsided into her arm-chair, 
holding a sheet of The Times before her, behind which she took a quiet 
and huly-likc doze. Cynthia had a book in one hand, with the other 
she shaded her eyes from the light. Molly alone coidd neither read, nor 
sleep, nor work. She sate in the seat in the bow-window; tlie blind was 
not drawn down, for tlicie was no danger of their being overlooked. 
She gazed into the toft outer darkness, and found herself striving to 
discern the outlines of objects — the cottage at the end of the garden — the 
gieat hvccli-tice with the scat round it — the wire arches, up which the 
summer roses had clambered ; each came out fuint and dim against the 
dusky velvet of the atmosphere. Presently tea came, and there was the 
usual nightly buBtle. The tabic was cleared, Mrs. Gibson roused herself, 
and made the same remark about dear papa that she had done at the 
same hour for weeks past. Cynthia too did not look different to usual. 
And yet what a hidden mystery did her calmness hide, thought Molly. 
At length came bed-time, and the accustomnry little speeches. Both 
Molly and Cynthia went to their own rooms without exchanging a word. 
When Molly was in hers she had forgotten if she Was to go to Cynthia, 
or Cynthia to come to her. She took off her gown and put on her 
dressing-gown, and stood and waited, and even sat cfcwn for a minute or 
two ; but Cynthia did not come, so Molly went and knocked at the 
opposite door, which, to her surprise, 6he found shut. When she entered 
the room Cynthia sate by her dressing-table, just as she came up from the 
drawing-room. She had been leaning her head on her arms, and seemed 
almost to have forgotten the*tryst she had made with Molly, for she looked 
up as if 6tortlcd, and .her face did seem full of worry and distress ; in her 
solitude she made no raor* exertion, but gave way to thoughts of care. 
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CHAPTER XLIil 
Cynthia’s Confession. 

14 You said I might come,” said Molly, 11 and that you would tell me all.” 

11 You know all, I think,” said Cynthia heavily. 44 Perhaps you don’t 
know what excuses I have, hut at any rate you know what a 6crapc 
I am in.” 

“ I’ve been thinking a great deal,” said Molly timidly and doubtfully. 
44 And I can’t help fancying if you told papa ” 

Before she could go on, Cynthia had stood up. 

44 No ! ” said she. 14 That I won’t. Unless Pm to leave here at once. 
And you know I have not another place to go to — -without warning I 
mean. I dare say my uncle would take me in, he's a relation, and would 
be bound to stand by me in whatever disgrace I might be ; or perhaps I 
might get a governess’s situation ; a pretty governess I should be I ” 

41 Pray, please, Cynthia, don’t go off into such wild talking. I don’t 
believe you’ve done so very wrong. You say you have not, and I believe 
you. That horrid man has managed to get you involved in some way ; 
but I’m sure papa could set it to rights, if you would only make a friend 
of him and tell him all ” 

44 No, Molly,” said Cynthia, 44 I can’t, and there’s an end of it. You 
may if you like, only let me leave the house first; give me that much 
time.” 

44 You know I would never tell anything you wished me not to tell, 
Cynthia,” said Molly, deeply hurt. 

44 Would you not, darling ? ” said Cynthia, taking her hand. 44 Will 
you promise me that ? quite a sacred promise ? — for it would be such a 
comfort to me to tell you all, now you know so much.” 

44 Yes 1 I’ll promise not to tell. You should not have doubted me,” 
£aid Molly, still a little sorrowfully. 

44 Very well. I trust to you. I know 1 may.” 

44 But do think of telling papa, and getting him to help you,” per- 
severed Molly. 

11 Never,” said Cynthia resolutely, but more quietly than before. 11 Do 
you think I fb#get what he Said at the time of that wretched Mr. Coxe ; 
how severe he was, and how long I was in disgrace, if indeed I’m out of 
it now ? I am one of thajp people, as mamma says sometimes — I cannot 
live with persons who don^t think well of me. It may be a weakness, or 
a sin, I am sure I don’t know and I don’t care ; but I really cannot be 
happy in the same house with any one who knows my faults, and thinks 
that they are greater than my merits. Now you Jcnow your father would 
do that I have often told you that he (and you too, Molly,) had a higher 
standard than I had ever known. Oh, I could not bear it — if he were to 
know he would be bo angry with me — he would never get over it, and I 
have so liked him ! I do so like him.” 
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11 Woll, never miiicl, dear ; lie shall not know,” said Molly, for Cynthia 
was again becoming hysterical, — “ at least we’ll say no more about it now.” 

“ And you’ll never say any more —never — promise me,” said Cynthia, 
taking her hand eagerly. 

“ Never till you give me leave. Now do let me see if I cannot help 
you. Lie down on the bed, and I will sit by you, and let us talk it over.” 

But Cynthia sate down again in the chair by the dressing-table. 

“ When did it all begin ? ” said Molly, after a long pause of silence. 

11 Long ago — four or five years. I was such a child to be left all to 
myself. It was the holidays, and mamma was away visiting, and the 
Donaldsons asked me to go with them to the Worcester Festival. You 
can’t fancy how pleasant it all sounded, especially to me. I had been 
shut up in that great di “ary house at Ashcombe, where mamma had her 
school; it belonged to Lord Cumnor, and Mr. Preston as his agent had 
to see it all painted and papered; but bc&ides that he was very intimate 
w ith us : I believe mamma thought — no, I’m not sure about that, and I 
have enough blame to lay at her door, to prevent my telling you anything 
that may be only fancy ” 

Then she paused, and sate still for a minute or two, recalling the past. 
Molly was Btruck by the aged and careworn expression which had taken 
temporary hold of the brilliant and beautiful face ; she could see from that 
how much Cynthia must have suffered from this hidden trouble of hers. 

“ Well 1 at any rate we were intimate with him, and he came a great 
deal about the house, and knew os much as any one of mamma’s affairs, 
nxd all the ins and outs of her life. I’m telling you that in order that 
you may understand how natural it was for me to answer liis questions 
when he came one day and found me, not crying, for you knoV I’m not 
much given to that, in spite of to-day’s exposure of myself; but fretting 
and fuming because, though mamma had written word I might go with 
the Donaldsons, she had never said how I was to get any money for the 
journey, much less for anything of dress, and I had outgrown all my lost 
year’s frocks, and as for gloves and boots — in short, I really had hardly 
clothes decent enough for church ” 

“ Why did not you write to her and tell her all this ? ” said Molly, 
half aft-aid of appearing to cast blame by her very natural question. 

** I wish I had her letter to show you ; you must ha™ seen some of 
mamma’s letters, though ; don’t you know how she always seems to leave 
out just the important point of every fact ? ip this case she descanted 
largely on the enjoyment she was having, and the kindness she was 
receiving, and her wish that I could have been with her, and her gladness 
that I too was going to have some pleasure, but the only thing that would 
have been of real use to the she left out, and that was where she was going 
to next. She mentioned that she was leaving the house she was stopping at 
the day after she wrote, and that she should be at home by a certain date; 
hut I got the letter on a Saturday, and the festival began on the next 
Tuesday ” 



276 


WIVES AND DAUGHTERS. 


“ Poor Cyntliia ! ” said Molly. “ Still, if you had written, your letter 
might have been fonraided. I don’t mean to be hard, only I do bo 
dislike the thought of your ever having made a friend of that man.’* 

“Ah!” said Cynthia, sighing. “IIow easy it is to judge rightly 
after one sees what evil comes from judging 'wrongly: I was only n 
young girl, hardly more than a child, and he was a friend to us then ; 
excepting mamma, the only friend I knew ; the Donald-ons were only 
kind and good-natured acquaintances.” 

11 1 am sorry,” said Molly humbly, u I have been so happy with papa. 
I hardly can understand how different it must have been with you.” 

“ Different I I should think so. The worry about money made me 
sick of my life. We might not say we were poor, it would have injured 
the school, but I would have stinted and Btarvcd if mamma and 1 had got 
on as happily together as wo might have done — as you and Mr. Gibson 
db. It was not the poverty ; it was that she never seemed to care to 
have tne with her. As soon as the holida} s came round, she was off to 
some great house or another, and I dare say I was at a very awkward 
age to have me lounging about in the drawing-room when callers came. 
Girls at the age I was then are so terribly keen at scenting out motives, 
and putting in their awkward questions as to the little twistings and 
twirlings and vaniahings of conversation ; they’ve no distinct notion of 
what are the truths and falsehoods of polite life. At any rate I was very 
much in mamma’s way, and I fidfc it. Mr. Preston seemed to feci it too for 
me ; and I was very grateful to 1 im for kind words and sympathetic 
looks — crumbs of kindness which would have dropped under your table 
unnoticed. So this day, when he came to see how the woikmen were 
getting on, he found me in the deserted schoolroom, looking at my faded 
summer bonnet and Bomfe old ribbons‘l had been sponging out, and half- 
wom-otit gloves — a sort of rng-fuir spread out on the deal tabic. I was 
in ft regular passion with only looking at that shabbincss. He said he was 
so glad to hear I was going to this festival with the Donaldsons; old Betty, 
our servant, had told him the news, I believe. But I was so perplexed 
about money, and my vanity was so put out about my shabby dress, that 
I was in a pet, and said I should not go. lie sate down on the table, and 
little by little lie made me toll him all my troubles. I do sometimes 
think he was veiy nice in those daj*s. Somehow I never felt as if it was 
wrong or foolish or anything to accept Ins offer of money at the time, 
lie had twenty pounds in his pocket, he said, and really did not know 
what to do with it, should not want it for months ; I could repay it, or 
rather mamma could, when it suited her. She must have known 1 should 
want money, and most likely thought I should apply to him. Twenty 
pounds would not be too much, I must take it all, and so on. I knew, at 
least I thought I knew, that I should never spend twenty pounds ; but I 
thought I could give him back what I did not want, and so— well, that 
was the beginning ! It does not sound so very wrong, does it, Molly ? ” 

1 “ No,” said Molly, hesitatingly. She did not wish to make herself 
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into a Lard judge,, and yet she did so dislike Mr. Preston. Cynthii 
went on, — 

“ Well, what with boots and gloves, and a bonnet and a mantle, ana 
a white muslin gown, which was made for me before I left on the Tuesday, 
and a silk gown that followed to the Donaldsons’, and my journeys, and all. 
there was very little left of the twenty pounds, especially when I found 
I must get a ball-dress in Worcester, for we were all to go to the Ball. 
Mrs. Donaldson gave me my ticket, but she rather looked grave at my 
idea of going to the Ball in my white muslin, which I had already worn 
two evenings at their house. Oh dear 1 how pleasant it must be to be 
rich 1 You know,” continued Cynthia, smiling a very little, “I can’t 
help being aware that 1 am pretty, and that people admire me very much. 

I found it out first at the Donaldsons’. I began to think I did look pretty 
in my line new clothes, and I saw that other people thought so too. I 
was certainly the belle o 1 the house, and it was very pleasant to feel my 
power. The last day or two of that gay week Mr. Pre.ston joined our 
party. The last time he had seen me was when I was dressed in shabby 
clothes too small for me, half-crying in my solitude, neglected and 
penniless. At the Donaldsons’ I was a little queen ; and as I said, fine 
feathers make fine birds, all the people were making much of me ; and 
at that ball, which was the first night he came, 1 had more partners'- than 
I knew what to do with. 1 suppose he i cully did fall in love with, mo 
then. I don’t think he had done so before. And then I began to feel how 
awkwaid it was to be in his debt. I could not give myself airs to him as 
I did to cthc*rs. Oh ! it was so awkward and uncomfortable ! But I liked 
him, and felt him as a friend all the time. The last day I was walking in 
the garden along with the others, and I thought I could tell him how 
much I had enjoyed myself, and li )W happy I had been, all thanks to his 
twenty pounds (I was beginning to feel like Cinderella when the clock 
was striking twelve), and to tell him it should be repaid to him at soon as 
possible, though I turned sick at the thought of telling mamma, and kn ew 
enough of our affairs to understand how very difficult it would be to 
muster up the money. The end of our talk came very soon, for almost to 
my terror he began to talk violent love to mat &nd to beg me to promise 
to marry him. I was bo frightened, that I ran away to the others. But 
that night I got a letter from him, apologizing for startling me, renewing 
his offer, his entreaties for a promise of marriage, to be fulfilled at any 
date I would please to name — in fact a most urgent love-letter, and in it 
a reference to my unlucky debt, which was to be a debt no longer, only 

an advance of the money to be hereafter mine if only You can 

fancy it all, Molly, better than I can remember it to tell it you.” 

“ And what did you say ? ” asked Molly, breathless. 

“ I did not answer it at all until another letter came, entr o ^ ng f or a> 
reply. By that time mamma had come home, and the old daily pressure and 
plaint of poverty had come on. Mary Donaldson wrote to me often, singing 
the praises of Mr. Preston as enthusiastically as if she had been bribed -to 
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do it. I had seen him a very popular man in their set, and I liked him well 
enough, and felt grateful to him. So I wrote and gave him my promise 
to marry him when I was twenty, but it was to be a secret till then. 
And I tried to forget I had ever borrowed money of him, but somehow as 
soon as I felt pledged to him I began to hate him. I could not endure 
S his eagerness of greeting if ever he found me alone ; and mamma began to 
suspect, I think. I cannot tell you nil the ins and outs, in fact I did not 
understand them at the time, and I don’t remember clearly how it all 
happened now. But I know that Lady Cuxliaven sent mamma some money 
to be applied to my education as she called it, and mamma seemed very 
much put out and in very low spirits, and she and I did not get on at all 
together. So of course I never ventured to name the hateful twenty 
pounds to her, but went on trying to think that if I was to marry 
Mr. Preston, it need never be paid — very mean and wicked I dare Bay, 
but oh, Molly, I’ve been punished for it, for now I abhor that man.” 

u But why ? When did you begin to dislike him ? You seem to have 
taken it very passively all this time.” 

u I don’t know. It was growing upon me before I went to that school 
at Boulogne. He made me feel as if I was in his power ; and by too often 
reminding me of my engagement to him, he made me critical of his words 
and waysr There was an insolence in his manner to mamma, too. Ah 1 
you’re thinking that I’m not too respectful a daughter — and perhaps not ; 
but I could not bear his covert sneers at her faults, and I hated his way 
of showing what lie 00116(1 his 1 love ’ for me. Then, after I liad been a 
semestre at Mdme. le Febvre’s, a new English girl came — a cousin of his, 
who knew but little of me. Now, Molly, you must forget as soon as I 
have told you what I am going to say — and she used to talk so much and 
perpetually about her cousin Robert — he Mfas the great man of the family, 
evidently — and how he was so handsome, and every lady of the land in love 
with him, — a lady of title into the bargain.” 

“ Lady Harriet I I dare say,” said Molly, indignantly. 

" I don’t know,” said Cynthia, wearily. “ I didn’t care at the time, 
and I don’t care now j for she went on to say there wap a very pretty 
widow too, who made desperate love to him. He had often laughed 
with them at all her little advances, -which she thought he did not see 
through. And, oh 1 and this Was the man I had promised to marry, 
and gone into debt to, and written love-letters to. So now you under- 
stand it all, Molly.” 

“ No, I don’t yet. What did you do on hearing how he had spoken 
about your mother ? ” 

“ There was but one thing to do. I wrote and told him I hated him, 
and would never, never marry him, and would pay him back his money 
and the interest of it as soon as ever I could.” 

“ Well?” 

" And Mdme. le Febvre brought me back my letter, unopened, I will 
say ; and told me that she did not allow letters to gentlemen to be sent 
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by the pupils of her establishment unless she had previously seen their 
contents. I told her he was a family friend, the agent who managed 
mamma's affairs — I really could not stick at the truth ; but Bhe would not 
let it go ; and I had to see her burn it, and to give her my promise I 
would not write again- before alie would consent not to tell mamma. So 
I had to calm down, and wait till I came home.” 

“ But you did not see him then ; at least, not for some time." 

“ No, but I could write ; and I began to try and save up my money 
to pay him." 

“ What did he say to your letter ? " 

“ Oh, at first he pretended not to believe I could be in earnest ; he 
thought it was only pique, or a temporary offence to be apologized for and 
covered over with passionate protestations." 

“ And afterwards ? " 

“ He condescended to threats ; and, what is worse, then I turnod 
coward. I could not bear to have it all known and talked about, and my 
silly letters shown — oh, such letters — I cannot bear to think of them, 
beginning, * My dearest Robert,' to that man ” 

“ But, oh, Cynthia, how could you go and engage yourself to Roger ? " 
asked Molly. 

“ Why not?” said Cynthia, sharply turning round upon her. Mt I was 
free — I am free ; it seemed a way of assuring myself that I was quite 
free ; and I did like Roger — it was such a comfort to be brought into 
contact with people who could be relied upon ; and I was not a stock or a 
stone that I could fail to be touched with his tender, unselfish love, so 
different to Mr. Preston’s. I know you don’t think me good enough for 
him ; and, of course, if all this comes out, he won’t think me good enough 
either'* (falling into a plaintive tone very touching to hear) ; “ and some- 
times I think I will give him up, and go off to some fresh life amongst 
strangers ; and once or twice I have thought I would marry Mr. Preston 
out of pure revenge, and have him for ever in my power-— only I think I 
should have the worst of it ; for he is cruel in his very soul — tigerish, with 
his beautiful striped skin and relentless heart. I have so begged and 
begged him to it t me go without exposure." 

“ Never mind the exposure," said Molly. “ It will recoil far more on 
him than harm you." 

Cynthia went a little paler. “ But I said things in those letters about 
mamma. I was quick-eyed enough to all her faults, and hardly under- 
stood the force of her temptations j and he says he will show those letters 
to your father, unless I consent to acknowledge our engagement." 

“He shall not I" said Molly, rising up in her indignation, and stand- 
ing before Cynthia almost as resolutely fierce as if she were in the very 
presence of Mr. Preston himself. “ I am not afraid of him. He dare not 
insult me, or if he does, I do not care. I will ask him for those letters, 
and see if he will dare to refuse me." 

“You don't know him," said Cynthia, shaking her head. ~“He has 
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made many an appointment with me, just as if he would take back the 
money — which has been sealed up ready for him this four months ; or as 
if he would give me back my letters. Poor, poor Roger 1 How little he 
ihinka of all this. When I want to write words of love to him I pull 
myself up, for I have written words as affectionate to that other man. 
And if Mr. Preston ever guessed that Roger and I were engaged he would 
manage to be revenged on both him and me by giving us os much pain as 
he could with those unlucky letters — written when I was not sixteen, 
Molly,— only seven of them ! They are like a mine under my feet, which 
may blow up any day ; and dow n will come father and mother and all.” 
She ended bitterly enough, though her words were so light. 

44 How can I get them ? ” said Molly, thinking : “ for get them I will. 
’With papa to back me, lie dare not refuse.” 

“Ah! But that’s just the thing. He knows Pm afraid of your 
father’s hearing of it all, more than of any one else.” 

And yet he thinks he loves you ! ” 

44 It is his tvay of loving. He says often enough he does npt care what 
he does so that he gets me to be his wife ; and that after that he is sure he 
can make me love him.” Cynthia began to cry, out of weariness of body 
and despair of mind. Molly’s arms were round her in a minute, and she 
pressed the beautiful head to her bosom, and laid her own cheek upon it, 
and hushed her up with lulling wordB, just as if Cynthia were a little child. 

41 Oh, it is such a comfoit to have told you all !” murmured she. 
And Molly made reply, — 44 1 am sure we liavo right on our side ; and that 
makes me certain he must and shall give up the letters.” 

44 And take the money ? ” added Cybtliia, lifting her head, and looking 
eagerly into Molly’B face. He must take the money. Oh, Molly, you 
can never manage it all without its coming out to your father I And I 
would far vather go out to Russia as a governess. I almost think I would 
rather — no, not that,” said she, shuddering away from what she was going 
to say. 44 But he must not know — please, Molly, he must hot know. I 
could not bear it. I don’f know what I might not de. You’ll promise 
me never to tell him, or mamma ? ” 

44 1 never will. You do not think I would foi* anything Bhort of 

saving ■” *6hc was going ‘to have said, 44 saving you and Epger from 

pain.” But Cynthia broke in, — 

44 For nothing. No reason Whatever must make you tell your father. 
If you fail, you fail, and I will love you for ever for trying ; but I shall 
be no worse than before. Better, indeed ; for I shall have the comfort of 
your sympathy. But promise me not to tell Mr. Gibson.” 

44 1 have promised once,” said Molly, 44 but I promise again ; ao now 
do go to bed, and try and rest. You are looking oa white as a sheet ; 
you’ll be ill if you don’t get some rest ; and it’s past two o'clpck, and 
you’re shivering with cold.” 

So they wished each other good-night. But when Molly got into 
her room all her spirit left her ; and she threw herself down on her bed, 
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dressed as she was, for she bad no heart left for anything. If Roger over 
heard of it all by any chance, she felt how it would disturb his love for 
Cynthia. And yef was it right to conceal it from him ? She must try 
and persuade Cynthia to tell it all straight out to him as soon as he 
returned to England. A full confession on her part would wonderfully 
lessen any pain he might have on first hearing of it. She lost herself in 
thoughts of Roger — how he would feel, what he would say, how that 
meeting would come to pass, where he was at that very time, and so on, 
till she suddenly plucked herself up, and recollected what she herself had 
offered and promised to do. Now that the first furore was over, she saw 
the difficulties clearly ; and the foi emost of all was how she was to manage 
to have a t6te-&-tete with Mr. Preston ? How had Cynthia managed ? 
and the letters that had passed between them too ? Unwillingly, Molly 
was compelled to perceive that there must have been a great deal of 
underhand woik going on beneath Cynthia f s apparent openness of beha- 
viour ; and still more unwillingly Bhe began to bo afraid that she herself 
uould be led into the practice. But she would try and walk in a straight 
path ; and if she did wander out of it, it should only be to save pain to 
those whom Bhe loved. 


CHAPTER XLIV. 

Molly Gibson to the Rescue. 

It seemed curious enough, after the storms of the night, to meet in smooth 
tranquillity at breakfast. Cynthia was pole ; but sbe talked as quietly as 
usual about all manner of indifferent things, while Molly sate silent, watch- 
ing and wondering, and becoming eonvinced that Cynthia must have gone 
through a long experience of concealing her real thoughts and secret troubles 
before she could have been able to put on such a semblance of composure. 
Among the letters that came in that morning was one from the London 
Kirkpatricks ; but not from Helen, Cynthia's own particular correspondent. 
Her sister wrote to- apologize for Helen, who was not well, she said : had 
had the influenza, which had left her very weak and poorly. 

“ Let her come down here for change of air,” said Mr. Gibson. “ The 
country at this time of the year is better than London, excepting when the 
plaoe is surrounded by trees. Now our house is well drained, high up, 
gravel sail, and 1*11 undertake to doctor her for nothing.” 

44 fib would be charming,” said Mrs. Gibson, rapidly revolving in her 
mind the changes necessary in her household economy before receiving a 
young lady accustomed to such a household as Mr. Kirkpatrick’s, and 
calculating the consequent inconveniences in her own mind, weighing 
them againtt the probable advantages even while she spoke. 

14 Should not you like it, Cynthia ? and Molly too. Ton too, dear, 
would beoome acquainted with one of the girls, and I have no doubt you 
would be asked back again, which would be so very nice ! ” 
vol. xn. — no. 69, 
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M And I should not let her go/* said Mr. Gibson, who had acquired an 
unfortunate facility of reading his wife’s thoughts. 

44 Dear Helen 1” went on Mrs. Gibson, 44 I should so like to nurse her, 
ire would make your consulting-room into her own private sitting-room, 
my dear.” — (It is hardly necessary to say that the scales had been weighed 
down by the inconveniences of having a person behind the scenes for 
several weeks). 44 For with an invalid so much depends on tranquillity. 
In the drawing-room, for instance, she might constantly be disturbed by 
callers; and the dining-room is so— so what shall I call it? so dinnery,— 
the smell of meat never Beems to leave it $ it would have been different if 
dear papa had allowed me to throw out that window ” 

41 Why can't she have the dressing-room for her bed-room, and the 
little room opening out of the drawing-room for her sitting-room?” asked 
Mr. Gibson. 

41 The library,” for by this name Mrs. Gibson chose to dignify what 
had formerly been called the book-closet — 41 why, it would hardly hold a 
sofe, besides the books and the writing-table, and there are draughts 
everywhere. No, my dear, we had better not ask her at all, her own 
home is comfortable at any rate ! ” 

44 Well, well I ” said Mr. Gibson, seeing that he was to be worsted, 
and not caring enough about the matter to show fight. (< Perhaps you arc 
right. It's a case of luxury versus fresh air. Some people Buffer more 
from the want of one than from want of the other. You know I shall be 
glad to see her if she likes to come, and take us as we are, but I can’t 
give up the consulting-room. It’s a necessity and daily bread 1 ” 

44 I’ll write and tell them how kind Mr. Gibson is,” said his wife in 
high contentment, as her husband left the room. 44 They’ll be just as 
much obliged to him as if she had come 1 ” 

Whether it was Helen’s illness, or from some other cause, after break- 
fast Cynthia became very flat and absent, and this lasted all day long ; 
Molly understood now why her moods had been so changeable for many 
months, and was tender and forbearing with her accordingly. Towards 
evening when the two girls were left alone, Cynthia came aad stood over 
Molly, so that her face could not be seen. 

41 Molly,” said she, 41 will you do it ? Will you do what you said last 
night? I have been thinking of it all day, and sometimes I believe 
he would give you back the letters if you asked him ; he might fancy — at 
any rate it’s worth trying, if you don't very much dislike it.” 

Now it BoJiappened that with every thought Bhe had given to it, Molly 
disliked the idea of the proposed interview with Mr. Preston more and 
more ; but it was after all her own offer, and she neither could nor would 
draw back from it; it might do good; she did not see how it ooqld 
possibly do harm. So she gave her consent, and tried to coftoealvher 
distaste, which grew upon her more and more as Cynthia hastily arranged 
the details. 

M You ahaQ meet him in the avenue leading from the park lodge up to 
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the Towers. He can oome in one way, from the Towers, where he has 
cften business — he has pass-keys everywhere — you cah go in as we have 
often done by the lodge — you need not go far.” 

It did strike Molly that Cynthia muBt have had some experience in 
making all these arrangements ; and she did venture to ask how he was 
to be informed of all this ? Cynthia only reddened, and replied, “ Oh ! 
never mind 1 He will only be too glad to eome ; you heard him say he 
wished to discuss the affair more ; it is the first time the appointment has 
come from my side. If I can but once be free — oh, Molly, I will love 
you, and be grateful to you all my life ! ” 

Molly thought of Roger, and that thought prompted her next speech. 

44 It must be horrible — I think I’m very brave — but I don't think I 
could have — could have accepted even Roger, with a half- cancelled en- 
gagement hanging over me." She blushed as she spoke. 

11 You forget how I detest Mr. Preston 1 ” said Cynthia. 44 It was 
that, more than any excess of love for Roger, that made me thankful to 
be at least as securely pledged to some one else. He did not want to call 
it an engagement, but I did ; because it gave me the feeling of assurance 
that I was free from Mr. Preston. And so I am 1 all but these letters. Oh ! 
if you can but make him take back his abominable money, and get me 
my letters. Then we would bury it all in oblivion, and he could marry 
somebody else, and I would marry Roger, and no one would be the wiser. 
After all it was only what people call 4 youthful folly.' And you may 
tell Mr. Preston that as soon as he makes my letters public, shows them 
to your father or anything, I’ll go away from Hollingford, and never come 
back ” 

Loaded with many such messages, which she felt that she should 
never deliver, not really knowing what she should say, hating the errand, 
not satisfied with Cynthia’s manner of speaking about her relations to 
Roger, oppressed with shame and complicity in conduct which appeared 
to her deceitful, yet willing to bear all and brave all, if she could once set 
Cynthia in a straight path — in a clear space, and almost more pitiful to 
her friend's great distress and possible disgrace, than able to give her 
that love winch involves perfect sympathy, Molly set out on her walk? 
towards the appointed place. It was a cloudy blustering day, and the 
noise of the blowing wind among the nearly leafless branches of the great 
trees filled her ears, as she passed through the park-gates and entered 
the avenue. She walked quickly, instinctively wishing to get her blood 
up, and have no time for thonght. But there was a bend in the aventie 
about a quarter of a mile from the lodge ; after that bend it was a straight 
line up |o the great house, now emptied of its inhabitants. Molly did 
not like going quite out of sight of the lodge, and die stood facing it, 
dose by the trunk of one of the trees. Presently she heard a step 
on the grass. It was Mr. Preston. He saw a woman’s figure, half-behmd 
the trunk of a tree, and made no doubt that it was Cynthia. But when he 
dune nearer, almost dose, the figure turned round, and, instead of the 
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brilliantly coloured face of Cynthia, he met the pale resolved look of 
Molly. She did not speak to greet him, but though he felt sure from 
the general aspect of pallor and timidity that she was afraid of him, her 
steady grey eyes met his with courageous innocence. 

“ Is Cynthia unable to come ? ” asked he, perceiving that she expected 
him. 

“ I did not know you thought that you should meet her,** said Molly, 
a little surprised. In her simplicity she had believed that Cynthia had 
named that it was she, Molly Gibson, who would meet Mr. Preston at 
a given time and place; but Cynthia had been too worldly-wise for that, 
and had decoyed him thither by a vaguely worded note, which, while 
avoiding actual falsehood, had led him to believe that Bhe herself would 
give him the meeting. 

u She said she should be here,** said Mr. Preston, extremely annoyed 
at being entrapped as he now felt that he had been, into an interview 
with MiBS Gibson. Molly hesitated a little before she spoke. Ho was 
determined not to break the silence ; as she had intruded herself into the 
affair, she should find her situation as awkward as possible. 

“ At any rate she sent me here to meet you,” said Molly. 11 She lias 
told me exactly how matters stand between you and her.** 

“ Has she ? ** sneered he. “ She is not always the most open or reliable 
person in the world I ’* 

Molly reddened. She perceived the impertinence of the tone; and 
her temper was none of the coolest. But Bhe mastered herself and gained 
courage by so doing. 

“ You should not speak so of the person you profess to wish to have 
for your wife. But putting all that aside, you have some letters of hers 
that she wishes to have back again.” 

« I dare say.’* 

“ And that you have no right to keep.” 

u No legal, or no moral right ? which do you mean ? ** 

“ I do not know ; simply you have no right at all, as a gentleman, to 
keep a girl’s letters when Bhe asks for them back again, much less to hold 
them over her as a threat.” 

“ I see you do know all, Miss Gibson,” said he, changing his manner 
to one of more respect. “At least she has told you her story from her 
point of view, her side ; now you must hear mine. She promised me as 
solemnly as ever woman—’* 

“ She was mot a woman, she was only a girl, barely sixteen.” 

“ Old enough to know what she was doing ; but I’ll call her a girl if you 
like. She promised me solemnly to be my wife, making the one stipulation 
of secrecy, and a certain period of waiting; she wrote me letters repeating 
this promise, and confidential enough to prove that she con^dere^herself 
hound to me by such an implied relation. I don't give in to fcujpfaug-- 
I don't set myself up as a saint — and in most ways I can look after my 
own interests pretty keenly; you know enough of her position as a 
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penniless girl, and at that time, with no influential connections to take 
the plaee of wealth, and help me on in the world, it was as sincere and 
unworldly a passion as erer man felt ; she must say so herself. I might 
have married two or .three girls with plenty of money; one of them was 
handsome enough, and' not at all reluctant." 

Molly interrupted him ; she was chafed at the conceit of his manner. 
“ I beg your pardon, but I do not want to hear accounts of young ladieB 
whom you might have married ; I come here Bimply on behalf of Cynthia, 
who does not like you, and who does not wish to marry you." 

“ Well, then I must make her 4 like ’ me, as you call it. She did 4 like ' 
me once, and made promises which she will find it requires the consent of 
two people to break. I don’t despair of making her love me as much as 
ever she did, according to her letters, at least, when we are married." 

44 She will never marry you," said Molly, firmly. 

44 Then if she ever honours any one else with her preference, he shall 
be allowed the perusal of her letters to me." 

Molly almost could have laughed ; she was so secure and certain that 
Roger would never read letters offered to him under these circumstances ; 
but then she thought that he would feel such pain at the whole afiair, and 
at the contact with Mr. Preston, especially if he had not heard of it from 
Cynthia first, and if Bhe, Molly, could save him pain she would. Before 
she could settle what to say, Mr. Preston spoke again. 

“You said the other day that Cynthia was engaged. May I ask 
whom to ? ” 

“No," said Molly, 44 you may not. You heard her say it was not an 
engagement. It is not exactly ; and if it were a full engagement, do you 
think, after what you last said, I should tell you to whom? But 
you may be sure of this, he would never read a line of your letters. He 
is too— No ! I won’t speak of him before you. You could never 
understand him." 

44 It seemB to me that this mysterious 4 he’ is a very fortunate person 
to have such a warm defender in Miss Gibson, to whom he is not at all 
engaged," said Mr. Preston, with so disagreeable a look on his face that 
Molly suddenly found herself on the point of bursting into tears. But she 
rallied herself, and worked on — for Cynthia first, and for Roger as well. 

44 No honourable man or woman will read your letters, and if any 
people do read them, they will be so much ashamed of it that they won’t 
dare to speak of them. What use can they be of to you ? " 

44 They contain Cynthia’s reiterated promises of marriage," replied he. 

44 She says she would rather leave Hollingford for ever, and go out to 
earn her bread, than marry you.’' 

His fbcofell a little. He looked so bitterly mortified that Molly was 
almost sorry Air him. 

44 Does she say that to you in cold blood ? Do you know you are 
telling me very hard truths, Miss Gibson ? — if they are truths, that is to 
■ay," he continued, recovering himself a little. u Young, ladies am rmj 
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fond of the words 4 hate* and ‘detest.* I hare known many who have 
applied them to men whom they were all the time hoping to marry .** 

“I cannot tell about other people/’ said Molly, “I only know that 
Cynthia does—” Here she hesitated for a moment ; she felt lor his pain, 
and ao she hesitated ; but then she brought it out— “ does as nearly hate 
you as anybody like her ever does hate.” 

“Like her?” said he, repeating the words almost unconsciously, 
seising on anything to try and hide his mortification. 

“I mean, I should hate worse,” Baid Molly in a low voice. 

But he did not attend much to her answer. He was working the 
point of his stick into the turf, and his eyes were bent on it. 

“ So now would you mind sending her back the letters by me ? I do 
assure you that you cannot make her marry you.” 

“You are very simple, Miss Gibson," said he, suddenly lifting up his 
head. “ I suppose that you don’t know that there is any other feeling 
that can be gratified, excepting lore. Have you never heard of revenge ? 
Cynthia has cajoled me with promises, and little as you or Bhe may 
believe me — well, it’s of no use speaking of that. I don't mean to let 
her go unpunished. You may tell her that. I shall keep the letters, 
and make use of them as I see fit when the occasion arises.” 

Molly was miserably angry with herself for her mismanagement of the 
affair. She had hoped to succeed : she had only made matters worse. 
What new argument could she use ? Meanwhile he went on, lashing 
himself up as he thought how the two girls must have talked him over, 
bringing in wounded vanity to add to the rage of disappointed love. 

“ Mr. Osborne Hamley may hear of their contents, though he may 
be too honourable to read them. Nay, even your father may hear 
whispers ; and if I remember them rightly, Miss Cynthia Kirkpatrick 
does not always speak in the most respectful terms of the lady who is 
now Mrs. Gibson. There are ” 

“Stop,” said Molly. “I won’t hear anything out of these letters, 
written, when she was almost without friends, to you whom she looked upon 
as a friend ! But I have thought of what I will do next. I give you fair 
warning. If I had not been foolish I should have told my father, but Cynthia 
made me promise that I would not. So I will tell it all, from beginning 
to end, to Lady Harriet, and ask her to speak to her father. I feel sure that 
she will do it ; and I don’t think you will dare to refuse Lord Cumnor.” 

He felt at onoe that he should not dare ; that, clever land-agent as he 
was, and high up in the earl’s favour on that account, yet that the 
conduct of which he had been guilty about the letters, and the threats 
which he had held out about them, were just what no gentleman, no 
honourable man, no manly man, could put up with in any one about him. 
He knew that much, and he wandered how she, the giri before 

him, had been clever enough to find it out He forgot himself for an 
inatant in admiration of her. There she stood, frightened, yet brave, not 
letting go her hold on what ahe meant to do, even when things seemed 
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moat against her; and besides, there was something that struck him most 
of all perhaps, and which shows the kind of man he was — he perceived 
that Molly was as unconscious that he was a young man, and Bhe a young 
woman, as if she had been a pure angel of heaven. Though he felt that he 
would have to yield, .and give up the letters, he was not going to do it at 
once ; and while he was thinking what to say so as still to evade making 
any concession till he had had time to think over it, he, with his quick 
senses all about him, heard the trotting of a horse cranching quickly along 
over the gravel of the drive. A moment afterwards, Molly's perception 
overtook his. He could see the Btartled look overspread her face ; and in 
an instant she would have run away, but before the first nuh was made, 
Mr. Preston laid his hand firmly on her arm. 

“ Keep quiet. You must be seen. You, at any rate, have done 
nothing to be ashamed of." 

As he spoke Mr. Sheepshanks came round the bend of the road and 
was close upon them. Mr. Preston saw, if Molly did not, the sudden look 
of intelligence that dawned upon the shrewd ruddy face of the.old gentle- 
man — saw, but did not much heed. He went forwards and spoke to 
Mr. Sheepshanks, who made a halt right before them. 

“ Miss Gibson 1 your servant ! Rather a blustering day for a young 
lady to be out, and cold, I should say, for standing still too long ; eh, 
Preston ? " poking hiB whip at the latter in a knowing manner. 

“ Yes," said Mr. Preston ; “ and I'm afraid I have kept Miss Gibson 
too long standing.” 

Molly did not know what to say or do ; so she only bowed a silent 
farewell, and turned away to go home, feeling very heavy at heart at the 
non-success of her undertaking. For she did not know how she had 
conquered, in fact, although Mr. Preston might not as yet acknowledge it 
even to himself. Before she was out of hearing, she heard Mr.' Sheep- 
shanks say, — 

“Sorry to have disturbed your t6te-k-t6te, Preston,” but though 
she heard the words, their implied sense did not sink into her mind ; she 
was only feeling how she had gone out glorious and confident, and was 
coming back to Cynthia defeated. 

Cynthia was on the watch for her return, and, rushing downstairs, 
dragged Molly into the dining-room. 

“Well, Molly? Oh! I see you have not got them. After all, I 
never expected it." She sate down, as if she could get over her disap- 
pointment better in that position, and Molly stood like a guilty person 
before her. 

“I am so sony ; I did all I could ; we were interrupted at last -- 
Mr. Sheepshanks rode up.” 

“Provoking old maud Do you think you should have persuaded him 
to give up the letters' if you had had more time? ” 

“ I don't know. I wish Mr. Sheepshanks had not oome juat then 
I did not like his finding me standing talking to Mr. Preston.” 
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“ Oil ! I daresay lie would never think anything about it. What did 
ho — Mr. Preston— say ? ” 

44 He seemed to think you were fully engaged to him, and that these 
letters were the only proof he had. 1 think he loves you in his way." 

“ His way, indeed ! ” said Cynthia, scornfully. 

44 The more I think of it, the more I see it would be better for papa to 
speak to him. I did say I would tell it all to Lady Harriet, and get 
Lord Cumnor to make him give up the letters. But it would be very 
awkward.” 

“Very 1 ” said Cynthia, gloomily. “But he would see it was only 
a threat” 

“ But I will do it in a moment, if you like. I meant what I said ; 
only 1 feel that papa would manage it beBt of all, and more privately.” 

14 I’ll tell you what, Molly ; you’re bound by a promise, you know, 
and cannot tell Mr. Gibson without breaking your solemn word ; but it’s 
just this. I’ll leave Hollingford and never come back again, if ever your 
father hears of this affair ; there ! ” Cynthia stood up now, and began 
to fold up Molly’s shawl, in her nervous excitement. 

“ Oh, Cynthia — Roger ! ” was all that Molly said. 

“Yes, I know ! you need not remind me of him. But I’m not going 
to live in the house with any one who may be always casting up in his mind 
the things he hud heard against me — things — faults, perhaps — which 
sound so much worse than they really are. I was so happy when I first 
come here : you all liked me, and admired me, and thought well of me, 

and now Why, Molly, I can see the difference in you already. 

You carry your thoughts in your face — I have read them there these two 
days — you’ve been thinking, * How Cynthia must have deceived me ; 
keeping up a correspondence all this time — having half-engagements to 
two men.’ You’ve been more full of that than of pity for me as a girl 
who has always been obliged to manage for herself, without any friend 
to help her and protect her.” 

Molly was silent. There was a great deal of truth in what Cynthia 
was saying ; and yet a great deal of falsehood. For, through all this long 
forty-eight hours, Molly had loved Cynthia dearly ; and had been more 
weighed down by the position the latter was in than Cynthia herself. She 
also knew — but this was a second thought following on the other — that 
she had suffered much pain in trying to do her best in this interview with 
Mr. Preston. She had been tried beyond her strength ; and the great 
tears welled up into her eyes, and fell slowly down her cheeks. 

“ Oh 1 what a brute 1 am,” said Cynthia, kissing them away. 44 I see 
—I know it is the truth, and I deserve it— but I need not reproach you.” 

u You did not reproach me ! ” said If oily, trying to smile. 44 1 have 
thought some of what you said— but 1 do lore you dearly— dmrty, 
Cynthia — I should have done just the same as you did.” 

“No, you would not. Your grain is different, somehow/’ 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

Confidences. 

All the rest of that day Molly was depressed and not well. Having 
anything to conceal was so unusual*— almost so unprecedented a circum- 
stance with her that it preyed upon her in every way. 

It was a nightmare that she could not shake off; she did so wish to 
forget it all, and yet every little occurrence seemed to remind her of it. 
The next morning's post brought several letters ; one from Roger for 
Cynthia, and Molly, letterless herself, looked at Cynthia as she read it, 
with wistful sadness ; it appeared to Molly as though Cynthia should have 
no satisfaction in these letters, until she had told him what was her exact 
position with Mr. Preston ; yet Cynthia was colouring and dimpling up 
as she always did at any pretty words of praise, or admiration, or love. 
But Molly's thoughts and Cynthia’s reading were both interrupted by a 
little triumphant sound from Mi s. Gibson, as she pushed a letter she had 
just received to her husband, with a — 

44 There 1 I must say I expected that ! ” Then, turning to Cynthia, she 
explained — “ It is a letter from uncle Kirkpatrick, love. So kind, wishing 
you to go and Btay with them, and help them to cheer up Helen ; poor 
Helen ! I am afraid she is very far from well. But we could not have 
had her here, without disturbing dear papa in his consulting-room ; and, 
though I could have relinquished my dressing-room — he — well ! so I said 
in my letter how you were grieved — you above all of us, because you are 
such a friend of Helen’s, you know — and how you longed to be of use, 
—Os I am sure you do— and so now they want you to go up directly, for 
Helen has quite set her heart upon it." 

Cynthia’s eyes sparkled. 41 1 shall like going," said she — 44 all but 
leaving you, Molly," she added, in a lower tone, as if suddenly smitten 
with some compunction. 

44 Can you be ready to go up by the Bang-up to-night,” said 
Mr. Gibson, 44 for, curiously enough, after more than twenty years of 
quiet practice at Hollingford, I am summoned up to-day for the first time 
to a consultation in London, to-morrow. I am afraid Lady Cumnor is 
worse, my dear." 

44 Vou don’t say so ? Poor dear lady ! What a shock it is to me. I’m 
so glad I’ve had some breakfust. I could not have eaten anything.” 

44 Nay, I only say Bhe is worse. With her complaint, being worse may 
be only a pr eliminaiy to being better. Don't take my words for more 
than their literal meaning." 

14 Thank you. How kind attd reassuring dear papa always is. About 
your gowns, Cynthia ? ” 

44 Oh, they are ell light, mamma, thank you. I shall be quite ready 
by fburo’doek. Molly, will you come with me and help me to pack ? I 
wanted to speak to yon, dear,” said she, as soon os they had gone upstairs. 

14—5 
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M It is such a relief to get away from a place haunted by that man ; but 
I'm afraid you thought I was glad to leave you ; and indeed I am not. 1 ' 
There was a little flavour of “ protesting too much ” about thiB ; but 
Molly did not perceive it. She only said, 44 Indeed I did not. I know 
from my own feelings how you must dislike meeting a man in public in a 
different manner from what you have done in private. I shall try not to 
see Mr. Preston again for a long, long time, I’m Sure. But Cynthia, 
yOu have not told me one word out of Roger's letter. Please how is 
he ? Hu Be quite got over his attack of fever ? ” 

M Yes, quite. He writes in very good spirits. A great deal about 
birds and beasts, as usual, habits of natives, and things of that kind. You 
may read from there — indicating a place in the letter — to there, if you can ; 
and I'll tell you what, I’ll trust you with it, Molly, while I pack (and that 
shows my sense of your honour, not but what you might read it all, only 
you'd And the love-making dull) ; but make a little account of where he is, 
and what he is doing, date, and that sort of thing, and send it to his father.” 

Molly took the letter down without a word, and began to copy it at tho 
writing-table; often reading over what she was allowed to read; often 
pausing, her cheek on her hand, her eyes on the letter, and letting her 
imagination rove to the writer, and all the scenes in which she had either 
seen him herself, or in which her fancy had painted him. She was 
startled from her meditations by Cynthia's sudden entrance into the 
drawing-room, looking the picture of glowing delight. “ No one here 1 
What a blessing ! Ah, Miu Molly, you are more eloquent than you 
believe yourself. Look here 1 " holding up a large full envelope, and then 
quickly replacing it in her pocket, as if she was afraid of being seen. 
“ What’s the matter, sweet one ? ” coming up and caressing Molly. 44 Is 
it worrying itself over that letter ? Why, don’t you see these are my very 
own horrible letters, that I am going to bum directly, that Mr. Preston 
has had the grace to send me, thanks to you, little Molly— cuishla ma 
ebree, pulse of my heart, — the letters that have been hanging over my 
head like somebody’s sword for these two years ? ” 

44 Oh, 1 am so glad 1 ” said Molly, rousing up a little. 44 I never 
thought he would have sent them. He is better than I believed him. 
And now it is ail over. I am so glad. You quite think he means to give 
up all claim over you by this, don’t you, Cynthia ? ” 

41 He may claim, but I won't be claimed ; and he has no prooft now. 
It is the most charming relief ; and I owe it all to you, you precious 
little lady ! Now there is only one thing more to be done ; and if you 

would but do it for me ? ” (coaxing and caressing while she asked the 

question). 

44 Oh, Cynthia, don't ask me ; I cannot do anymore. You don't know 
how sick I go when I think of yesterday, and Mr. Sheepshanks’ look.* 

44 It is only a very little thing. I won’t burden your conscience with 
telling you how I got my letters, but it is not through s person I can trust 
with money ; and I must force him to take hade his twenty-three pounds 



WIVES AND DAUGHTERS. 


291 


odd shillings. 1 have put it together at the rate of five per cent*, and itfa 
sealed up. Oh, Molly, I should go off with such a light heart if you 
would only try to get it safely to him. It’s the last thing ; there would 
be no immediate 'hurry, you know. You might meet him by oh&noe in 
a shop, in the street, even at a party — and if you only had it with you in 
your pocket, there would be nothing so easy.” 

Molly was silent. u Papa would give it to him. There would be no 
harm in that. 1 would tell him he must ask no questions as to what 
it was." 

“ Very well, 1 ’ said Cynthia, “ have it your own way. I think my way 

is the best ; for if any of this affair comes out But you’ve done a 

great deal for me already, and I won’t blame you now for declining to do 
any more 1” 

“ I do so dislike having these underhand dealings with him,” pleaded 
Molly. 

“ Underhand I just simply giving him a letter from me 1 If I left a 
note for Miss Browning, should you dislike giving it to her?” 

“ You know that’s very different. I could do it openly.” 

“ And yet there might be writing in that ; and there would not be a 
line with the money. It would only be the winding-up— -the honour- 
able, honest winding-up of an affair which has worried me for years 1 
But do as you like ! ” 

“ Give it me 1 ” said Molly. “ I will try.” 

u There’s a darling 1 You can but try ; and if you can’t give it to 
him in private, without getting yourself into a scrape, why, keep it till I 
come back again. He shall have it then, whether he will or no ! ” 

Molly looked forward to her tete-a-t€te two days with Mrs. Gibson 
with very different anticipations to those with which she had welcomed 
the similar intercourse with her father. In the first place, there was no 
accompanying the travellers to the inn from which the coach started; 
leave-taking in the market-place was quite out of the bounds of 
Mrs. Gibson’s 6ense of propriety. Besides this, it was m gloomy, rainy 
evening, and candles had to be brought in at an unusually early hour. 
There would be no break for six hours — no music, no reading $ but the 
two ladies would sit at their worsted work, pattering away at small-talk, 
with not even the usual break of dinner ; for, to suit the requirements of 
those who were leaving, they had already dined early. But Mrs. Gibson 
really meant to make Molly happy, and tried to be an agreeable com- 
panion, only Molly was not well, and uneasy about many apprehended 
cares and troubles— -and at such hours of indisposition as she was then 
paarii£ through, apprehensions take the shape of certainties, lying await 
in our paths. Molly would have given a good deal to have shaken off all 
these feelings, unusual enough to her ; but the very house and furniture, 
and rain-blurred outer landscape, seemed steeped with unpleasant asso- 
ciations, most of them dating from the last few days. 

“You and I must go on the next journey, I think, my dear,” said 
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Bid. Gibson, almost chiming in with Molly’s wish that she could get away 
from Hollingfbrd into some new air and life, for a week or two. We 
hare been stay-at-homes for a long time, and variety of scene is so 
desirable for the young 1 But I think the travellers will be wishing 
themselves at home by this nice bright fireside. 4 There’s no place like 
home, 1 as the poet says. 4 Mid pleasures and palaces although I may 
roam,*' jt begins, and it’s both very pretty and very true. It’s a great 
blessing to have such a dear little home as this, is not it, Molly? ” 

44 Tea," said Molly, rather drearily, having something of the 44 Tonjours 
perdrix” feeling at the moment. If she could but have gone away with 
her father, just for two days, how pleasant it would have been. 

44 To be sure, love, it would be very nice for you and me to go a little 
journey all by ourselves. You and I. No one else. If it were not such 
miserable weather we would have gone off on a little impromptu tour. 
I’ve been longing for something of the kind for some weeks; but we live 
such a restricted kind of life here ! I declare sometimes I get quite sick 
of the very sight of the chairs and tables that I know so well. And one 
misses the others too 1 It seems so fiat and deserted without them 1 ” 

44 Yes ! We are very forlorn to-night ; but I think it's partly owing 
to the weather 1 V 

“Nonsense, dear. I can’t have you giving in to the silly fancy of 
being affected by weather. Poor dear Mr. Kirkpatrick used to say, 4 a 
cheerful heart makes its own sunshine.’ He would Bay it to me, in his 
pretty way, whenever I was a little low — for I am a complete barometer 
—■you may really judge of the state of the weather by my spirits, I have 
always been such a sensitive creature 1 It is well for Cynthia that she 
docs not inherit it ; I don’t think her easily affected in any way, do you ? ” 
Molly thought for a minute or two, and then replied — 44 No, she is 
certainly not easily affected — not deeply affected perhaps I should say.’* 

44 Many girls, for instance, would have been touched by the admiration 
she excited — I may say the attentions she received when she was at her 
uncle’s last summer.” 

44 At Mr. Kirkpatrick’s ? ” 

44 Yes. There was Mr. Henderson, that young lawyer; that's to say he 
is studying law, but he has a good private fortune and is likely to have 
more, so he can only be what I call playing at law. Mr. Henderson was 
over head and oars in love with her. It is not my fancy, although I grant 
mothers are partial; both Mr. and Mrs. Kirkpatrick noticed it; and in 
one of Mrs. Kirkpatrick’s letters, she said that poor Mr. Henderson was 
going into Bwitserland for the long vacation, doubtless to try and forget 
Cynthia; but she really believed he would find it only dragging at each 
remove a lengthening chain. I thought it such a refined quotation, and 
altogether worded so prettily. You mast know aunt Kirkpatrick same 
day, Molly, my love: she is what I call a woman of a truly elegant mind.” 

41 1 can’t help thinking it was ft pity that Cynthia did not tell them of 
her engagement.” 
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“It i b not an engagement, my dear! How owen mum I tell you 
that?” 

44 But what am-I to call it ? ” 

44 I don't Bee why. you need to call it anything. Indeed I don't under- 
stand what you mean by 4 it.’ You should always try to express yourself 
intelligibly. It really is one of the first principles of the English language. 
In fact, philosophers might ask what is language given us for at aH, if it 
is not that we may make our meaning understood? ” 

“ But there is something between Cynthia and Roger ; they are more 
to each other than I am to Osborne, for instance. What am I to call it ? ” 

“ You should not couple your name with that of any unmarried young 
man, it is so difficult to teach you delicacy, child. Perhaps one may Bay 
there is a peculiar relation between dear Cynthia and Roger, but it is 
very difficult to characterize it ; I have no doubt that is the reason she 
shrinks from speaking about it. For, between ourselves, Molly, I really 
sometimes- think it will come to nothing. He is so long away, and, 
privately Bpeaking, Cynthia is not very very constant. I once knew her 
very much taken before — that little affair is quite gone by ; and she was 
very civil to Mr. Henderson, in her way ; I fancy she inherits it, for when 
I was a girl I was beset by lovers, and could never find in my heart to 
shake them off. You have not heard dear papa say anything of the old 
squire, or dear Osborne, have you ? It seems so long since we have heard 
or seen anything of Osborne. But he must be quite well, I think, or we 
should have heard of it.” 

. 44 I believe he is quite well. Some one said the other day that they had 
met him riding — it was Mrs. Goodenough, now I remember — and that he 
was looking stronger than he had done for years.” 

44 Indeed ! I am truly glad to hear it. I always was fond of Osborne; and, 
do you know, I never really took to Roger ; I respected him and all that, 
of course. But to compare him with Mr. Henderson ! Mr. Henderson 
is so handsome and well-bred, and gets all his gloves from Houbigant ! ” 

It was true that they had not seen anything of Osborne Hamley for 
a long time ; but, as it often happens, just after they had been speaking 
about him he appeared. It was on the day following on Mr* Gibson’s de- 
parture (hat Mrs. Gibson had received one of the notes, not so common now 
as formerly, from the family in town asking her to go over to the Towers, 
and find a book, or a manuscript, or something or other that Lady Cnmnor 
wanted with all an invalid’s impatience. It was just the kind of employment 
she required for an amusement on a gloomy day, and it put her into a good 
humour immediately. There was a certain confidential importance about it, 
and it wasa variety, and it gave her the pleasant drive in a fly up the noble 
avenue, and the sense of being the temporary mistress of all the grand 
rooms once so familiar to her. She asked Molly to accompany bar, out of 
an access of kindness, but was not at all sorry when Molly exons ed herself 
and preferred stopping at home. At eleven o’clock Mm. Gibson was off, 
all in her Sunday best (to use the servant’s expression, which she herself 
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would m have oontexnned), well-dressed in order to impose on the servants 
at the Towers, for there was no one else to be seen or to be seen by. 

“ I shall not be at home until the afternoon, my dear ! But I hope 
you will not find it dull. I don’t think you will, for you are something 
like me, my love — never less alone than when alone, as one of the great 
authors has justly expressed it.” 

Molly enjoyed her house to herself to the full as much as Mrs. Gibson 
would enjoy having the Towers to herself. She ventured on having her 
htnch brought upon a tray into the drawing-room, so that she might eat her 
sandwiches while she went on with her book. In the middle, Mr. Osborne 
Hamley was announced. He came in, looking wretchedly ill in spite of 
purblind Mrs. Goodenough’s report of his healthy appearance. 

“ This call is not on you, Molly,” said he, after the first greetings were 
over. 44 I was in hopes 1 might have found your father at home ; I thought 
lunoh-time was the best hour.” He had sate down, as if thoroughly glad 
of the rest, and fallen into a languid stooping position, as if it had become 
so. natural to him that no sense of what were considered good manners 
Sufficed to restrain him now. 

44 I hope you did not want to see him professionally ? ” said Molly, won- 
dering if she was wise in alluding to his health, yet urged to it by her 
real anxiety. 

“ Yes, I did. I suppose I may help myself to a bisouit and a glass of 
wine ? No, don’t ring for more. I could not eat it if it was here. But 
I just want a mouthful ; this is quite enough, thank you. When will 
your father be back ? ” 

44 He was summoned up to London. Lady Cumnor is worse. I fancy 
there is some operation going on ; but I don’t know. He will be back 
to-morrow night.” 

41 Very well. Then I must wait. Perhaps I shall be better by that 
time. I think it’s half fancy ; but I should like your father to tell me so. 
He will laugh at me, I daresay ; but I don’t think I shall mind that. He 
Always is severe on fanciful patients, is not he, Molly ? ” 

Molly thought that if he b&w Osborne’s looks just now he would hardly 
think him fanciful, or be inolined to be severe. But she qply said, — 
“ Papa enjoys a joke at everything, you know. It is a relief after all the 
sorrow he sees.” 

“ Very true. There is a great deal of sorrow in the world. I don’t 
think it’s a very happy place after all. So Oynthia is gone to London,” 
•be added, after a pause. 41 1 think I should like to have seen her again. 
Poor old Roger ! He loves her very dearly, Molly,” he said. Molly 
hardly knew how to answer him in all this ; she was so struck by the 
change in both voice and manner. 

44 Mamma has gone to the Towers,” she began, At length. *%edy 
Ottmnar wanted several things that mamma only can find. She wfkl be 
tarry to miss you. Wo were speaking of you only yesterday, and the 
m id how long it was since wo had seen you.” 
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I think I’ve grown carelesi ; I hare often felt so treaty and ill that 
it was all I could do to keep up a brave face before my father." 

“ Why did you not come and see papa ? ” said Molly ; “ or write to him ? " 

“ I cannot tell.* I drifted on sometimes better, and sometimes worse, 
till to-day I mustered up pluck, and came to hear what your father has 
got to tell me : and all for no use it seems." 

“ I am very sorry. But it is only for two days. He shall go and see 
you as soon as ever he returns." 

“He must not alarm my father, remember, Molly," said Osborne* 
lifting himself by the arms of his chair into on upright position and 
speaking eagerly for the moment. “ I wish to God Eoger was at home," 
said he, falling back into the old posture. 

“ I can't help understanding you," said Molly. “ You think yourself 
very ill ; but is not it that you are tired just new ? " She was not sure 
if she ought to have understood what was passing in his mind ; but as she 
did, she could not help speaking a true reply. 

“ Well, sometimes 1 do think I'm very ill ; and then, again, I think 
it’s only the moping life sets me fancying and exaggerating." He was 
silent for some time. Then, as if he had taken a sudden resolution, he 
spoke again. “You Bee there are others depending upon me — upon my 
health. You have not forgotten what you heard that day in the library 
at home ? No, I know you have not. I have seen the thought of it in 
your eyes often since then. I did not know you at that time. I think 
I do now." 

“ Don't go on talking bo fast," said Molly. “ Rest. No one will inter- 
rupt us; I will go on with my sewing ; when you want to say anything 
more I shall be listening." For she had been alarmed at the strange 
pallor that had come over his face. 

“ Thank you." Aftor a time he roused himself, and began to speak 
very quietly, as if on an indifferent matter of fact. 

“ The name of my wife ia Aim£e. Ais?4e Hamley of course. She 
lives at Bishopsfield, a village near Winchester. Write it down, but keep 
it to yourself. She is a Frenchwoman, a Roman Catholic, and was a 
Bervant, ^ She is a thoroughly good woman. I must not say how dear 
she is to me. I dare not. I meant once to have told Cynthia, but she 
did not seem quite to consider me as a brother. Perhaps she was shy 
of a new relation, but you'll give my lovo to her, all the same. It 
is a relief to think that some one else has my secret ; and you are like 
one of us, Molly. . I can trust you almost as I can trust Roger. I feel 
better already now I feel that some one else knows the whereabouts of 
my wife and child." 

“ Child 1 " said Molly, surprised. But before he oould reply, Mam 
h#d announced, — 

■ “ Miss Phoebe Brqwmqg.” 

“ Fold up that paper," said he, quickly, potting something into her 
heads. 11 It is only for yourself" 
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At the present moment, when all thinking minds are deeply imbued with 
the importance of scientific research, it may not prove uninteresting, if I 
attempt still fiirther * to illustrate my views regarding the nature and 
methods of investigation in the natural sciences. 

Philosophers in general admit that there are two methods of inquiry 
into the phenomena or laws of nature, viz., induction and deduction ; both 
methods being. in fact considered as but different roads to the same end, 
the only difference being in the starting point ; inasmuch as the deductive 
method commences with general principles, the inductive with special 
facts. Whereas in the application of both it is said that induction always 
precedes deduction. 

According to the views of Aristotle the nature of induction may best 
be explained by quoting the instance he himself gives of a conclusion 
arrived at by induction. 

Men, horses, mules, &c., live long. 

Men, horses, mules, &c., have little bile. 

All animals, therefore, that have little bile live long. 

To this kind of conclusion, if one wishes to call it by that name, 
natural philosophers are accustomed ; but what is called conclusion here, 
is really only the perception of the coincidence of two phenomena. The 
absence of bile is a fact which accompanies longevity, it is a port of a 
whole, and the conclusion is by no means a syllogism containing in itself 
the reason why longevity should be dependent on the absence of bile. 
h»et us substitute in the middle link for bile, another accompanying fact, 
which is common to certain animals, for instance : — 

Horses, mules, &o., live long. 

t have little bile. 


Hones, mules, &c. 


have glycogen in their flesh, 
have no uric acid. 


have hippuric acid. 


It is now at once evident, that the combination of these qualities with 
longevity is perfectly arbitrary, and not founded on ratiocination. In 
trying to explain a natural fact or process, the naturalist seeks to establish 
a connection between the points observed ; and, noticing two facts con- 
stantly accompanying each other, he starts with the presumption, that the 
two stand in relation to each other like cause and effect, or that thff One 
is dependent on the other. But this is merely a notion not founded on 
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feet ; an idea simply, which may, or may not, arise in the mind of the 
observer. 

Aristotle defines induction as the way from the special to the general, 
as in natural philosophy first the knowledge of a fact, and afterwards its 
explanation, is to be^found. But it is olear that in this sense he con- 
sidered induction not as a method, but as a rule for guiding inquiry. 

It is dear that, if all natural foroes, their laws, and all things belonging 
to them, their nature, reaction, and properties were thoroughly known to 
us, the inquiry into any special process and its explanation would be a 
simple deductive problem; each single case could then be solved by 
simple reasoning. 

Suppose it were the rusting of iron in the air which had to be 
explained. Prdiminary inquiries into the composition of rust have 
determined that it contains iron, oxygen, and water; and besides that, 
the composition of the air is thoroughly known. So the elements for the 
explanation of the rusting of iron appear to be completely at hand ; the 
experiment, however, shows that in an atmosphere of oxygen, and in the 
presence of watery vapour, iron does not rust. It is therefore evident, 
that besides oxygen and vapour, another component part of the air must 
be present for the conversion of iron into rust. Now it is known that air 
contains small quantities of carbonic acid, and it can be demonstrated by 
experiment, that with free access of oxygen, a small trace of carbonic acid 
suffices to convert a large quantity of metallic iron into the oxide. But 
rust does not contain any carbonic acid, and so the question arises, what 
Bhare the acid has in that process. Another known fact is now sufficient 
to complete the explanation; viz., the properties of the carbonate of 
protoxide of iron. Iu a damp atmosphere, this carbonate absorbs oxygen, 
and the protoxide is converted into the higher oxide, which does not 
combine with caibonic acid. During the conversion of the metal into 
rust, at first the lower oxide is generated, binding carbonic add ; but 
the latter is freed again when the protoxide becomes sesquioxide, and so 
the carbonic acid can resume its original action on the remaining metal 
for the second and hundredth time, until gradually the whole piece is 
thoroughly converted into rust. Further inquiries have shown that there 
is a particular case in which iron in a damp atmosphere may get rusty 
even in the absence of carbonic acid; that is, when the air contains 
ammonia, but then the rusting ceases as soon as all the ammonia has 
been absorbed. Lastly, it is known that electricity co-operates in the 
formation of rust 

To this class of researches belong, amongst others, those about the 
formation of dew by Dr. Wells. That dew is a watery deposit, brought 
on by cooling, was beyond doubt ; nor was there any doubt that only two 
mtydes of coding existed. The problem to be solved tamed on the 
question, whether the cooling was caused by the tnusmiarion of heat 
through. a conductor or by radiation; and this could be decided by 
experiments founded on laws thoroughly known. 
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Besearbhes of this kind meet with no outward obstacles, and merely 
a certain amount of knowledge and a just appreciation of the aooompanying 
circumstances are needed in order to conduct them. These, however, are 
very rare, because, in regard to most problems the naturalist does not 
at once find the necessary material for logical reasoning at his disposal. 
At the same time it will be seen, that although by researches of this class 
oar insight into the nature of certain phenomena may be increased and 
become more profound, nevertheless the real limits of science are thereby 
not widened. 

In the great majority of other researches the philosopher meets with 
obstacles, which the whole sum of his scientific knowledge, as well as 
the most acute reasoning power, cannot overcome. These, then, are new 
acts or phenomena appertaining to unknown laws and not accessible to 
reason for want of the intermediate links for a conclusion. 

For this class of researches even the naturalist must possess what 
principally characterizes the poet, viz., imagination. 

The sum total of what we know about nature and her powers, is, in 
fact, compared with that which we do not know, so small, that naturalists 
of our age generally stand in exactly the same relation to the problem 
they attempt to solve as the philosophers of the sixteenth century did to 
the problems hidden from their understanding which they had to deal 
with and which by us are looked upon as truisms. As they did then, so 
we now generally lack one or two of tlie necessary links for deductive 
reasoning, and in the absence of one of them our understanding encounters 
a void it cannot fill up. 

That, therefore, which gives us the advantage over former experi- 
menters, does not consist in increased reasoning power, nor in a greater 
quickness and acuteness of our senses, but in an increased store of facts 
and experiences, that is, increased material for ratiocination. 

This point of view scarcely admits of doubt, although few only have 
a clear conception of the source from which the continually increasing 
store of our reasoning material is derived. 

A glance into the history of the so-called inductive sciences shows ns 
at once that for centuries they possessed merely the character of art. This 
character astronomy and mechanics maintained.. till the time of Newton, 
port of physios till the time of Galileo, chemistry till tire time of Bergmans. 
Boerhave still defined chemistry as 44 ars dooens exereere oqrtas physical 
operationes.” 

The difference between art and science principally consists in the 
difference of their objects: art aims at the discovery of facts, science at 
their explanation. Of course, speaking of art I do not mean any of the 
so-called fine arts. The artist seeks an object ; the experimentalist seeks 
“a thing," from parte he attempts to construct a whole; the mm of 
•ounce, on the other hand, searches after the cause : starting fife m the 
whole* he follows up its parte till he arrives at the very roots. 

As the artist knows nothing about a cause, and a cause Is of no urine 
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to him, it ii dear that what goes on in his mind is not ratiocination. 
The main characteristic of his thinking is that within his range only 
lies what is perceptible through the senses ; much in the same way as the 
understanding tecffce the conceptions — measures them out, so to say, fixes 
them and makes them unalterable, in order to be able to use them for 
deductive reasoning — the inductive artist also acts. He gropes round 
the properties of things, using his senses to the utmost, and in concen- 
trating by his will his perceptive faculties consecutively on the various 
qualities of an object and the peculiarities of a phenomenon, eaoh time 
excluding all others, his imagination gradually acquires a dear and 
defined view of the whole thing, comparable to an abstract idea, com- 
prising the totality of the thing or phenomenon. A blue, black, or yellow 
colour, or the formation of a white precipitate, which dissolves or does not 
dissolve in certain acids or alkalies, calls to the mind of the chemist the 
idea of iron, iodine, &c. ; which idea, however, is totally different from 
that connected with these things in every-day life. 

By combining correct conceptions with each other the understanding 
arrives at conclusions, the truth of which can again only be recognized by 
the understanding. The combinations of an artist’s thoughts, on the 
contrary, are able to assume Bhape, or to become in some other way 
perceptible to the senses. 

It is to this peculiar mental process, in which imagination acts the 
chief part, that I should like to apply the term induction ; and I believe 
that this is not in opposition to Aristotle. 

It is not easy to give a clear conception of an experimentalist’s reason- 
ing operations. They depend, as was already mentioned, upon a com- 
bination of facts or phenomena, standing to each other in a similar relation 
as the logical conceptions, which lead the understanding in forming its 
conclusions. From facts or reactions, with which the experimenter is 
conversant, he divines the existence of new hitherto unknown ones. The 
conclusion he arrives at is again a fact or a reaction . The reasoning of the 
chemist or natural philosopher cun perhaps be best compared to the 
peculiar faculty of the composer, who thinks in sounds. 

In the exact sciences the logic of the explanation of a phenomenon, or 
of the demonstration of a theory, rests upon facts, connected together like 
the links of a chain, or like joints ; and whoever will take the trouble to 
read investigations in chemistry or physics, will at once perceive that the 
majority of tacts the philosopher makes use of for explanation or demon- 
stration do not spontaneously occur in nature, but that they have first 
been devised or invented by the naturalist. The missing frets, which 
snake deductive reasoning impossible, he is obliged to seek by induction ; 
that is, through combinations of his imagination. His work now oonsists 
in letting those means or things which jwem appropriate to his purpose 
set upon eaoh other according to the rules of experimental art ; and from 
the reactions or phenomena thereby called forth, to draw oonolusiotis as to 
the fmiitwvw or non-exist mm of the fret in question. Ho makes* as wo 
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express it, a Maries of experiments, which, by their result, determine the 
direction of his deductive reasoning. 

The difficulty for him is, that the way leading to the disoovety of the 
mi— lug facts is totally unknown to him ; for if the way were known, the 
littor could be found by reasoning. He is, therefore, obliged to confine 
him— If to the watching of the phenomena furnished by his experiments, 
as these are the landmarks to lead him in the different operations of his 
imagination. 

One of the simplest examples of the inductory process is furnished 
by Schoenbein’s memorable discovezy of ozonized oxygen, by means of 
chemistry. 

Sohoenbein had found that atmospherio air, when electrical sparks are 
passed through it, acquires new properties, the most noticeable of which 
consists in a most powerful affinity of its oxygen, to a degree hitherto 
unknown. In such air a number of bodies, such as silver, upon which 
oxygen, in non-electrized air, has no influence whatever, become oxidized. 

Now the question is, how did Schoenbein arrive at the conclusion, that 
phosphorus slowly burning in the air, putB the air into the same state as 
the electrical spark ? This conclusion was founded on the observation, 
that electrized air smells like phosphorus, and vice versd , slowly burning 
phosphorus like electrized air; furthermore, Schoenbein has discovered 
that the smelling matter possessed the oxidizing effects. So the conclusion 
of the formation and existence of the same thing — the ozon — in two 
according to their nature totally different processes, oiiginated in the 
observation of the same impression upon one of the senses— that of smell. 
If the leadership in this combination of ideas had been left to the under- 
standing, the discovery most probably would not have been made; for the 
understanding would not have been able to reconcile those two facts, the 
formation of an agent possessing most powerful oxidizing properties, 
through or by the side of a body as highly oxidizable as phosphorus. 

One of Faraday's greatest discoveries furnishes another example of 
induction still more complicated. 

Oerstedt had produced magnetism by passing an electrical current 
through metal bars. Faraday on the contrary tried to produce an elec- 
trical spark or current by means of a magnet; his endeavours weie 
directed upon the production of a phenomenon which, as the law and the 
way leading to it were unknown, could only be solved by art, that is by 
means of the inductive method. Not until the phenomenon was once 
known in all its bearings, did it become possible to make it the object of 
deductive examination, and so the contrast between Faraday's inductive 
task and the deductive one of Weber becomes evident To use a former 
expression, Faraday sought ihs thing, Weber the cause or law, I have 
heard some mathematicians c ompla in tfiht the style af Faraday's writings 
on such subjects was almost unintelligible to them, and that they mere 
•caroely readable in oonsequenoe of their contents resembling more extracts 
from a diary; but the &uh lay with the mathe matician s, not with Faraday* 
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Notarial philosophers who starting from chemistry have gone over to the 
study of physics receive from Faraday’s treatises an impression like that 
of a beautiful musical composition upon a trained ear. 

The electrical ‘machine, the electrophorus, the Leyden phial, the Voltaic 
pile, Kepler’s three' laws, have been found out through combinations of 
imagination ; the same is the case with those most complicated ohemioal 
processes used for obtaining certain metals, for instance, iron, silver, and 
copper, from their respective ores. The conversion of iron into steel, of 
copper into brass, of skin into leather, of fata in to soap, of salt into soda, 
and a thousand other important discoveries, have been made by men who 
either knew nothing at all about the real nature of the bodies or processes 
they had to deal with, or whose notions about it were at least totally wrong. 
The understanding had nothing at all to do with that association of 
ideas which led the inventor of glove-leather to the top of towers, there 
to collect for his purpose the white excrements of rooks and jackdaws, or 
which led the dyer to use cow-dung for fixing his dyes upon the textures, 
or which led the miner of those plateaux of America, where no fuel is to 
be found, to the discovery of that admirable method of obtaining silver by 
a sort of humide process. 

All this will appear strange enough if I mention that, until a few 
years ago, the real nature of glass, soap, or leather was not understood, 
just as even now experiments are daily made to obtain an insight into 
what is going on in the smelting oven in soda manufacture. 

As a last example to illustrate the inductive method, as applied to 
technical processes, I may choose the comparatively new art of photo- 
graphy, as some of the processes connected with it have not yet found 
their explanation. 

Photography is chiefly based on two observations, first, that the salts 
of silver (chloride, bromide, iodide of silver) are blackened by exposure 
to light, and secondly, that these silver salts, when unaltered by light, are 
soluble in hyposulphite of soda, so that by means of this substance it 
becomes possible to separate the blackened from the unblackened silver. 

These two facts constituted the starting point for the experiments of 
Daguerre in Paris, and those of Talbot in London, the latter endeavouring 
to obtain pictures on paper, the former on copper plates coated with 
silver. 

In Talbot’s experiments a picture was obtained by images of the 
camera obscure, such as of a tower or a bouse, acting for some time upon 
paper impregnated or coated with chloride or iodide of silver. Corre- 
sponding with the varying intensity of the light, thoee parts of the paper 
which were most exposed to it, became darkened in various shades, the 
shadowed parts remaining comparatively unaltered. The frame of a 
window, for instance, throws leas light upon rite paper than its glass panes, 
and a dark-ookmred stone leas than a bright one \ all dark parts of the 
objeota appeared bright, all bright ones dark ; in fret, a so-called negative 
picture wee formed on the' paper. By now nothing the paper with a 
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flotation of hyposulphite of soda, that part of the silver ooating which had 
mi beau decomposed by the light, was removed. Had it not been removed, 
the paper would have been uniformly blackened by the forth er aotion of 
daylight, and the picture of course would have become obliterated. It 
was, therefore, by means of the hyposulphite of soda that the picture was 
find. The first pictures Talbot obtained were very imperfect ; a long- 
oontinued aotion of the light being indispensable for their production, 
none but thoroughly immovable objects could be pbrtrayed. An 
improvement in Talbot’s mode of proceeding was brought about in a 
most strange way by experiments of Daguerre. Daguerre exposed his 
silvered plates to the action of iodine vapours, and in this way coated 
them with an extremely fine film of iodide of silver ; but on these plates 
no picture was produced in the camera obscura. His experiments carried 
on for months and varied in manifold ways gave no rault. Chance, 
however, in its most proper sense assisted him. A number of plates he 
had previously experimented upon in the camera obscura, had been put 
aside into an old cupboard, and they had remained there for weeks 
without being finther noticed. But one day, in removing one of the 
plates, Daguerre to his greatest astonishment found on it an image of the 
moBt complete distinctness, the smallest details being depicted with perfect 
fidelity. He had no idea how the picture had come, but he felt sure 
there must be something in the cupboard which had produced it. The 
cupboard contained all sorts of things : tools and apparatuses, chemical * 
re-agents, and amongst others a basin filled with metallic mercury. 
Daguerre now removed one thing after the other from the cupboard, with 
the exception of the mercury, and still he regularly obtained pictures, if 
the plates, which had previously been submitted to the action of images 
in the camera obscura, were allowed to remain for several houra in the 
cupboard. For a long time the mercury escaped his notice, and it almost 
appeared to him as if the old cupboard were bewitched. But at last 
it occurred to him that it must be the mercury to whose influence the 
pictures were owing. For as a drawing made with a pointed piece of 
wood on a clean pane of glass, remains invisible even to the most acute 
sight, but comes to light at once when breathed upon, owing to the 
condensation of the watery vapour deposited in small drops, taking place 
in a different manner on the parts touched with the wooden point sad 
those left untouched : just so originated Daguerre’s pictures. 

Mercury being a volatile snbstanoe, the cupboard had become filled 
with its vapour, and tins had deposited itself on the plates in the form of 
most minute globules in such a way that the parts most illuminsd were 
covered most and the shadowed parts less, the result being that the outlines 
and abides of all objects became distinctly visible. I will not here enter 
upon the improvements made in regard to the optical apparatus, nor d#I 
wish to detail how one came to for and make unalterable Daguerre's 
perititabie pictures by depositing on them a thin film of gold; but, 
returning to the pictures on paper, I still wish to say afow words about 
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the influence Daguerre’s discoveries .had in improving the mode of pro- 
ceeding as adopted by Talbot. 

Daguerre had found, that if his prepared plateB were exposed to the 
light, even only for a few seconds, a picture could be obtained by after- 
wards exposing them to the action of mercurial vApour. As Talbot used 
for th$ preparation of his paper the same materials Daguerre had on his 
plates, he concluded that the exposure of the paper for a few seconds to 
the action of the 'light in the camera-obscura must have produced an 
impression. Talbot was convinced there must be a picture on the paper, 
although he could not see the least trace of one* This conviction urged 
him on to seek something that would make it visible, for he had no doubt 
such a thing was really to be found. 

How, now, came Talbot to use for this purpose a solution of gallic acid? 

The solution of this problem most people might be inolined to 
attribute to chance, as was the case with Daguerre’s pictures ; but the 
selection of gallic acid was no chance. Daguerre had not put the basin 
with mercury into the cupboard for the sake of his experiments; his 
pictures were obtained without his doing anything for the purpose. Talbot, 
on the contrary, searched after the means suited to his special purpose, and 
from among many thousands of substances his imagination instinctively 
excluded all those that stood in no relation to it, and directed him to 
those which acted in a similar way to light. 

* The salts of silver are blackened by warmed gallic acid as well os by 
light; the action of both is identical in kind, but gallic acid is by far the 
most powerful. The solar rays had, as he thought, produced an action 
on the prepared paper in the camera, but so slight that it was not visible; 
perhaps, so he concluded, this action might be continued and increased by 
means of gallic acid. The experiment succeeded, and the justness of the 
induction was thereby proved. 

These examples may suffice to render generally intelligible the nature 
of induction. It will be seen that for Talbot’s and Daguerre's purpose 
it was quite irrelevant to inquire how light and gallic acid act upon silver 
salts, and why silver salts dissolve in hyposulphite of soda. 

Persons who are not familiar with the combinations of ideas produced 
by imagination, will of course not believe in them, and are generally 
inclined to ascribe every discovery to mere chance, should it even have 
been arrived at by most ingenious reasoning. Chance has its great share 
in discoveries, no doubt, just as even the understanding frequently derives 
the elements for its conclusions from so-called accidental circumstances. 
But from the circumstance that experimenting must be teamed, that it is 
an art having its rules, and that, to practise it successfully, it is necessary 
to be acquainted with a great number of facts and phenomena, it becomes 
evident that it is founded on a peculiar working of the mind in which 
the understanding participates as spectator, frequently too as adviser and 
helpmate, -but without conducting it, or without that working being 
dependent on it. 
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Ia science as well as in every-dgy life the operations of the mind are 
not conducted according to the rules of logic, but we generally take things 
to be trne) and adopt a certain view about an occurrence, or the cause of 
a phenomenon before proving the correctness of our opinion* One does 
not arrive at the conclusion by means of syllogism, but the conclusion 
precedes, and the premises are only afterwards sought out for demon- 
stration. In a conversation about the share which imagination takes in 
scientific working, one of the most renowned French mathematicians 
advanced the opinion, that by far the great majority of mathematical truths 
had not been arrived at by deduction, but by help of the imagination, 
or empirically, and he maintained this even in regard to the properties of 
triangles, of the ellipsis, &c. This is as much as to say, that without 
artistic genius the mathematician can achieve as little as the natural 
philosopher. 

It is a matter of course that for deductive aB well as inductive inves- 
tigations, if they are to be successful, a certain range of knowledge is 
required ; for deductive a thorough knowledge of the laws already known, 
which can be acquired by the help of books and lectures ; for inductive 
investigations, an extensive acquaintance with the natural phenomena, to 
be obtained in chemical, physical, and physiological laboratories. As 
schools, laboratories are, as is well known, of modern origin, and their 
influence on the development of all departments in any way connected 
with natural sciences, cannot fail to be noticed by an attentive ojaserveif 

The inductive inquirer, for the solution of his problems, must combine 
acquaintance with natural phenomena ; that is, knowledge of the nature 
and properties of thingB, with recollection of impressions on the senses, 
i.s., memory of sight, taste, and smell, and with a certain amount of 
ability and 4kill. The more extensive and comprehensive his knowledge 
of foots and phenomena, the greater, as we express it, his expeiience, the 
easier his vfork becomes to him. One who has experience has to make 
much fewer experiments than one who has none, and who has first to 
make himself acquainted with many phenomena which the other is already 
familiar with. For many purposes, therefore, experiments are unnecessary 
to the former, the combinations of processes or facts being already known to 
him. Bdth the deductive and the inductive inquirer commence the solution 
of problems in the same way. The one, like the other, starts from a com- 
plex idea, pertaining either to the understanding or imagination, of which 
generally only a part is true, whilst the rest is founded on erroneous 
conclusions or combinations. The deductive philosopher tests and experi- 
ment^ with ideas to find the truth, just as the inductive inquirer uses 
impressions on the senses to find the thing of which he is in search : both, 
by testing and improving, cast off, during their work, their erroneous 
views, and gradually find what was missing for the completion^ of tl^t idea 
wi^h which they commenced their inquiry. Often the idea from* which 
they started is quite wrong, the right one being only developed during the 
investigation. This is the origin of the opinion of many of the greatest 



INDUCTION AND DEDUCTION. 805 

observers, that working does everything, and that whatever theory stimu- 
lates working leads to discoveries. 

In deductive inquiries, it is the conviction of the correctness of a 
(conclusional) idea, .which** urges on the inquirer's understanding to 
exercise its proper function ; with the experimentalist^ the conviction 
of the existence of a thing ifl the first and most powerful motive for setting 
his imagination to work. The discovery of a new fact or reaction, which 
may bo brought in connection with the idea of something hitherto un- 
known, of something useful and important for industrial purposes or daily 
life, is sufficient to raise in many individuals the conviction of its exist- 
c nee ; and it happens frequently enough that it really iB discovered by 
several contemporaneously. 

Reason and fantasy are equally necessary for science ; to each of them 
belongs a certain defined portion of all problems occuning in natural 
philosophy and chemistry, in medicine and political economy, history and 
philology, and each occupies a certain space in these respective domnins. 
The portion over which fancy presides is wider and more extensive in the 
very ratio that the positive knowledge encompassed by the understanding 
is undefined and vague. What characterizes progress is, that, with the 
increase of knowledge, tho«e ideas vanish which had their origin in the 
imagination ; and whereas, during the first period of science, fantasy has 
full sway, it afterwaids subordinates itself to the understanding, and 
becomes its useful and willing servant. 

Induction under guidance of the imagination is intuitive and creative, 
but f undefined and boundless ; deduction under guidance of the under- 
standing analyzes and limits, and is defined and measured. 

What principally charactciizes deductive examination in natural 
sciences is “ measure,” and the final aim of all its endeavours is to find 
an unalterable numerical expression for properties of things, processes, 
and phenomena. Imagination compares and discriminates, but does not 
measure; for to measure one must have a standaid to measure by, and 
this is a product of the understanding. 

When an art is developed into science, the advantage, scarcely enough 
to be appreciated, is, that the art, as such, with its individual character, is 
destroyed, being shaped into rules which can be acquired and taught, and 
through the knowledge of which even the ungifted acquires the power of 
the most gifted, most skilful, and most experienced practitioner, obtaining 
his object In the shortest, surest, and most economical way. This is the 
case in regard to agriculture and medicine, and the different branches of 
industry. What at first belonged to an individual then becomes the 
common property of all. 

JUSTUS TON LIEBIG. 


TOL. XU.— NO. C9. 
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It is a prevalent idea that in free and liappy England the days have long 
Bince passed away in which a man was subjected to persecution on 
account of his opinions; and I can only say, happy are those whose 
experience justifies them in entertaining a belief in the truth of this idea 
— mine does not. Whether it is that my case is an exceptional one, and 
I have been a “ martyr to circumstances,” or, whether the old spirit of 
persecution is not so thoroughly eradicated from the human heart as is 
generally supposed, I am not able to determine ; all that I know with 
that absolute certainty which alone justifies a positive and unqualified 
assertion is, that for some considerable time past I have been persecuted 
in a manner almost woithy of the good old times, for refusing to be 
“ convinced against my will ” that my own opinions upon a Bubject to 
which I shall presently refer are utterly erroneous, and those of sunJry 
of my acquaintances infullibly correct. I am well aware that a man with 
a grievance is a bore and a social nuisance ; and even apart from this 
restraining knowledge, I would not think for a moment of attempting to 
“ ventilate ” a mere grievance ; for I scorn the idea of crying out about 
any of those petty annoy ances*of every-day life which are exaggerated by 
grumblers until they assume the propoitions of a grievance. I am no 
grievance-monger. I never wi ote to the Times on the subject of “ The Hotel 
Nuisance,” although I once had to pay a tavern bill for bed and break- 
fast which in point of extortion sui passed any transaction of the “sixty 
per-centers " of which I have ever heard or read, and which induced a 
sporting gentleman who had been charged a like amount for the same 
accommodation, to tell the proprietor of the tavern, that although he (th6 
sporting man) did not know his (the pioprielor’s) exact pedigree, he was 
confident he was full brother to a robber. So far, indeed, from being a 
grievance-monger, I may say for myself that I am a particularly long- 
suffering individual, and have borne, with fortitude or indifference, annoy - 
ances that would have driven any person of a less philosophical turn of 
mind than myself to despair and the police-courts. I have been impor- 
tuned and abused by garotter-like mendicants, to whom I have given alms 
instead of handing them over to the police. I have been threatened and 
derided by the coarsest cabmen, with whose demands (generally about 
double their legal fare) I have complied, when others would have taken 
their number and “ made an example of them.” I have even been 
taken before a bench of magistrates upon suspicion of being a burglar; 
this hiBt decidedly unpleasant event occurring through the stupidity of a 
policeman, who stopped me as I was leaving my work late one winter 
night, cairying the implements of my trade, (which certainly have a strqng 
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resemblance to the implements of a house-breaker) in a small bag. Into 
this bag A 1 insisted upon looking, and laughed to scorn the expla- 
nation which I offered to him, saying that I must tell that tale to the 
natives, and advising jne to ft como along ” quietly, or he would put “ the 
darbies ” on me. With this inexorable guardian of the night I accord- 
ingly went, and was speedily consigned to a cell in which bed and board 
were synonymous terms, and from whence I was taken in the morning to 
be examined by the sitting magistrates, to some of whom I yras for- 
tunately known, and wa9 consequently immediately discharged, thus 
escaping any of the inconveniences arising out of the “law's delays,” 
while my captor, whose mistake was after all a very natural one, was 
severely censured in open court ; one of “ the great unpaid ” going so far 
ns to stigmatize him as a useless blockhead. These, and as many more of 
tlic small ills of life as would fill a volume, I have borne without a 
murmur, already convinced that “ such is life.” 

Having thus, I trust, sufficiently demonstrated that I can “ suffer and bo 
strong ” under the ordinary annoyances of life, and having incidentally men- 
tioned a few of those annoyances that have fallen to iny lot, but of which, 
be it understood, I do not complain, I will now speak of the persecution 
of which I do complain. 

To begin, then, 1 belong to that portion of the community who are 
t-oinotiincs vaguely uud collectively spoken of as “intelligent arLizans,” 
and I am engaged in the workshops of a firm who employ about five 
hundred rpen.* Among such a number of woiking men, it will readily be 
believed that there arc some of almost every degree of intemperance, 
from the confirmed and frightful-example description of drunkard, to 
the one who only gets “ elevated ” upon laic and festive occasions, such 
as his own or an intimate friend’s marriage, or a public banquet, at 
which he generally insists upon making a speech, proposing a toast, 
or taking some other active but uncalled-for and unappreciated part 
hi the proceedings. But though it must be admitted thut intemper- 
ance is but too prevalent a vice among working mechanics, it is by no 
means a prominent characteristic of the class. On the contrary, taken in 
the aggregate, they are a very temperate body of men, and among them 
may be found numerous representatives of “ total abstinence ” in all its 
extremes and modifications ; from the “ total abstainer,” >vho has always 
been one, never having tasted intoxicating drinks, to the sensation- 
craving, procession-forming, medal-wearing, pledge-signing, and altogether 
ignoble “teetotaller,” who is generally a recently reclaimed drunkard of 
the worst class, aud upon whose continuance in his regenerated state but 
little reliance can be placed. 

. Now it Is some half-dozen of these rabid sons of abstinence who have 
become the bane of my existence by their fanatical attempts to induce me 


* It ought to bo stated that this is not a fancy sketch. The writer is reslly a 
working man. — E d. 
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to sign “ the pledge. 1 * There is a proverb which says that “ there’s a 
medium in all things ; 11 but then there is another proverb to the effect that 
"there is no rule without an exception,” and so, despite the dictum laid 
down in the first of these sayings, it is justifiable to conclude that there 
ore things in which there is no medium ; and one of them moBt undoubtedly 
is, the intolerant spirit with which the disciples of total abstinence seek to 
enforce their doctrines and practices upon all other members of society. To 
strive to promote the interests of what you conceive to be a good cause is 
highly commendable. But to insinuate that those who by reasoning you 
have failed to convert to your opinion will end their career on the gallows 
or in the madhouse, and that the transition stages to those undesirable 
consummations will consist of wife-beating, bankruptcy, moral degra- 
dation, premature physical decay, and unutterable sottishness, is to show 
a decided want of that medium which ought to characterize discussions of 
all matters of opinion. And it is this want of medium in the, no doubt, 
well-meant endeavours of my persecutors to induce me to Bign “the 
pledge ” that has converted what might have been a fiiendly discussion 
into a harassing persecution. “Well, why won’t you sign it?” asks 
Bodgers (who is the spokesman and chief of my persecutors), in a tone 
of exasperation, after ineffectually endeavouring to convince me that a 
person who partakes of malt liquor, however sparingly, is little, if any- 
thing better than a murderer. “ Come, give us your reasons, if you’ve 
got any," persists the indignant Bodgers, greatly disgusted that I do 
not instantly explain myself. In vain, whon thus interrogated, I 
submissively express my conviction that in its place — that is, applied 
to incorrigible drunkards, or those who are conscious of a want of self- 
restraint where intoxicating drinks are concerned — the total abstinence 
pledge is a most praiseworthy institution. In vain I argue that even 
strong drinks may have their beneficial uses. In vain I urge that I am a 
man of temperate habits, that I believe the little drink that I do take 
does me good, and that even if I found it injured me, or I had any other 
mqtive for abstaining fiom it, I could and would do so without signing 
any pledge. To hear none of these or the other numerous reasons I 
bring forward in support of my refusal doth the obdurate Bodgers 
seriously incline. Moderation, Bodgers sententiously informs me, is 
the mother of intemperance, and to be good yourself, sayB the same 
authority, » not sufficient ; you must set the example to others, and try 
to make them good. “ So that, you see, you have not got a leg to 
stand on,” remarks another abstainer. “Oh, he knows he’s wrong,” 
observes a third, “ only he’s too pig-headed to say so.” And the rest of 
my persecutors give it as their joint opinion that “ that (the last remark) 
is about the size of it,” and that I would “ have my own pig-headed way 
if a saint "(and only to a saint’s do they consider Bodgers* eloquence 
second) were to come and tell me I was wrong.” 

Day after day am I subjected to attacks of this kind — attacks that, in 
addition to destroying my peace of mind, are rapidly impairing my 
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digestion, as they are generally made while I am at dinner, which 
meal I take, in common with my persecutors and many others, in 
the dining-room connected with the establishment in which I am em- 
ployed. To be catechized, to be spoken to, and spoken at in this manner 
is bad enough, but the active part of my persecution is by no meanB the 
worst part of it. No ! it is when I consider “ what manner of men 
they be” who subject me to this treatment, that my cup of bitterness 
becomes full. When I remember that the abusive and dogmatic Bodgers 
of to-day is the same Bodgers who but one short year before was wont 
to sneak to his work by circuitous routes, in order to avoid the threats 
and entreaties of a number of publicans to whom he was indebted for 
drink, — the same Bodgers who met you in the street, and noisily impor- 
tuned you to “ stand a glass,” or lend him “ the price of a pint,” and who 
loudly, sometimes blasphemously, resented any attempt to remonstrate 
with him upon his disgraceful conduct : when again I remember thut 
Sturge (who calls me pig-headed) is the same person who a few months 
ago, figured in the local newspapers under the heading of “nn old 
offender,” or 11 Sturge again,” and whose case generally appeared at 
the head of Monday’s police intelligence in this style : — “ John Sturge, 
a drunken and dissipated-looking man, well known at this court, was 
placed at the bar, charged for the — teentli time with being drunk and 
incapable. Police- constable B 4 deposed to finding the prisoner, &c., &c. — 
Fined five shillings : ” when I remember, I say, that these are the men 
who assume the part of mentor, and rail not only against intempeiancc, 
but also against the moderate use of strong drinks, then I become enraged, 
threaten to thrash Sturge, and challenge Bodgers to pugilistic combat. 

My persecutors were regular attendants at the weekly meetings of a 
total abstinence society of which they were members; and to these 
meetings they were constantly alluding in my presence, remarking to 
each other in a tone of voice loud enough for me to hear, that Jones 
(myself) ought to have been at “ the meeting,” and he would have heard 
something that would have done him good, and suggesting that I would 
not go to their meetings because I knew that if I did I would hear that 
which would compel me to alter my opinion on the subject of the pledge. 
Goaded to desperation by the continual taunts and impertinences of these 
persecuting abstainers, J at length, in the hope of obtaining peace, entered 
into a treaty with them ; the terms of the treaty (which were proposed 
by themselves) being, that I was to accompany them to three of their 
meetings, and if after what I heard and saw at those meetings I still fiiijed 
to see that it was the duty of every right-thinking person to take the 
pledge, they would, to use the phrase of one of their number, “ give it 
up for a bad job,” and cease to importune me any further upon the 
subject. To these terms I readily agreed, promising upon my part to 
weigh, without prejudice or partiality, all that I heard, and thdt I would 
not allow uny feeling of personal opposition to Bodgers or others to inter- 
fere with my judgment. In order that I might not be at a loss to under- 
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stand the proceedings at these meetings, it would be necessary, Bodgers 
informed me, for him to explain to me the formation and object of the 
society. From his explanation I learned that the society consisted of 
about three hundred members, each of whom paid a small weekly 
Contribution to a fund established for the purpose of rendering pecuniary 
assistance to any of the members whose case required it. The society 
had divided the town into twelve districts, the members iu each of which 
were called a life-boat crew, and a captain was appointed over each crew. 
The duties of a captain were to look after the members in his district, 
and prevent, as far as lay in his power, any backsliding upon their pait, 
to gain as many proselytes as possible, and to come forward at the weekly 
meetings of the society, and report upon the state of tho crew, and the 
progress (if any) of “ the cause” in the district under his control. 

Bodgers, I need scarcely say, was a captain ; and as in that capacity 
he was required upon the platform, he was unable to accompany me to 
the first of the three meetings, to which I was escorted by Sturge. The 
business of the meeting was to commence at eight o’clock, and about ten 
minutes before that hour I arrived at the meeting-house. The instant I 
entered the room I became painfully aware of the fact that I was regarded 
as the lion of the evening, for I had scarcely got through the doorway 
when a most significant murmur pervaded the room, and several loudly 
whispered expressions of “That’s him," “Him with Sturge,” “Here he is," 
and others of a like nature, reached my ears ; and I felt that every eye was 
upon me aB I followed Sturge to a seat near the platform. When the 
excitement caused by my entrance had somewhat abated, I ventured to take 
a look at the audience who had done me the honour of looking so intently at 
me, and I am bound to say that the result of my scrutiny was of anything 
but a gratifying nature. There were about two hundred persons present, 
and among them some highly respectable-looking individuals; but tho 
predominant characteristic of a great majority of the countenances of the 
abstainers who formed the audience was dissipation — dissipation of a more 
Or less marked character ; and it was an unnecessary proceeding upon the 
part of the speaker who in the course of the evening addressed the 
meeting, to assure his hearers that a great number of those present had 
once been “ slaves to drink,” as that was to be plainly seen in dozens of cases, 
and the emancipation of many of them was evidently of a veiy recent date. 

Having finished my survey of the audience, I turned my gaze upon 
the platform, just in time to witness the entranoe of the chairman and 
captains upon it. The chairman upon this occasion (a fresh one was 
chosen each evening) was a stout, coarse-looking individual with a very 
red face, and a profusion of 6till redder hair. He was attired in a suit of 
seedy, ill-fitting black, and wore a rather cloudy- looking white neckcloth ; 
and this dress, and the circumstance that his nose was of an umnistakeably 
44 jolly ” cast, gave him the appearance of one of the mutes attached to the 
staff of an economic fhneral company. 'This mutish -looking gentleman, 
Sturge informed me in a whisper, was Mr. Bidder the farniture-broker 
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who once nearly killed himself by drinking, for a wager, a pint of raw rum 
in five minutes, and who, before he signed the pledge, seldom went to bed 
sober. Advancing to the front of the platform, the chairman, in a severe * 
tone of voice, cried Silence ! ” and having obtained silence he then gave 
out the words of a teetotal hymn, which was sung to the tune of “ Ole 
Virginia Shore,” and the burden of which was — 

I’ve done my best, I've done my best, and I cannot do any more, 

Bnt I’ll carry the seeds of temperance to every drunkard’s door. 

The hymn being finished, and a short prayer said* the business of the 
evening then commenced. Selecting ono from a roll of papers that 
ho held in his hand, Mr. Bidder, after again crying “ Silence ! ” and 
u Order 1 ” proceeded to say that, at the request of a number of the 
members, the committee of the society had written to that celebrated 
advocate of total abstinence the Whistling Waggoner, requesting to be 
informed when he could make it convenient to give one of his enter- 
tainments in this town. He now held in his hand the reply of the 
Waggoner, which was to the effect that he would be able to accom- 
modate them in the course of a fortnight, and they might at once proceed 
to 41 bill ” him. This announcement was received with great cheering, 
amid which the chairman sat down. When the applause had subsided, 
the chairman called out, 44 Captain of number one lifeboat crew, please to 
stand forward.” In reply to this call, one of 44 the twelve ” left his seat 
and advanced to the front of the platform, and said that all was going on 
smoothly in his district, and that the crew of which lie had the honour to 
be captain were one and all steadfast in 44 the good cause.” Captains two, 
three, and four reported to the same effect, and almost in the same words. 
This succession of good reports put the audience into quite a hoppy frame 
of mind. But human happiness is, alas 1 but transitory. The report of the 
fifth captain completely extinguished, for a time at least, the exultation 
raised by the four previous reports. The woe-begone expression of Number 
Five’s countenance plainly indicated that his report would be of an unfa- 
vourable nature, and he evinced great reluctance to face his audience. So 
slow, indeed, was he in coming to the front that loud cries of “Time,” 44 Toe 
the mark,” 44 Come up to the scratch,” “ Go in and win,” and other phrases 
that are onjy to be found in the vocabulary of “ our pugilistic reporter,” 
arose from all parts of the room. Seeing that his hesitation was pro- 
ducing an unfavourable effect upon his auditors, Number Five summoned 
up his courage, dashed to the front, and abruptly commenced the delivery 
of his report. His intelligence, he was sorry to say, was of a very dis- 
heartening nature. They all knew Finigan, the big Irishman who had 
joined their society about a month ago (cries of “ Yes, yes ”). Well, as 
some of them were probably aware, the committee had a few days since, 
at his (the captain’s) recommendation, advanced the sum of two pounds to 
Finigan, to enable him to start in business as a greengrocer ; but instead 
of expending the money in vegetables, Finigan had got drunk with 
it He had then gone home, turned his mother out of doors, severely 
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beaten hia wife, and attempted to bite a policeman’s nose off, for winch 
series of offences he wus then undergoing a punishment of a month's 
imprisonment with hard labour (cries of 44 Servo him right ”). 14 The 
worst part of the business,” continued the captaiu, 44 is that there will 
be no chance of us ever getting the two pounds back again, and that 
is what grieves me ; for the lost party to whom the committee made 
an advance, upon my recommendation, cheated them out of thirty shil- 
lings.” This recital of the brutal and ungrateful conduct of Finigan, 
together with the knowledge of the pecuniary loss sustained by the society 
in consequence thereof, served to throw a deep gloom over the meeting— 
a gloom which the ordinarily favourable reports of the next six captains 
failed to dispel. But all joy had not departed from among them : 
in the repoit of the last of tlie captains was consolation found. The 
manner of captain number twelve, as he came forward in obedience to the 
call of the chairman, Btarllcd the audience out of the sullen calmness into 
which they had sunk. There was an elasticity and lightness in his gait, 
and an expression of cheerfulness and triumph upon his countenance, that 
would have been a positive insult to his hearers unless accompanied by 
intelligence of an unusually pleasing character ; and, happily for the peace 
of the meeting, his information was of a nature that fully justified the 
triumphant manner he assumed in giving it. The reports of the other 
captains had been made in the briefest possible manner ; but Number Twelve, 
who evidently considered himself an orator, spoke at considerable length. 
He commenced by observing that 44 they had all heard some very discou- 
raging intelligence that evening,” and then went on to Bay that 49 the un- 
grateful behaviour of some of the individuals whom the society had assisted 
and befriended was ulmost enough to deter them from attempting to reclaim 
or benefit others. But though,” he continued, 44 their kindness to those 
whom drink had brought to poverty and want w as, alas 1 but too often 
repaid by the blackest ingratitude, and though tbeir efforts to show the 
drunkard the error of his way had, in many instances, met with ridicule, 
scorn, and even blows, yet they could point with pride and pleasure to 
cases in which their humble endeavours had been productive of good— 
lasting and permanent good.” After giving short biographies of several 
of the 44 iescued” persons in whom the society hod been the means of 
effecting 44 lasting and permanent good,” Numbetf'Twelve proceeded to inform 
his hearers that, since their last meeting, a name had been added to the 
list of 44 the rescued ” that few would have ever thought of seeing there, 
and he felt sure that when they heard that name they would feel amply 
compensated for any disappointment they had experienced when they 
heard of Finigan'a caae. The person whose name he alluded to — he would 
UBe the name by which he was best known to the publio— was 14 Fighting 
Joel ” The utterance of this name created an immense sensation, add the 
speaker's voice was lost amid bursts of cheering and cries of 44 No, no,” 
44 It can’t be,” 44 He'll break,” which arose on all sides. When silence waa 
at length restored, Number Twelve concluded hia report, by repeating 
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most emphatically that, however improbable it might appear to some of 
them, it was nevertheless true that Fighting Joe had taken the pledge, 
and he for one firmly believed that he would keep it. The reports of tho 
captains being finished, the chairman again came forward and announced 
that “ one of their most highly-valued members had kindly consented to 
address them that evening.” 

The entrance of the “ highly-valued member” was the signal for 
another encigctic burst of cheering, which he acknowledged by a bow 
that showed that that was not his first appearance on any stage ; on the 
conti ary, as I afterwards learned, he was the crack speaker of the society, 
and had been specially selected to astonish me. His subject was the “ Evils 
of Moderation,” and his discourse soon showed that he had been coached 
for the occasion by Bodgers. He was evidently bent on converting 
me by sarcasm, and at each fresh stab that he made at moderation, 
the abstainers regarded me with glances which said, “ as plain as whisper 
in the ear,” How do you like that, my fine fellow ? and I could see that 
it was generally expected that I would show temper under the severe 
handling of the highly-valued member. In this expectation the dis- 
ciples of abstinence were, however, doomed to disappointment. I 
kept my temper perfectly unruffled, which was easy enough to do, 
since the whole harangue of the speaker was a mere repetition of the 
proverbs and arguments I had lieai d from Bodgers scores 'of times, and 
they consequently failed either to anger or interest me. The address on 
the evils of moderation being concluded, and a vote of thanks awarded to 
the deliverer of it, the chairman dissolved tho meeting, and the audience 
quietly dispersed. Outside of the meeting-house I was joined by Bodgers, 
who immediately began to try and draw me into a discussion, when I 
reminded him that one of the conditions of our treaty was, that teetotalism 
was to be a forbidden subject between us till I had attended the three 
meetings, but it was not till I had threatened to decline attending the other 
two meetings that Bodgers relinquished his efforts to “ renew the subject.” 

The next meeting I attended was the one at which the Whistling 
Waggoner was to give his entertainment. The audience upon this occa- 
sion numbered upwards of three hundred, many of the general public 
being there in addition to the members ; the admission this time being by 
payment, and the ordinary business of the weekly meetings being dispensed 
with. * At the hour appointed for the commencement of the entertainment 
the Waggoner was ushered on to the platform, and was most enthusiasti- 
cally received. When the plaudits evoked by his appearance had ceased, 
the chair man of the meeting introduced him to the audience as “ one of the 
warmest and most able teetotal advocates we have ;” and then modestly 
retired into the background, leaving the warm, able, and whistling advo- 
cate of teetotalism the observed of all observers. The Waggoner was, to 
use the language of my newspaper, “ a thick-set and powerful-looking man, 
somewhat below the middle height,” and his plump and sleek appearance 
testified to his being a good liver. His face was too fleshy to admit of any 
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expression, while his eyes were so small and so deeply sunk in his head as 
to, preclude the possibility of catching their expression if they had any. 
His “ get up ” was a decided attempt at the clerical, and an equally decided 
failure: his whole appearance and manner being too suggestive of the 
waiter at one of those Gravesend establishments that supply tea and 
Bhrimps for ninepence. 

The Waggoner’s entertainmont, of course, embraced the usual unau- 
thenticated statistics, stock anecdotes, and pieces of clap-trap oratory of 
the professional teetotal lecturers. Drink once more destroyed its sixty 
thousand victims annually, slew more than the sword, filled our prisons 
and workhouses, our hospitals and asylums, and caused all our disease and 
poverty ; and, in a word, drink was held up as tho origin of “ all the ills 
that flesh is heir to,” and the great bar to human happiness here below. 
The old stone-breaker who drank ale in the summer to cool him, and iu 
the winter to warm him, was again brought forward. The man who 
blasted that he had drank his bottle of port every day for forty years was 
again silenced by being asked, “ Where are all your companions ? ” and the 
prisoner in the condemned cell, when asked what brought him there again, 
exclaimed, “ Drink 1 drink 1” “ The first fatal glass” was descanted upon at 
considerable length ; and it was, of course, implied that all who took that 
glass ultimately came to poverty and grief, and were fortunate if they 
escaped penal servitude or the madhouse. 

The only original feature in the entertainment was the introduction of 
a number of teetotal songs, which were very well Bung by the Waggoner, 
who possessed a good though uncultivated voice. These “ songs of tee- 
totalism” wore of a wretchedly doggerel character. Compared with 
them, even “ The Perfect Cure ” would have appeared a sensible and 
elegant composition ; however, they seemed to please the audionce, who 
joined lustily in the chorus of the two entitled “ I’ll Drink Cold Water ” 
and “No Alcohol for Me.” At the termination of the entertainment, 
thanks to the crush at the door, I managed to elude Bodgers, who I knew 
would want to “renew the subject,” and I had already had more than 
enough of it for one evening. 

As there was no immediate prospect of another professional teetotal 
advocate visiting the town, it was agreed that I Bhould attend the next 
ordinary meeting of the society, more by way of fulfilling the terms of the 
treaty into which I had entered than from any hope my persecutors now 
had of influencing my opinions j for when I informed them that the lecture 
of the Waggoner had in no way altered my views upon the subject of the 
pledge, they seemed to abandon all hope of my conversion. The chairman 
at this, the l&Bt of the three meetings “ nominated in the bond,” was no 
other than Sturge, who performed his duties in a highly creditable manner. 
The captains, with one exception, were all there, and each repoj^ed tfeat all 
was well in his distiict. The absent captain was Number Twelve, who 
was unable to attend, owing to the effects of a severe thrashing he had 
received from Fighting Joe. Joe, as we learned from the statement of 
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the chairman, having, in addition to breaking the pledge, broken the nose 
of, and otherwise maltreated, the unfortunate captain of number twelve 
lifeboat crew. Joe, if appeared, harl gone to the races, and was returning 
from them in a state of intoxication, when he was met by the captain, 
who taunted him with* having so soon broken his promise; whereupon 
Joe instantly 'assaulted him ih the manner described by the chairman. 
After the reports had been delivered and the absence of Number Twelve 
accounted for, a number of the members came upon the platform, to give 
an account of their 44 rescue,” or speak of their 44 experiences.” Some of 
them had taken the pledge because their friends lmd promised to pay their 
debts, procure them employment, or confer some other benefit upon them 
if they would do so ; others for the purpose of saving money ; and some 
for special reasons affecting only their particular cases : one man assigning 
tlie novel reason that he lmd been stung by the ingratitude of a publican 
whose house he had been in the habit of frequenting, in refusing to support 
him and his wife and family when he was out of work : nor did it seem 
to occur to him that the baker with whom he had been in the habit of 
dealing would probably havo acted in the same ungrateful manner. 

The cxpeiienceB were as various as the reasons for taking the pledge. 
Some of the speakers had “ for years been drunk every night,” others had 
been in the habit of spending the greater portion of their earnings in the 
public-house, and, on some occasions, the whole of their week’s wages had 
been consumed in the payment of the past week’s 44 shot ” and a Saturday 
night’s 11 spree.” Some had lost good situations through their habits of 
intoxication, and one \illanous-looking character gleefully informed his 
hearers that he used to get diunk every Saturday night, and then go homo 
and 41 whop *’ his wife, and smash the crockeiy ; and, to judge by his coun- 
tenance, he seemed capable of doing even worse things. The last of the 
speakers, after observing that for many years he lmd scarcely ever had 
a decent rag to his back, and was often without food, 44 all through drink,” 
proceeded to dilate upon the fruits of tectotalism : the fruits in his case 
being, to use his own words, 44 this slap-up suit of black and this watch — ” 
pulling the latter article out of his pocket. Ho entered into a detailed 
account of the manner in which he had accumulated the money to pur- 
chase the clothes and watch with, told the price of each separate artiolo 
and the cojt of the whole, turned his back to the audience to enable them 
to obtain a back view of the coat, exclaiming at the same time, 44 There’s 
the fruits of tectotalism for )ou,” and concluded a somewhat lengthy and 
perfectly idiotical address by holding the wrntcli above his head and 
shouting , 44 "Who wouldn’t be a teetotaler ? ” 

Some of these speakers had, according to their own confession, broken 
the pledge two, three, and one of them even five times; but the most 
painful part of this disgraceful exhibition" was the absence of shame 
with which these men paraded the disgusting and brutal episodes of their 
livea befpre their fellow -men. That such men as these should be brought 
from a state of habitual and degrading drunkenness to one of total 
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abstinence from intoxicating drinks is a great blessing, not only to them- 
selves but to society at large, and those who bring about the reformation 
of such men are justly regarded as benefactors of their raoo. But that 
such men, while the stamp of their bestial habits is yet uneffaced from 
their countenances, should inveigh against the moderate use of the stimu- 
lants which they had so grossly abused, is a most impudent proceeding, 
and one that tends to bring contempt upon the (in its proper sphere, the 
reclamation of habitual diunkards) truly Christian cause of teetotalism. 
And even in the case of those conscientious teetotalers who have never been 
drunkards, and those who, by yeais of unswerving consistency in their re- 
formed habits, have earned the light to advocate the cause they profess, 
I think it an ill-advised proceeding to try to force their doctrines upon 
those who are and always have been of temperate habits, more especially 
as there is so extensive a field for their labours in weaning men from the 
curse of drunkenness. 

On the morning after thid last meeting my persecutors again made an 
attack upon me. One of them began by asking me if I still intended to “ be 
stupid,” and on my replying that I did not intend to take the pledge, Sturge 
reminded them that he had told them that I would have my own pig-headed 
way. Bodgers, however, upon this occasion came to my rescue, and 
commanded “ those of his inclining ” to hold their noise while he and 
Jones reasoned the matter over. Bodgers 1 reasoning and arguments 
would have been very good had they been applied to a drunkard, but 
they were not at all applicable to my case, as Bodgers himself and even 
the most fanatical of his admirers was perfectly willing to admit that I 
never got drunk, never spent my evenings in a public-house, never 
neglected any duty for the sake of drink, and that I certainly was a 
temperate man. “ Still," urged Bodgers, “ you ought to take the pledge, 
for you arc not sure that you will always be able to remain the same 
moderate man that you now arc, and, even if you are, you will stiH bo 
doing a great injin y to the cause of teetotalism, for unreflecting drunkards 
will point to such as you ns a proof that drink may be taken without any 
evil resulting from it. But that evil will come of it,” Concluded Bodgers, 
emphatically, “ is as Bure os that eggs are eggs.” Although Bodgers Bpoke 
with greater sense and moderation upon this occasion than he had ever 
done before, liis eloquence was unavailing, and the result of our discussion 
was that I told him respectfully but firmly, that I must positively, and once 
for all, decline joining a body of men who wore medals, formed processions, 
and otherwise took credit to themselves for simply doing what was the 
duty of every man, namely, keeping sober. This decision by no means 
pleased my persecutory who, despite the terms of our treaty, immediately 
renewed and have since continued their persecution of me. 

A year has passed since I attended the last of the three teetotal Meet- 
ings, and though during that time Bodgers has returned to his “ former 
habits,” and now exercises his persuasive eloquence in inducing reluctant 
landlords to give him credit for w just another pot,” and negotiating loan# 
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for “ the price of a. pint/’ and Sturge has several times made his appear- 
ance at the police-court on the old familiar charge of being “ drunk and 
incapable/' those of my persecutors who have remained true to “ the good 
cause,’' and the more recently “rescued” individuals who have joined their 
lanks, continue their persecuting effort swith unabated fierceness.* And they 
joyfully look forward to that teetotalers' millennium (which, with the 
fatuity peculiar to bigots and fanatics, they assert to be near at hand) 
when the Permissive Bill shall reign supreme. And that bill once made 
law, they cheerfully assuro me I must be prepared to bid a long farewell 
to that glass of XX which, in the summer months, is often the only thing 
that gives me an appetite for the solid food which, from the hot and 
laborious nature of my daily employment, I stand in need of, or which 
enables me to continue at my work when, from the effects of the combined 
heat of a July sun and a large blacksmith’s shop, I am unable to take a 
sufficient quantity of food. My persecutors suggest dinner pills as a sub- 
stitute for porter ; but I have an extreme aversion to drugs under any 
circumstances, and certainly shall not take them while so pleasant a black 
draught as bottled stout has “ the desired effect.” They also bring forward 
a number of total abstinence theories to show that it cannot be the stout 
or pale ale that I drink which does me so much good, because (according 
to their theories) all alcoholic drinks are injurious to health. As not only 
doctors, but theorists also, disagree upon this question, I shall not attempt 
to decide it. But I may observe, as a matter of fact, that I enjoy aB 
good health as any teetotaler that I have ever met, and better health than 
the majority of them ; though this, may be because the constitutions 
of many of them are impaired through early excesses or illness, con- 
sequent upon a sudden transition from a state of chronic drunkenness 
to one of total abstinence. And I have invariably noticed that among 
working men, those who drink from half-a-pint to a pint of ale or porter 
with their mid-day meal, but who rarely touch stimulating drinks at 
other times, require a less quantity of Bolid food than teetotalers. The 
appetite of a teetotaler often borders on the voracious, and the quantity 
of bread that some of them eat is “a caution.” This great appetite is one 
of their proudest boastB, but in my opinion it is a mistaken one, for sick- 
headaches and the numerous other complaints arising from indigestion, 
prevail to a marked extent among the teetotalers in the working classes, 
and the feeling of excessive repletion caused by their inordinate meals often 
interferes materially with their activity and capability of enduring fatigue. 

v Xo conclude, then, my persecutors lead me a terrible life still, but 
they do not have matters all their own way, for when one of them 
“breaks out,” or when I can show them the newspaper containing an 
account of an additional appearance upon the part of Sturge at the police- 
court, or inform them that the landlord of the “ Lame Dock ” is waiting 
outside the workshop-gate to effect the capture of Bodgers, against whom 
he has “ a long chalk,” J have my hour of triumph. 
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No name in the history of Italian art is more renowned than that of Ben- 
Temuto Cellini. Yet this can hardly be attributed to the value of his 
Works ; for though, while he livod, he was the greatest goldsmith of his 
time, an excellent musician, a poet, a skilled medallist, and an admirable 
statuary, yet few of his many masterpieces survive. The gold and Bilvcr 
ornaments which bear his name are only in some rare instances genuine ; 
and the bronze Perseus, which still stands in the Loggia dei Lanzi at 
Florence, alone remains to show how high he lanked among the Inter 
Italian sculptors. In one respect, however, he commands our interest 
more particularly than any of his fellow-woikers in the field of art. He 
left behind him at his death a full and graphic picture of his long and 
stormy life. It ib probably to this circumstance that he owes his great 
oelebrity. The vigorous and vivid style of this autobiography, its intense 
individuality, the variety of its incidents, and the amount of information 
it contains, place it high both as a life romance and also as a work on art. 
One might fancy that Lesage and Fielding had made this book a pattern 
for their novels. Parini and TiraboRchi unite in esteeming it the most 
delightful book in the whole range of Italian letters, and Walpole called it 
“ more amusing than any novel.” On the other hand it presents to us an 
admirable picture of an artist’s real life in the sixteenth century at Rome, 
Paris, and Florence. Cellini represents his century, embodying its genius 
in his writings, in his actions, and in liis art ; his life was inextricably 
involved with that of some of the most distinguished men of his age ; his 
works are national, and serve to illustrate the principles of taste and 
fashion then in vogue. He was essentially an Italian of the Cmque-Cento 
period. His passions were the passions of his countrymen ; his errors 
were the errors of his time ; his eccentricities were the eccentricities of 
the Renaissance. Of course we do not mean that all Italian artists were 
like Cellini, or deny that he, as an individual, would have been remarkable 
for violence of passion in any age ; but what we read of popes and princes 
in Burchard and Guicciardini, or of painters in Vasari’s Lives, makes us 
sure that Cellini could not have been looked upon by his cotemporaries 
as a monster of iniquity, or even as an exceptionally profligate person. 
The fact is that his fellow-citizens held him in high esteem, and buried 
him with public ceremonies. He wrote the memoirs which excite our 
astonishment in the leisure of his age, and gave them to his friends to read 
without expressing shame. Even Vasari, who was personally on bad 
terms with him, gives witness that he “ always showed himself a man of 
great spirit and vivacity, bold, active, enterprising, and formidable to his 
enemies ; a man, in short, who knew ns well how to speak to prinees as 
to exert himself in his art.” Therefore, when we read the long list of 
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crimes which he has complacently recorded in his life, we must remember 
that the standard of morality has changed in Europe, and that one wc 
call a desperate bravo passed then for a man of courage and ability. 

Cellini was born of a good family at Florence, on the night of All 
Saints' day in 1500, jand wfes called Benvenuto to record his parents' joy 
at having a son. His father, who seems to have been a man of taste and 
cultivation, wished to make him a musician ; and Cellini in consequence 
for some years played the flute attentively, but much against his will. 
He showed a decided preference for the art of design, and at the age of 
fifteen engaged himself to a goldsmith called Marcone. This gave old 
Giovanni Cellini some annoyance ; but Benvenuto, like a dutiful son, con- 
tinued to play to his father in the intervals of business, upon the hated 
flute and horn. While engaged in the workshop of Marcone, Benvenuto ' 
got into a scrape, and had to fly from Florence for a time. He travelled 
about, visiting Siena, Bologna, and Pisa, and working assiduously in the 
shops of goldsmiths. It must not be thought that this education was a 
mean one for so great an artist. Painting and sculpture in Italy were 
looked upon far more as trades than we are wont to consider them. The 
artist had his “bottega” or shop just as much as the cobbler or the 
blacksmith, and an apprenticeship to goldsmiths' work was considered 
in Florence an almost indispensable commencement of a great oareer. 
Brunelleschi, Botticelli, Verocchio, Ghiberti, Pollajuelo, and Luca della 
Robbia, all underwent this preliminary training before they embarked 
upon the higher arts. It has been well observed that the goldsmith’s art 
is an epitome of all the arts of design. A French writer on archeology 
points out the intimate connection between the work of the architect and 
of the goldsmith in mediaeval cathedrals, the one attempting to represent the 
infinite magnitude of Nature, the other to follow her through all the details 
of her beauty. As the goldsmith’s art was understood in Florence, it 
embraced a knowledge of painting, sculpture, and architecture. It re- 
quired the greatest patience of execution and delicacy of design. It forced 
the student, from an early age, to deal with the actual materials of his art; 
so that later on in life he was not tempted to leave, as modem artists do, 
a portion of his work to journeymen and hirelings. No labour seemed too 
minute, no metal was too mean, for the exercise of his skill and inventive 
powers. Art ennobled all that he was called upon to do, whether car- 
dinals required him to make them silver vases for their dinner tables; or 
ladies came to get their jewels set ; or knights sent sword-blades to be 
mpunted ; or kings desired new palaces with statues, gates, and fountains 
in their courts ; or poets asked to have their portraits cast in bronze ; or 
grand dukes needed medals to commemorate their victories ; or popes and 
bishops wished to plaqe carved reliquaries on the altars of their patron 
saints ; or men of fashion ordered medallions of Leda and Adonis to wear 
upon their necks or in their hair. All these branches of art men like 
Cellini practised, and they gave the same amount of conscientious toil to* 
each. The consequence was that at the time of the Renaissance every- 
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thing was picturesque or beautiful. Furniture, clothes, plate, houses, 
and jewels, were alike the subjects of true ait. 

At the end of about a year Benvenuto returned to Florence, and began 
to study the cartoons of Michael Angelo, for whom he had the greatest 
admiration. He muBt already have acquired considerable reputation as a 
craftsman, for about this time Torrigiani invited him to go to England 
and enter, the service of Henry VIII. This irascible and envious artist 
gained celebrity by breaking Michuel Angelo’s nose while studying with 
him in the Chapel of the Carmine at Florence. Seeing Benvenuto at 
work upon Michael Angelo’s designs he told him the Btory of this youthful 
exploit. “ His words,” says Cellini, “ raised in me such a hatred of the 
fellow, that far from w i&hing to accompany him to England, I could not 
bear to look at him.” One of the best points in Cellini's character was 
his profound and reverential love for Michael Angelo. He calls him “ il 
divino Michel agnolo,” and speaks about “ la bella maniera ” of tho 
mighty sculptor, readily acknowledging his superiority, although he 
thought no other artist fit to hold a candle to himself. Every word of 
commendation he received from Michael Angelo was treasured up and 
carefully recorded, nor could he find a better climax for the hyperbolical 
praises which he lavished on his own statue of Perseus, than by saying 
that Michael Angelo could scarcely have surpassed it. We may conceive, 
therefore, that he bore no love to Torrigiani, and did not care to swell the 
list of recruits whom that artist was beating up among the young men of 
ability at Florence. Besides, the idea of travelling to England and spend* 
ing some years among the barbarous islanders — “ questi diavoli. . . quelle 
bestie di quegli Inglesi,” as he calls them — was repugnant to a Florentine. 
# Instead of leaving for England, Cellini, having quarrelled with his 
father about his flute-pla) ing, sauntered out one day toward the gate of 
San Piero Gattalini. There he met a friend called Tasso, who had also 
quarrelled with his parents, and the two boys agreed to trudgo away to 
Home. 44 My good friend, Tasso,” said Cellini, “ it is the woik of God 
that we have reached this gate without our own intention : now, Bince I 
have come so far, I seem to have done half the journey.” So the boys 
walked on, wondering as they went “ what will the old folks say to-night 7” 
but settling not to think of that until they reached Borne. Cellini found 
employment there and stayed two years. At the expiration of this time 
he returned to Florence, but soon involved himself in a quarrel and 
stabbed a young man called Guasconti, for which offence he was again 
obliged to fly to Home. These frays recur continually among the adven- 
tures which Cellini has recorded in his life. He says that he was 
44 naturally somewhat choleric,” and describes the access of his anger as a 
sort of fever, lasting sometimes for days, preventing him from taking food 
or sleep, making his blood boil, inflaming his eyes, and never suffering 
him to rest until he had revenged himself by murder or at least by blows. 
*We have, by an effort, to recall the state of public morality at that time 
in Europe, in order to understand how Cellini can talk with unconcern 
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and even self-complacency of his homicides. In a sonnet to Bahdinelli, he 
compares his victims with the mangled Btatues of that bad sculptor, much 
to his own satisfaction. 

De yivi ho pereosso io ; vi molti sossi 
Tracassati e distrutti ; qual si rode 
Biasmo a voi : h mia cuopre la terra. 

Nor does he speak with any shame of the savage treatment which *he 
indicted on a woman who sat to him as a model and whom he hauled up 
and down his room by the hair of her head. It is true that on this 
occasion he regrets having in a moment of blind fury spoiled two of the 
best arms which he had ever drawn from. He records with triumph acts of 
spite which we should blush to think of— stabs in the dark, and such 
a piece of revenge as cutting several beds to bits in the house of an 
innkeeper who had offended him. His truculcncy and bullying were past 
description. When any one opposed him in his schemes or entered into 
competition with him ns an artist, he instantly swaggered up with hand 
on hilt and Baid he would run him through the body if he did not mind 
his business. This furious temper led him into a thousand diverting 
scrapes which he records with admirable gravity and humour. At the 
same time he is thoroughly contented with himself, and attributes the 
success of his own violence in subduing and maltreating people to the 
providence of God. “I do not write this narrative,” lie says, “from 
a motive of ranity, but merely to return thanks to God who has extricated 
me out of so many trials and difficulties ; who likewise delivers mo from 
those that daily impend over me. Upon all occasions I pay my devotions 
to him ; call upon him as my defender and recommend myself to his care. 

I always exert my utmost efforts to extricate myself; but when I am • 
quite at a loss, and all my powers fail me, then the foice of the deity 
displays itself — that formidable force which, unexpectedly, Btrikes those 
who wrong and opprcB9 others, and neglect the great and honourable duty 
which God has enjoined on them.” We shall have occasion later on to 
discuss his religious opinions, but here it may be remarked that the 
feeling of this passage is thoroughly genuine and consistent with the spirit 
of the times. Men took a pride in the indulgence of their passions, and 
thought violence a virtue, so long as they refrained from treachery and 
acts of cowardice. Cellini almost cried with mortification on one occasion 
when he had to tell a lie, but he boasts of at least one deliberate murder, 
and would rather hack a man to pieces than pass by a taunt in silence. 
This temper explains much that seems to us exaggerated in the dramatic 
literature of the day. Bloodshed and ungovernable passions were familiar in 
the daily eourse of life. From tire date of his second visit to Rome, Cellini's 
life divides itself into three marked periods— the first spent in the service 
of Pope Clement the Seventh, the next in Paris at the Court of Fnmcis y 
and the third at Florence under Cosimo de Medici. On arriving in Rome 
his extraordinary abilities soon brought him into notice at the Papal Court 
The Chigi family, the Bishop of Salamanca, and the Pope himself! employed 
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him to moke various ornaments and pieces of plate. In consequence of 
a dream in which hiB father appeared and warned him to recommence the 
study of music, he entered the pope’s service as a flutist. This bugbear 
of music followed him until his fathci’s death, and then we hear no more 
of it. He spent his time to his own satisfaction: drawing the Roman 
ruins, shooting pigeons, quarrelling, fighting duels, defending his shop 
against the attacks of robbers, beating Mooiisli pirates on the shore by 
Cerveterra, and constantly producing some chef d' oeuvre in gold or silver. 
A little incident which he describes at length enables us to bcc the life of 
artists at this period. lie tells us that there was at Rome a society of 
painters and sculptors, among whom were numbered Giulio Romano and 
other scholars of Raphael. These men met twice a week to sup together, 
and to spend some hours in the enjoyment of music and in reading out the 
sonnets which they had composed. Cellini on one occasion dressed up 
a youth called Diego as a woman, and took him to this meeting, which he 
describes as being of the most splendid description. 

It may not here be out of place to remark how entirely the artists of 
the Renaissance were absorbed in their admiration for corporeal beauty. 
Art and life were alike to them one perpetual enjoyment of the sense, 
untroubled by reflection, and unidealized by striving after lofty aims. 
Michael Angelo alone is an exception to this remark. He, like Milton, 
was “a star, and dwelt apart.” But the great Venetian and Roman 
masters Bimply loved and painted what was splendid and luxurious in the 
open world around them. Where we require expression and intel- 
lectual significance they were content with finely-developed muscles, 
youth, activity, and loveliness of form. The habits of the day, 
voluptuous yet hardy, fostered this development of art. Men cultivated 
their bodies more carefully than tlieir minds, and had no Puiitanical 
reserve about the pleasure they derived from their senses. The 
asceticism of the Middle Ages, which regarded the body as an object of 
shame and pity, had expired, giving place to the classical admiration of 
pure form. Image*, and not ideas, prevailed in art. Men were educated 
by their senses only, and they sought to express the most abstract con- 
ceptions — such os resurrection, judgment, heaven and hell — by harmo- 
nious arrangements of the human person. In this respect the Italians 
resembled the Athenians. We all know what reverence the Greeks felt 
for beauty, how their philosophers considered it synonymous with good- 
ness, and how in their statues they sacrificed intensity of expression to 
melody and grace. It is said that Philippus a young warrior in the train 
of Dorieus, was worshipped by the EgeBteans for the beauty of his form. 
And- Herodotus mentions Callicrates, a Spartan youth, among the heroes 
of Platea, not for his valour, but simply because he was the most distin- 
guished Greek for beauty. Vasari relates similar anecdotes about the 
painters of his day which illustrate this characteristic of the Renaissance. 
Luca Signorelli, for instance, had a son of beautiful features and person. 
He died by an accident, whereupon Luca stripped his body and painted 
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the naked boy as a memorial of his beauty, and to satisfy his longing 
love. This to our mind is a curious mode of solacing paternal giief. But 
the body seemed to Luca something sacred, and an object of veneration 
for its loveliness. Acting ynder the same feeling, Michael Angelo intro- 
duced a group of naked men into his picture of the “ Holy Family ” at 
Florence, though they have nothing to do with the subject, thinking them 
an ornament worthy in themselves to grace religion . It is well known 
how deeply attached both he and Leonardo were to persons of gicat 
beauty. We are told that the latter would follow such for a whole day, 
in order to drink in the harmonics of the human form. But, unfortunately, 
this passionate love of beauty was not connected with any genuine venera- 
tion for nature, such as the Hellenic worship engendered. Moreover, it rose 
up as an antagonistic principle to that religion which had animated early 
Italian art. And so, in course of time it degenerated into mere sen- 
Buality, and the most unmeaning mannerism. Art became a skilful selec- 
tion of beautiful forms. It wholly lost its Christian character, and failed 
to inspire classic subjects with real life. In Cellini’s days a handsome 
youth upon a pedestal was what an artist called a god. And Cellini was 
the last of the Grecians in sculpture. What he says of Paulino who 
“ smiled in so graceful and affecting a manner that I am not surprised at 
Greek fables about the gods,” of Cencio, of Faustina, and of Angelica, 
proves him to have been most susceptible to the charms of physical beauty. 
Yet he has not animated his Perseus, his Ganymede, or his personification 
of Fontainebleau with a vestige of intellectual or moral loveliness. Tho 
vacancy of expression which pervades their “faultily faultless” features, 
proves the depth of degradation to which art lmd sunk. 

But to return to the narrative. The real sex of Diego was of course 
disclosed, and Benvenuto incurred the bitter animosity of one of the 
women present at this supper. This led him into a quarrel with Luigi 
Pulci, in which the dagger, as usual, played a great part. During the 
summer of 1527, Rome was besieged and occupied by the Imperial army. 
The Pope took refuge in the castle of St. Angelo, and there held out 
against his Spanish and German foes. Cellini, as is well known, lays 
claim to having shot the Duke of Bourbon dead with his own hand, and 
wounded the Prince of Orange. It is certain that he was an expert 
marksman, and that he did the Pope good service by directing the 
artillery of St. Angelo. One of the most interesting and animated 
portions of his autobiography is occupied with an account of these exploits 
in the castle. If we were to give credit to all his Assertions, we should 
believe that the Pope regarded him as generalissimo of his forces, and 
that nothing memorable happened without his intervention. But Cellini's 
whole life, in hfe own dpinion, was a miracle. The very hailstones which 
fell upon his head could not be grasped in both hands. His gun and 
ptnrder brought down birds which no one else could reach. His hair- 
breadth escapes, his prowess, his dexterity, the Antiquity of his family, 
the egregious praises conferred upon him by his friends, the confusion of 
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his foes, are never-ending themes for his huge self-conceit. While 
desiring to be sincere, and certainly most circumstantial in his details, there 
is no doubt that he unconsciously exaggerated cveiy thing that concerned 
himself. During the siege he says : — “ My drawing, my studies of the 
beautiful, and my excellent musical accomplishments, were all stunned 
by the noise of the artillery." When it was over he paid a visit to 
Florence, and there found that his father and some other relatives had 
died of the plague. Hib brother Cecchino, however, and hiB sister 
Liperata had survived. With them he spent a pleasant evening, for 
Liperata “ having for a while lamented her father, her Bister, her husband, 
and a little son that she had been deprived of, went to prepare supper, 
and during the rest of the evening there was not a word more spoken of 
the dead, but much about weddings. Thus w e supped together with the 
greatest cheerfulness and satisfaction imaginable." In these sentences we 
do not read the avowal of any particular liard-heartedness, but only the 
careless familiarity with loss and danger which war, famine, and plague 
had engendered in the men of that time. Cellini gladly risked his life 
in a quarrel for any one of his friends, but he would not sadden the 
presenj; by reflecting on inevitable accidents. This volatile temper 
pervades the whole of hiB character. His affections were strong, but 
very fleeting. It would be hard to enumerate all the love affairs of 
different kinds to which ho incidentally alludes. Yet the one serious 
passion he describes made him miserable for only a few days. His 
mistress ran away and left him “ on the point of losing his senses or 
dying of grief.” Yet two months after we find him “ indulging in 
pleasures of all sorts, and engaged in another amour to cancel the 
memory of the Sicilian." Nor does this argue in him an insensibility to 
the duties of life. On hearing of the death of his first son, “ the excess 
of grief quite disconcerted and confounded " him ; and when liis bister 
was left a widow with six children, he took them all into his house with- 
out even bragging about what after all appears to have been the best 
action of his life. Not long after this visit to Florence, his brother 
Cecchino was murdered by a musketeer at Rome. Cellini, after nursing 
his revenge, went out one evening, stole upon the murderer, and stabbed 
him in the back. He left his dagger in the nape of his victim's neck, 
and retired for refuge to the house of the Duke Alessandro. The whole 
matter reached the ear of the Pope, for whom Cellini was at work on 
some Crown jewels. The Pope sent for him, and simply said, “ Now that 
you have recovered your health, Benvenuto, take care of yourself." This 
shows how little they thought of homicide in Rome. ^ 

An old fisherman, when questioned about the murder of the Duke of 
Gandia, said that he had seen more than a hundred bodies thrown into the 
Tiber on different nights, at the same place, and never troubled himself 
about one more than another. If you killed a man, you ha£ to seek eoMe 
powerful protector, and avoid your victim's relatives.' When Cellini, a 
short time after this occurrence, stabbed his enemy Pompeo, two cardinals 
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were anxious to screen him from pursuit, and fought among themselves 
for the privilege of harbouring bo talented a criminal. The Pope, with 
marvellous good humour, observed, “ I never heard of the death of 
Pompeo, but often of Benvefmto’s provocation. So let a safe conduct be 
instantly made out,* and that will secure him from all manner of danger . 11 
Some one ventured to insinuate that this was dangerous policy ; but the 
Pope put him down by saying, “ You do not understand these matters. 
I must inform you that men who are masters of their profession, like 
Benvenuto, should not be subject to the laws . 11 Indeed, the laws seem alto- 
gether to have been a mere brutum fitlmen . Cellini, when he was poisoned 
by a parish priest at Florence, never thought of suing him for the wrong 
which he had done ; and in the case of his own murders he only dreaded 
retaliation. Once, and only once, the civil arm came down upon him, when 
the city guard attempted to arrest him for the murder of Pompeo. But he 
beat them off with swords and sticks ; and, after all, it appeared that they 
had only been acting at the instigation of a duke whom Cellini had offended. 

During this period of his residence at Pome, Cellini witnessed an 
incantation conducted in the Colosseum by a priest of Sicily. His 
description of this incident is one of the most powerfully written passages 
of his memoirs. The conjuror and Cellini, accompanied by two friends 
of his, and by a boy who was to act as a kind of medium, went by night 
to the amphitheatre. The magic circle was prepared : fires were lighted, 
and perfumes scattered on the flames. The necromancer began his charms, 
calling, in Hebrew, Greek, and Latin, on the leaders of the infernal legions 
to appear. Immediately the whole amphitheatre was filled with troops of 
phantoms, surging up on every side, rushing downwards from the galleries, 
issuing from subterranean caverns, and making hideous Bigns of fury. All 
the party were thrown into consternation, except Cellini, who, though 
terribly afraid, kept up tho fainting spirits of the rest. At last, the 
conjuror summoned courage enough to ask the demons when Cellini might 
hope to be restored to his lost love Angelica. They answered — how we are 
not told — that he would find her ere another month had passed away. 
Then they redoubled their attacks ; the necromancer said the danger was 
most imminent ; and morning broke upon them cold with fear. In order 
to understand the full effect of this Beene, we must remember how pro- 
foundly even the most scientific men believed in magic at that time, and 
how the spirits of the dead were thought to haunt deserted ruins. The 
magnitude of the Colosseum, the mystery of its origin, and the terrible uses 
to which it had been put in Roman days, invested it with peculiar super- 
stitious horror. It was believed that when it fell Rome would perish and 
the world would end. Robbers haunted its huge caves. Rubbish and 
dead weeds choked up its passages. Sickly trees grew among the porches, 
and the moon peered through the windows of its galleries. Nor had the 
pafkces of the Farnese and the Barberini yet been built up from its ruins. 
It was even more gigantic then than it is now. Place the necromancers 
and their fire in the centre of this space. Let the wind sweep clouds 
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across a stormy Bky, and moan among tho lairs from which the wild 
beasts used to rush. Fancy the priest's muttered spells, the sacred names 
which he pronounced in his unholy rites, the shuddering horror of the 
conscience-stricken accomplices, and Cellini with defiant mien but quailing 
heart — and we can believe he saw more than the amphitheatre contained. 

It has been conjectured that the phantoms were projected by tho 
conjuror from a magic lantern on the smoke that issued from his heaps of 
blazing wood. These volumes of vapour, agitated by tho wind, and rolling 
upward in thick spiral, were well fitted to reflect the images thrown upon 
them from a lantern, and to show them as receding and approaching, and 
varying in number and in shape. Whatever was their cause, Cellini 
certainly believed in their reality. Indeed he was not at all above the 
superstitions of his day. He describes a salamander, which his father 
showed him, “living and enjoying itself in the hottest flames;” and he 
relates with detail how a light appeared above his own head, and might be 
constantly observed by those to whom he chose to show the marvel. 
There were, however, he continues, with mysterious gravity, not very 
many to whom he had disclosed the fact. 

The next four years were spent by Cellini at Rome. lie took one 
journey to Venice, and was laid up for a long time on his return by a 
severe attack of the terrible disease which then was ravaging Europe, 
attacking kings and cardinals, and puzzling physicians. In April, 1527, 
having quarrelled with the Pope, he set out for France with two of his 
workmen. They passed through Floreuce, Bologna, Venice, and Padua, 
and crossed the Grisons by the Bernina and tho Albula. Cellini says 
nothing about the journey till ho reaches the Lake of Wallenstadt, on 
which he was nearly wrecked. He must have gone through some of the 
most romantic scenery of Switzerland at the best time of the year. Yet 
not a word escapes him of the beauty of the mountains or tho flowers, or 
about the wonder of the glaciers whioh he saw for the first time. Moun- 
tains to Italians of the sixteenth century, as to the ancient Greeks and 
Romaus, were simply horrible, repellent from their height and cold, and 
gloom and solitude and danger. The pleasure which we derive from 
contemplating savage grandeur was unknown to them. On the Lake of 
Wallenstadt Cellini met with a party of Germans whom he cordially hated. 
The Italians embarked in one boat and tho Germans in another, Cellini 
being under the impression that the German lakes would not be so likely 
to drown him as those of his own country. However, when a storm came 
on, he got into a fright, and went on shore as soon as possible, disembark- 
ing his horses and luggage at the foot of a steep pass, and scrambling up 
with the greatest difficulty. u Those devils of Germans,” as he calls them, 
went on merrily in front, and fell to drinking haid when they had rdtohecl 
their inn. That night he passed in a village where he “ heard the watch 
ring at all hours very agreeably, and as the houses were of wood, he 
was constantly bidding them take care of their- fires.” Next day they, 
arrived at Zurich, “a fine city which may be compared to a jewel for 
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lustre.’' This remark is true, and Bhows that Cellini was not dead to 
the beauty of Swiss towns, though he disliked their mountains. Iu 
course of time he inched Paris, and was introduced' to Francis. But 
falling ill and feeling restless, he returned to Italy by the Simplon. 
When he reached Borne he was arrested by the order of Pope Paul 
the Third, and thrown into the dungeons of St. Angelo. Cellini had 
been so unlucky as to incur the hatred of Pier Luigi Farnese, the 
Pope’s natural son, who, hearing a rumour of Cellini’s having stolen 
some crown jewels during the pontificate of Clement, induced his father 
to imprison him. The ground of suspicion was this : — Cellini, during the 
siege of Rome, had been employed by Clement to melt down the tiaras 
and papal ornaments, in order that Clement, when he csoapod to Orvieto, 
might secure them easily. He did bo, and confessed to having stolen part 
of the setting of these jewels ; for which crime Clement gave him abso- 
lution. The Farnese, however, believed that he had stolen and concealed 
a vast amount of gold, which Pier Luigi was determined to recover, and 
at all events to wreak liis fury on a victim he detested. On being 
arrested, Cellini called heaven and earth to witness that he was inno- 
cent, and thanked his stars he had 44 tlio happiness not to be confined 
for any criminal excess of passion, as generally happens to young men.” 
Whereupon 44 the brute of a governor interrupted me, and 6ftid, 4 Yet you 
have killed men enough in your time.’ " We cannot but think that this 
remark was very pertinent, but it provoked a tonent of abuse and a long 
enumeration of his services from the virtuous Cellini. Ilis account of this 
imprisonment, and of the hypochondiiacal governor who thought that he 
was a bat, and used to flap his arms and squeak when night was coming 
on, is very entertaining. So also is the minuto description of his escape 
from the castle. In climbing over the last wall Cellini fell and broke his 
leg, and was carried by a poor waterman to the palace of the Cardinal 
Comoro. Comoro promised to protect him, but eventually exchanged 
him for a bishopric. This remarkable proceeding illustrates the manners 
of the Papal Court. Comoro wanted a see for one of his servants, and the 
Pope wished to get a man he hated once more into his power. So the two 
ecclesiastics bargained together, and by mutual kind offices attained their 
ends. Poor Cellini, with his broken leg, went back to languish in the 
prison. He found the mad governor enraged with him. because he had 
44 flown away,” and had eluded his bat’s wings and eyes. So he was 
treated with more than usual rigour. At first a dread possessed him of 
being flayed alive, for he found himself incarcerated in a kind of con- 
demned cell. It happened, however, through the intercession of a lady 
who befriended him, that the Pope renounced his intention of putting 
Cellini to so infamous a death. But other enemies were at work, and the 
dust of a pounded jewel was mixed up with liis food to poison him. 
Cellini, knowing the properties of stones, and perceiving the broken 
oiystaU among the remnants of a salad he had eaten, examined them 
attentively, and found to his joy that they were not of a sufficiently hard 
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Mud to cause his death. These two escapes from destruction sobered his 
mind. Ilia broken leg caused him acute anguish. He was placed in a 
dungeon below ground, where the preacher Fojano had been starved to 
death. The door was dank, and infested with tarantulas and other reptiles. 
A few reflected sunbeams, for two hours in the afternoon, was all the light 
that entered through a little aperture. Here Cellini lay alone, unable to 
move from pain, with hair and teeth falling away, and with nothing to 
occupy him but a Bible and a book of Chronicles. However, his spirit was 
indomitable. He sang Psalms, and wrote verses in praise of his prison ; 
and, finding a piece of charcoal, made a great drawing of angels surrounding 
God the Father, on his wall. Once only his courage gave way, and, deter- 
mining on suicide, he so placed a beam that it should fall upon him like a 
trap. When all was ready, an unseen hand took hold of him and dashed 
him on the ground at some distance from the beam. From this moment 
Cellini’s cell was visited by angels who comforted him and healed his broken 
leg, and reasoned with him of religion. lie read his Bible attentively, and 
prayed to God. Cellini’s account of his visions reminds us of Savonarola, 
with whose writings he had become acquainted during his first imprisonment. 
There is no doubt that, impressed with the grandeur of Savonarola’s dreams, 
he was emulous of reproducing them, and laying claims for himself to in- 
spiration. One of these visions is pai ticularly striking. Cellini had prayed 
fervently that he might see the sun, at least in dreams, if it were impossible 
that he should ever look on it again with natural eyes. But while awake 
and in possession of his senses, an angel hurried him away and took him to" 
a narrow street, one side of which was bright with sunlight, but the sun him- 
self was hidden. Cellini asked the angel how he might behold the sun, and 
the angel pointed to some steps upon the wall of a house. Up these Cellini 
climbed, and came into the full light of the sun, so that, although dazzled 
by its fierceness, he gazed steadfastly and took his fill. While he looked, the 
whole rays of the sun fell away upon the left side, and the disc shone like a 
bath of molten gold. This surface swelled, and from its glory came the 
figure of a Christ upon the cross, which Btood beside the rays. Again the 
surface swelled, and from its glory came the figure of Madonna and her 
Child, which stood beside the. cross. And between them was St. Peter in 
his sacerdotal robes, praying for Cellini’s life, and “ full of shame that 
such foul wrong should be done to Christians in his house.” This vision 
strengthened Cellini’s soul, and he began to hope for liberty. When free 
again he carved (he figures he had seen in gold. 

Cellini’s religious phase deserves some special comment. It occurs so 
strangely in the midst of his most worldly life. Like love, he puts religion 
off and on quite easily, reverting to it when he finds himself in danger or 
bad spirits, and forgetting it again when he is happy. For instance, in 
the Castle of St. Angelo he made a vow to visit the Holy Sepulchre if God 
would grant him to behold the sun. This vow he forgot until he met with a 
disappointment in France, when he determined to forsake the Court and 
travel to Jerusalem. But the offer of a salary of seven hundred crowns 
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restored liis spirits, and he thought no more about the Holy Sepulchre. 
Although he loved his life so dearly, yet he made a virtue of necessity as 
soon as he was threatened with death, crying, “ The sooner I am delivered 
from the prison of this world the better, especially as I am sure of salva- 
tion, being unjustly put to death.” His good opinion of himself extended 
to the certainty he felt of heaven. Forgetting his homicides and debauch- 
01 ies, he had recourse to the thought of God, and sustained his courage 
with devotion when all other sources failed. About the powers of Provi- 
dence his notions were confused. Whether the stars or divine Truth 
ruled the world, he could not clearly say. “ The stars do not conspire to 
do us good or mischief, but to their conjunctions we are all of us subject. 
Although I have free will, and if my faith were as strong and lively as it 
ought to be, angels would be sent from heaven to deliver me ; yet, as I am 
unworthy of this- favour, the stare are permitted to shed their baleful influ- 
ence on my devoted head.” Again he says, " Now Truth has been too 
powerful for the malignant influence of the stars.” There is the same 
confusion in his mind about the Pope. He goes to Clement submissively 
for absolution from homicide and theft, saying, “ I am at the feet of your 
Holiness, who have the full power of absolving, and I request you to give 
me permission to confess and communicate, that I may with your favour 
be restored to the Divine grace.” He also tells him that the sight of 
Christ’s vicar, in whom there is an awful 1 epresentation of the Divine 
power, affected him with aw e, and made him tremble. Yet at another 
time he speaks of this same Clement being “ transformed to a savage 
beast,” and lavishes abuse on Paul the Third, “ who neither believed 
in God, nor in any other article of religion.” Indeed, the Italians of 
this age seem to have treated the Pope as negroes treat their fetish. If 
they had cause to dislike him, they beat and heaped insults on him, like 
those Florentine clergy who described the Pontiff as “ leno matris sue, adul- 
terorum minister, diaboli vicarius,” and his spiritual offspring as “ simonia, 
luxus, homicidium, proditio, heresis.” On the other hand, if he proved 
favourable to their interests, they turned round and worshipped him, and 
really thought that he could give them lleaven. Wc can judge how 
dangerous, iu such a state of popular persuasion, was the teaching of 
Savonarola, who endeavoured to destroy the superstitions upon which 
alone the prestige of the Papal power reposed. 

At the end of the year 1539 the Cardinal of Ferrara, one of the Este 
family, appeared in Rome with solicitations from Francis the First that the 
Pope would release Cellini, and allow him to enter his service. Upon 
this the prison door was opened. Our friend returned to his old mode of 
restless life, and travelled in the cardinal’s train to France. We And 
him renewing his favourite pastimes— killing people, disputing with his 
employers, and working diligently at his trade. The first period of his 
histoiy is dosed, and the second begins. 

Cellini’s account of his residence in France has some historical interest. 
He does not seem to have understood the French, or to have liked them, 
vol. xu. — no. 69. 16. 
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'but complains that they were far less civilized than the Italians of his time. 
'When he first joined the Court he found Francis travelling about with a 
retinue of 1$,000 persons and 12,000 horse. Very often they lodged in 
places where no accommodation could be had, and wretched tents were 
rigged up for the suite. Francis among his ladies and his cardinals, pre- 
tending to a knowledge of the arts, sauntering with his Bplendid train into 
the goldsmith's workshop, encouraging Cellini's violence with a boyish 
love of mischief, vain and flattered, peevish, petulant, and fond of show, 
appears upon Cellini’s pages with lifelike vividness. On establishing himself 
in Paris, the king presented him with a castle, called Le Petit Neele , and 
made him lord thereof by letters of naturalization. This castle stood where 
the Institute has since been built ; wc may judge of its extent from the 
number of occupations carried on within its precincts at the time when 
Cellini entered into possession. He found there a tennis-court, a distillery, 
a printing-press, and a manufactory of saltpetre, besides residents engaged 
in other trades. Cellini’s claims were resisted. Probably itB occupiers 
did not relish the intrusion of a foreigner. So he Btormed the castle, and 
installed himself by force of arms. Nor could he keep possession without 
the same violence. But this Cellini loved, and had he been let alone he 
would have fallen ill of ennui. One of the previous residents in Le Petit 
Neale was a dependent of Madame d’Estampea; and, through the complaints 
which he carried to her ears, Cellini fell into disfavour with the mistress of 
the Queen. Proud, self- confident, overbearing, and unable to command 
his words or actionB, Cellini could not pay his court to princes. He 
quarrelled with both Primaticcio and Rosso, who had previously been 
settled under the protection of Francis, rousing their deadly animosity by 
hiB manners of a bravo. After being attacked by assassins and robbers 
on more than one occasion, he found himself involved in two lawsuits, 
which eventually he overbore by dint of bawling in the courts, cutting the 
plaintiffs to pieces without killing them, and threatening the attorneys 
with his sword. Ho draws a graphic picture of the French laW-coUrts, 
with their judge as grave as Pluto, their barristers all chattering at once, 
their bought Norman witnesses, and the ushers at the doors who cried out 
“ Puix, paix, Satan, allez paix.” In this exclamation Cellini thought he 
recognized the strange lines at the beginning of the seventh Canto of Dante's 
Inferno . Notwithstanding these disturbances in his domestic life, Cellini 
began some great works for Francis, who valued him exceedingly, and 
would not listen to the account of his disorderly conduct. At Paria he 
employed him to make huge silver candelabra, and &t Fontainebleau to 
restore the castle gate. Cellini, for the latter purpose, executed a figure 
of a nymph in bronze, reclining among trophies of the chase. This is 
preserved in the collection of the Louvre. It is a lopg-limbed, lifeless 
figure, absolutely without any meaning — a mere snuff-box ornament enlarged 
to a gigantic -size. Francis, however, appears to have had very bad taste, 
and to have admired the meretricious designs of Cellini above measure. 
He fribhed to keep him near his person, but the animosity of Madame 
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d’Estampes and of Lis old patron the Cardinal of Ferrara grew so oppressive 
that Cellini resolved to return to Italy, leaving his effects behind him under 
the charge of Ascanic, his friend and pupil. 

Cellini never returned tor France. The third and last period of his 
life was spent at Florence in the service of Cosimo. This duke, with the 
best intentions, had not taste enough to patronise the arts wisely. He 
received Cellini with kindness, and entrusted him with the execution of a 
statue of Perseus for the great square of the Palazzo Publico. But he 
had no confidence in his own judgment, and was bo deluded as to prefer 
Bandmelli, Cellini’s bitter foe, and Ammanati, a very indifferent sculptor, 
to Benvenuto, who, with all his faults, was one of the royal race of Italian 
artists and no pretender. Besides, Cosimo entrusted all the details of 
his business to an ignorant steward called Francesco Ricci. Henceforward 
Cellini’s time was greatly wasted in wrangling with this Bteward and with 
Bandinelli, and in endeavouring to overcome the coldness and to meet the 
vacillations of the duke. His autobiography presents a lamentable picture 
of the subservience of artists to the caprice of princes at this time. There 
was no popular patronage to which they could appeal. Fame and the 
means of subsistence were dispensed to them by popes and cardinals and 
dukes whom they had to cajole, in whose antechambers they passed 
valuable hours, whose servants and mistresses they bribed, and who 
would often cast them loose or throw them into prison for a whim. This 
atmosphere of intrigue and animosity was not uncongenial to Cellini, and 
the obstacles which he met at Florence roused his energy to such a height 
that he produced under great difficulties the noblest of his works. We 
must pass over in silence the details which he has recorded respecting the 
Perseus. Suffioe it to say that Cellini achieved a triumph adequate to his 
own highest expectations, when the statue was at last uncovered. Odes 
and sonnets in Italian, Greek, and Latin were written in its praise. 
Pontormo and Bronzino, the painters, loaded it with eulogy. _ And Cellini, 
ruffling with hand on hilt in Bilks and satins through the square, was 
pointed out aa the great sculptor who hod cast the admirable bronze. This 
he thoroughly enjoyed, and when some Sicilian gentlemen came up to 
deliver him a Set oration, “ which would have been too great a panegyric 
even for a Pope, I behaved,” he says, “ as modestly as it was possible 
for me on the occasion ; but they continued so long paying me compli- 
ments that I at last begged they would leave the square, because the 
populace crowded about to stare at me more than at my statue of Perseus.” 
Indeed it was no flight distinction for a Florentine to erect a statue 
beneath the Loggia de Lanzi, in the square of the Signoxy. Orcagna 
Viaii b uil t the loggia long ago, near the palace of the people, with ita 
media val* battlements and narrow windows. Donatello had placed his 
“ Judith,” and Michael Angelo his “ David,” in the same square. iivery 
great action* in Florentine hiatoxy had taken place within its precincts. 
Eveiy name of distinction among the citizens of Florence wax connected 
with ita monuments. To thiaejay we may read the course of Florentine 
art by studying the sculpture and the architecture of this square ; and 
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J^rnadal^. 


• Book the Fourth. 


CHAPTER HI. 

The Brink of Discovery. 

H E morning of the interview 
between Mrs. Milroy and her 
daughter, at the cottage, was a 
morning of serious reflection for 
the squire, at the great house. 

Even Allan’s easy-tempered 
nature had not been proof againBt 
the distuibing influence exercised 
on it by the events of the last 
three days. Midwinter’s abrupt 
departure had vexed him; and 
Major Milroy ’s reception of his 
inquiries relating to Miss Gwilt 
weighed unpleasantly on his mind. 
Since his visit to the cottage, he 
had felt impatient and ill at ease, 
for the first time in his life, with 
everybody who came near him. 
Impatient with Pedgift Junior, 
who had oalled on the previous 
evening, to announce his departure 
for London on business the next 
day, and to place hie services at 
the disposal of his client ; ill at ease with Miss Gwilt, at a secret meeting 
with her in the park that morning ; and ill at ease in his own company, 
as he now sat moodily smoking, in the solitude of his room. u I can’t 
live this sort of life much longer” thought Allan. “ If nobody will help 
me to put the awkward question to Miss Gwilt, I must stumble on some 
way of putting it for myself.” 

What way? The answer to that question was as hard to fin d answer. 
Allen tried to stimulate his sluggish invention by walking ^p$nd datik 
dtp Jnsem, and was disturbed by the appearance of the footman at the 
to* ’fan. 
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14 Now then ! wliat is it ? ” he asked impatiently. 

11 A letter, sir ; and the person waits for an answer.” 

Allan looked at the addresB. It was in a strange hand wilting. He 
opened the letter ; and a little note enclosed in it popped to the ground. 
The note was directed, still in the 6trange handwriting, to 11 Mrs. Mande- 
ville, 18, Kingsdown Crescent, Bayswater. Favoured by Mr. Armadale.” 
.More and more surprised, Allan turned for information to the signature 
at the end of the letter. It was “ Anne Milroy.” 

44 Anne Milroy ? ” lie repeated. 44 It must be the major’s wife. What 
can she possibly want with me ? ” 

By way of discovering what she wanted, Allan did at last what he 
might more wisely have done at first. He sat down to read the letter. 

[“ Private.”] “ The Cottage, Monday. 

14 Dear Sir, — The name at the end of these lines will, I fear, recall to you 
a very rude return made on my part, some time since, for an act of neigh- 
bourly kindness on yours. I can only say in excuse, that I am a great 
sufferer, and that if I was ill-tempered enough, in a moment of irritation 
under severe pain, to Bend back your present of fruit, I have legretted 
doing so ever since. Attribute this letter, if you please, to my desire to 
make you some atonement, and to my wish to be of service to our good 
friend and landlord if I possibly can. 

44 I have been informed of the question which you addressed to my 
husband the day before yesterday, on the subject of Miss Gwilt. From 
all I have beard of you, I am quite sure that your anxiety to know more 
of this charming person than you know now, is an anxiety proceeding 
from the most honourable motives. Believing this, I feel a woman’s 
interest — incurable invalid as I am — in assisting you. If you are desirous 
of becoming acquainted with Miss Gwilt’s family circumstances without 
directly appealing to Miss Gwilt herself, it rests with yon to make tho 
discovery — and 1 will tell you how. 

41 It so happens that some few days since, I wrote privately to Miss 
Gwilt’s reference on this very subject. I had long observed that my 
governess was singularly reluctant to speak of her family and her friends ; 
and without attributing her silence to other than perfectly proper motives, 

> I felt it my duty to my slaughter to make some inquiry on the subject. 
The answer that I have received is satisfactory as far as it goes. My 
eomspondent informs me that Miss Gwilt’s story is a very sad one, and 
that her own conduct throughout has been praiseworthy in the extreme. 
The circumstances (of a domestic nature, as I gather,) are all plainly stated 
in a collection of letters now in the possesion of Min Gwilt’s reference. 
This lady is perfectly willing to let me Bee the letters— but, not possessing 
copies of them, and being personally responsible for their sectoiQr,fhe is 
reluctant, if it can be avoided, to trust them to the post ; and sh6 begs 
me to watt until she or I can find some reliable person who can be em- 
ployed to transmit the packet from her hands to mine. 
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u Under these circumstances, it lias struck me that you might possibly, 
with your interest in the matter, be not unwilling to take charge of the 
papers. If I am-^rong in this idea, and if you are not disposed, alter 
what I have told y to : go to the trouble and expense of a journey to 
London, you have only to burn my letter and enclosure, and to think no 
more about it. If you decide oh becoming* my envoy, I gladly provide 
you with the necessary introduction to Mrs. Mandeville. You have only, 
on presenting it, to receive the lettors in a sealed packet, to send them 
here on your return to Thorpe- Ambrose, and to wait an eaily communi- 
cation from me acquainting you with the result. 

44 In conclusion, I have only to add that I see no impropriety in 
your taking (if you feel so inclined) the course that I propose to you. 
Miss Gwilt’s manner of receiving such allusions as I have made to her 
family circumstances, has rendered it unpleasant for me (and would render 
it quite impossible for you) to seek information in the first instance from 
heiself. lam certainly justified in applying to her reference; and you 
are certainly not to blame for beiDg the medium of Bnfely transmitting a 
scaled communication from one lady to another. If I find in that commu- 
nication family secrets which cannot honourably be mentioned to any third 
person, I shall of course be obliged to keep you waiting until I have first 
appealed to Miss Gwilt. If I find nothing recorded but what is to her 
honour, and what is sure to raise her still higher in your estimation, I am 
undeniably doing her a service by taking you into my confidence. This 
is how I look at the matter — but pray don’t allow me to influence you. 

11 In any case, I have one condition to make, which I am sure you will 
understand to be indispensable. Tho most innocent actions are liable, in 
this wicked world, to the worst possible interpretation. I must, therefore, 
request that you will consider this communication ap strictly private . I 
write to you in a confidence which is on no account (until circumstances 
may, in my opinion, justify the revelation of it) to extend beyond our 
two selves. 

44 Believe me, dear sir, truly yours, 

“ Anne Milbot.” 

In this tempting form the unscrupulous ingenuity of the major's wife 
had set the trap. Without a moment's hesitation, Allan followed his 
impulses as usual, and walked straight into it— writing his answer, and 
pursuing his own reflections simultaneously, in a highly characteristic 
state of mental confusion. 

44 By Jupiter, this is kind of Mrs. Milroy ! " (“My dear madam.”) 
44 Just the thing I wanted, at the time when I needed it most I ” (“I 
don’t know how to express my sense of your kindness, except by saying 
that I will go to London and fetch the letters with the greatest pleasure.”) 
44 She shall have a basket of fruit regularly every day, all through the 
season.” (“ I will go at once, dear madam, and be back to-morrow*”) 
44 Ah, nothing like the women for helping one when one is in love 1 This 
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is just what my poor mother would have done in Mrs. Milroy’s place.** 
OfeOn my word of honour aa a gentleman, I will take the utmost care of' 
the letters — and keep the thing strictly private, as you request.**) “ I 
r would have given five hundred pounds to anybodj^who would have put 
me up to the right way to speak to Miss Gwilt — and here is this blessed 
woman does it for nothing.** (“ Believe me, my dear madam, gratefully 
yours, Allan Armadale.**) 

Having sent his reply out to Mrs. Milroy’s messenger, Allan paused in 
a momentary perplexity. He had an appointment with Miss Gwilt in the 
park for the next morning. It was absolutely necessary to let her know 
that he would be unable to keep it ; she had forbidden him to write, and 
lie had no chance that day of seeing her alone. In this difficulty, he deter- 
mined to let the necessary intimation reach her through tho medium of a 
message to the major, announcing hiB departure for London on business, 
and asking if he could be of service to any member of the fumily. Having 
thus removed the only obstacle to his departure, Allan consulted the time- 
table, and found, to his disappointment, that there was a good hour to 
spare before it would be necessary to diive to the railway-station. In his 
existing frame of mind, he would infinitely have preferred starting for 
London in a violent hurry. 

When the time came at last, Allan, on passing the steward’s office, 
drummed at the door, and called through it, to Mr. Bash wood, “ I’m going 
to town — back to-morrow.’* Theie was no answer from within ; and the 
servant interposing, informed his master that Mr. Bashwood, having no 
business to attend to that day, had locked up the office, and had left some 
hours since. 

On reaching the station, the first person whom Allan encountered was 
Pedgift Junior, going to London on the legal business which he had men- 
tioned on the previous evening, at the great house. The necessary expla- 
nations exchanged, it was decided that the two should travel in the same 
carriage. Allan was glad to have a companion ; and Pedgift, enchanted 
aa usual to make himBelf useful to his client, bustled away to get the 
tickets and see to the luggage. Sauntering to and fro on the platform 
until his faithful follower returned, Allan came suddenly upon no less a 
person than Mr. Bashwood himself— standing back in a comer with the 
guard of the train, and putting a letter (accompanied, to all appearance, by 
a fee) privately into the man's hand. 

“ Hullo 1 ” cried Allan in his hearty way. u Something important 
there, Mr. Bashwood — eh ? " 

If Mr. Bashwood had been caught in the act of committing murder, he 
could hardly have shown greater alarm than he now testified at Allan’s 
sudden discovery of him. Snatching off his dingy old hat, fee beared 
bareheaded, in a palsy of nervous trembling from head to ftot. « No, sir, 
no, sir ; only a little letter, a little letter, a little letter,” said the deputy- 
steward, taking refuge in reiteration, and bowing himself swiftly backwards 
out of his employer’s sight. 
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Allan turned carelessly on his heel. “ I wish I could take to that fellow,” 
he thought — “ but I can’t ; he’s such a sneak 1 What the deuce was there 
to tremble about ? .‘•Ur he think I want to pry into his secrets ? ” 

Mr. Bashwood's secret on this occasion concerned Allan more nearly 
than Allan supposed. The letter which he had just placed in charge of 
the guard was nothing less than a word of warning addressed to Mrs. 
Oldershaw, and written by Miss Gwilt. 

“If you can hurry your business” (wrote the major’s governess) “do 
so, and come back to London immediately. Things are going wrong here, 
and Miss Milroy is at the bottom of the mischief. This morning Bhe 
insisted on taking up her mother’s breakfast, always on other oecasiona 
taken up by the nurse. They had a long confabulation in private ; and 
half an hour later I saw the nurse slip out with a letter, and take the path 
that leads to the great house. The sending of the letter has been followed 
by young Armadale’s sudden departure for London — in the face of an 
appointment which he had with me for to-morrow morning. ThiB looks 
serious. The girl is evidently bold enough to make a fight of it for the 
position of Mrs. Armadale of Thorpe-Ambrose, and she has found out 
some way of getting her mother to help her. Don’t suppose I am in the 
least nervous or discouraged ; and don’t do anything till you hear from 
me again. Only get. back to London — for I may have serious need of 
your assistance in the course of the nest day or two. 

“ I send this letter to town (to save a post) by the mid-day train, in 
charge of the guard. As you insist on knowing every step I take at 
Thorpe-Ambrose, I may as well tell you that my messenger (for I can’t 
go to the station myself) is that curious old creature whom I mentioned 
to you in my first letter. Ever Bincc that time, he has been perpetually 
hanging about here for a look at me. I am not sure whether I frighten 
him or fascinate him — perhaps I do both together. All yon need care to 
know is, that I can trust him with my trifling errands, and possibly, as 
time goes on, with something more. L. G.” 

Meanwhile the train had started from the Thorpo-Ambrose station, and 
the squire and his travelling companion were on their way to London. 

Some men, finding themselves in Allan’s company under present 
circumstances, might have felt curious to know the nature of his business 
in the metropolis. Young Pedgift’s unerring instinct as a man of the 
world penetrated the secret without the slightest difficulty. “The old 
story,” thought this wary old head* wagging privately on its lusty young 
dioulders. *< There’s a woman in the case, as usual Any other business 
would have been turned over to me.” Perfectly satisfied with this con- 
clusion, Mr. Pedgift the younger proceeded, with an eye to his profes- 
sional interest, to make himself as agreeable to his client as usual. He 
peized on the whole administrative business of the journey to London, as 
he had seized on the whole administrative business of the picnio at the 
On retching the terminus, Allan was ready to go to any hoNl 
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that might be recommended. Ilia invaluable solicitor straightway drove 
him to an hotel at which the Pedgift; family had been accustomed to put 
up for thTee generations. • 

M You don’t object to vegetables, sir ?<” said the cheerful Pedgift, as 
the cab stopped at an hotel in Govent Garden Market. “ Very good, you 
may leave the rest to my grandfather, my father, and me. I don’t know 
which of the three is most beloved and respected in this house, How- 
d’ye-do, William ? (Our head-waiter, Mr. Armadale.) Is your wife’s 
rheumatism better, and does the Tittle boy get on nicely at school ? 
Your master’s out, is he ? Never mind, you’ll do. This, William, is 
Mr. Armadale of Thorpe-Ambrose. I have prevailed on Mr. Armadale 
to try out house. Have you got the bedroom I wrote for ? Very good. 
Let Mr. Armadale have it, instead of me (my grandfather’s favourite bed- 
room, sir ; number five, on the second floor ;) pray take it — I can sleep 
anywhere. Will you have the mattress on the top of the feather-bed ? You 
hear, William? Tell Matilda, the mattress on the top of the feather-bed. 
How ia Matilda? Has she got the tooth-ache, as usual? The head- 
chambermaid, Mr. Armadale, and a most extraordinary woman ; she will 
not part with a hollow tooth in her lower jaw. My grandfather says, 
‘have it out* — my father Bays, ‘ have it out’ — I say, 1 have it out,’ and 
Matilda turns a deaf ear to all three of us. Yes, William, yes; if 
Mr. Armadale approves, this sitting-room will do. About dinner, sir ? 
You would prefer getting your business over first, and coming back to 
dinner ? Shall we say, in that case, half-past seven ? William, half-past 
seven. Not the least need to order anything, Mr. Armadale. The head- 
waiter has only to give my compliments to the cook, and the best dinner 
in London will be Bent up, punctual to the minute, as a necessary conse- 
quence. Say Mr. Pedgift, junior, if you please, William— otherwise, sir, 
we might get my grandfather’s dinner or my father’s dinner, and they 
might turn out a little too heavy and old-fashioned in their way of feeding 
for you and me. Ab to the wine, William. At dinner, mg champagne, 
and the sherry that my father thinks nasty. After dinner, the claret with 
the bine seal — the wine my innocent grandfather said wasn't worth 
sixpence a bottle. Ha ! ha ! poor old boy ! You will send up the 
evening papers and the playbills, just as usual, and — that will do, I think, 
William, for the present. An invaluable servant, Mr. Armadale ; they’re 
all invaluable servants in this house. We may not be fashionable here, 
air, but by the Lord Harry we are snug ! A cab ? you would like a cab ? 
Don’t stir ! I’ve rang the bell twice — that means. Cab wanted in a 
burry. Might I ask, Mr. Armadale, which way your business takes you ? 
.Towards Bayswater? Would you mind dropping me in the park ? It's 
a habit of mine when I’m in London to air myself among the aristqpracy. 
Yours truly, sir, has an eye for a fine woman and a fine home ; and when 
he’s in Hyde Park he's quite in his native element. 1 * Thus the all-acoom- 
pUshed Pedgift ran on ; and by these little arts did he recommend himself 
the good opinion of his client* 
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When tbe dinner-hour united the travelling companion® again in 
their sitting-room at the hotel, a far less acute observer than young 
Pedgift must have noticed the marked change that appeared in Allan's 
manner. He looked vexed ‘and puzzled, and sat drumming wi;h his 
fingers on the dining-table without uttering a word. 

“ I’m afraid something has happened to annoy you, sir, since we parted 
company in the Park 7” said Pedgift Junior. 44 Excuse the question — I 
only ask it in case I can be cf any use. 1 ’ 

44 Something that 1 never expected has happened,” returned Allan ; 
“I don’t know what to make of if. I should like to have your opinion,” 
he added, afrer a littlo hesitation ; 44 that is to say, if you will excuse my 
not entering into any particulars 7 " 

44 Certainly 1 ” assented young Pedgift. 44 Sketch it in outline, sir. 
The merest hint will do ; 1 wasn’t bom yesterday. (Oh, these women ! ” 
thought the youthful philosopher, in parenthesis.) 

“ Well,” began Allan, 44 you know what I Raid when we got to this 
hotel ; I said I had a place to go to in Bayswater ” (Pedgift mentally 
checked off the first point — Case in the suburbs, Bnyswater); “and a 
person — that is to say — no — as I said before, a person to inquire afrer.” 
(Pedgift checked off the next point : — Person in the case. She-person, 
or he-person 7 She-person unquestionably !) “Well, I went to the house, 
and when I asked for her — I mean the person — she — that is to say, the 
person — oh, confound it 1 ” cried Allan, “ I shall drive myself mad, and 
you too, if I try to tell my story in this roundabout way. Here it is in 
two words. I went to number eighteen Kingsdown Crescent, to see a lady 
named Mandeville ; and when I asked for her, the servant said Mrs. Man- 
deville had gone away, without telling anybody where, and without even 
leaving an address at which letters could be sent to her. There 1 it’s out 
at last, and what do you think of it now 7 ” 

“ Tell me first, sir,” said the wary Pedgift, “ what inquiries you made, 
when you found this lady had vanished 7 ” 

“ Inquiries? ” repeated Allan, “ I was utterly staggered ; I didn’t say 
anything. What inquiries ought I to have made ? ” 

Pedgift Junior cleared his throat, and crossed his legs in a strictly 
professional manner. 

“ I have no wish, Mr. Armadale,” he began, 44 to inquire into your 
business with Mrs. Mandeville ” 

“ No,” interposed Allan, bluntly, 44 I hope you won’t inquire into that. 
My business with Mrs. Mandeville must remain a secret.” 

44 6ut,” pursued* Pedgift, laying down the law with the forefinger of one 
hand on thef outstretched palm of the other, “ £ may, perhaps, be allowed 
to ask generally, whether your business with Mrs. Mandeville it of a 
nature to interest you in tracing her from Kingsdown Crescent to her 
present. residence 7 ” 

44 Certainly ! ” said Allan. 44 1 have a very particular reason for wishing 
to see her!” 
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44 In that cane, air,” returned Pedgift Junior, 44 there were two obvious 
questions which you ought to have asked, to begin with — namely, on what 
date Mrs. Mandeville left, and how 6ke left. Having discovered this, 
you should have ascertained next, under what domestic ciicumstances she 
went away — whether there was a misunderstanding with anybody ; say a 
difficulty about money-matters. Also, whether Bhe went away alone, or 
with somebody else. Also, whether the house was her own, or whether 

she only lodged in it. Also, in the ‘latter event ” 

44 Stop I stop I you’re making my head Bwirn,” cried Allan. 44 I don’t 
understand all these ins and outs — I’m not used to this sort of thing.” 

<( I’ve been used to it myself from my childhood upwaids, sir,” remarked 
Pedgift. “ And if I can be of any assistance, say the word.” 

41 You’re very kind,” returned Allan. 44 If you could only help me 
to find Mrs. Mandeville; and if you wouldn’t mind leaving the thing 

afterwards entirely in my hands ? ” 

14 I’ll leave it in your hands, sir, with all the pleasure in life,” Raid 
Pedgift Junior. (“ And I’ll lay five to one,” he added mentally, 44 when 
the time comes, you’ll leave it in mine 1) We’ll go to Bayswater together, 
Mr. Armadale, to-morrow morning. In the meantime here’s the soup. 
The case now before the court is — Pleasure versus Business. I don’t know 
what you Bay, sir ; I say, without a moment’s hesitation, Verdict for 
the plaintiff. Let us gather our rosebuds while we may. Excuse my high 
spirits, Mr. Armadale. Though buried in the country, I was made for a 
London life ; the very air of the metropolis intoxicates me.” With that 
avowal the irresistible Pedgift placed a chair for his patron, and issued 
his oiders cheerfully to his viceroy, the head- waiter. “Iced punch, 
William, after the soup. I answer for the punch, Mr. Armadale — it’s 
made after a receipt of my great-uncle’s. He kept a tavern, and founded 
the fortunes of the family. I don’t mind telling you the Pedgifts have 
had a publican among them ; there’s no false pride about me. 4 Worth 
makes the man (as Pope says), and want of it the fellow ; the rest is all 
but leather and prunella.’ I cultivate poetry as well as music, sir, in my 
leisure hours ; in fact, I’m more or less on familiar terms with the whole 
of the nine Muses. Aha 1 here’s the punch 1 The memory of my great- 
uncle, the publican, Mr. Armadale— drunk in solemn silence 1 ” 

Allan tried hard to emulate his companion’s gaiety and good humour, 
but with very indifferent success. His visit to Kingsdown Crescent 
recurred ominously again and again to his memory, all through the dinner, 
and all through the public amusements to which he and his legal adviser 
repaired At a later hour of the evening. When Pedgift Junior put out 
his candle that night, he shook his wary head, and regretfully apostro- 
phized 44 the women ” for the second time. % 

By ten o’clock the next morning, the indefatigable Pedgift was on the 
scene of action. To Allan’s great relief, he proposed making the necessary 
inquiries at Kingsdown Crescent, in his own person, while his patron waited 
near at hand, in the cab which had brought them from the hotel. After a 
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delay of little more than five minutes, he re-appeared, in full possession of 
all attainable particulars. His first proceeding was to request Allan to 
step out of the cab) and to pay the driver. Next, he politely offered his 
arm, and led the way found the corner of the crescent, across a square, 
and into a by-street, which was rendered exceptionally lively by the 
presence of the local cab-stand. Here he stopped, and asked jocosely, 
whether Mr. Armadale saw his way now, or whether it would be neces- 
sary to test his patience by making an explanation. 

“See my way? 1 ' repeated Allan in bewilderment. “I see nothing 
but a cab-stand.” 

Pedgii't Junior smiled compassionately, and entered on his explanation. 
It was a lodging-house at Kingsdown Crescent, he begged to statti to begin 
with, lie had insisted on seeing the landlady. A very nice person, with 
all the remains of having been a fine girl about fifty years ago ; quite in 
PedgilVs style — if he had only been alive at the beginning of the present 
century — quite in Pedgift’s style. But perhaps Mr. Armadale would prefer 
heariug about Mrs. Mandeville ? Unfortunately, there was nothing to tell. 
There had been no quarrelling, and not a farthing left unpaid : the lodger 
had gone, and there wasn’t an explanatory circumstance to lay hold of 
anywhere. It was either Mrs. Mandeville’s way to vanish, or there was 
something under the rose, quite undiscoverable so far. Pedgift had got 
the date on which she left, and the time of day at which she left, and the 
means by which Bho left. The means might help to trace her. She had 
gone away in a cab which the servant had fetched from the nearest stand. 
The stand was now before their eyes ; and the waterman was the first 
person to apply to — going to the waterman for information, being clearly 
(if Mr. Armadale would excuse the joke) going to the fountain-head. 
Treating the subject in this airy manner, and tolling Allan that he would 
be back in a moment, Pedgift Junior sauntered down the street, and 
beckoned the waterman confidentially into the nearest public-house. 

In a little while the t\\ o reappeared ; the waterman taking Pedgift 
in succession to the first, third, fourth and sixth of the cabmen whose 
vehicles were on the stand. The longest conference was held with the 
sixth man ; and it ended in the sudden approach of the sixth cab to the 
part of the street where Allan was waiting. 

M Get in, sir,” said Pedgift, opening the door, “ I’ve found the man. 
He remembers the lady ; and, though he has forgotten the name of the 
street, he believes he can find the place he drove her to when he 
once gets back into the neighbourhood. I am charmed to inform you, 
Mr. Armadale, that we are in luck’s way so far. I asked the waterman 
to show me the regular men on the stand — and it turns out that one of 
the regular men drove Mrs. Mandeville. The waterman vouches for him ; 
he’s quite an anomaly — a respectable cabman ; drives his own home, and 
has never been in any trouble. These are the sort of men, sir, who 
sustain one’s belief in human nature. I’ve had a look at our friend; 
and I agree with the waterman — I think we can depend on him." 
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Ti)p investigation required some exercise of patience at the outset. It 
yyas not till tfie cab had traversed the distance between Bayswater and 
Pimlico, that the driver began to blacken his pace and look about him. 

once or twice retracing its course, the vehicle entered a quiet by- 
street, ending in a dead wall, with a door in it ; and Btopped at the last 
house on the left-hand side, the house next to the wall. 

44 Here it is, gentlemen,” said the man, opening the cab-door. 

Allan and Allan's adviser both got, out, and both looked at the house, 
with the same feeling of instinctive distrust. BuildingB have their 
physiognomy — especially buildings in great cities — and the face of this 
house was essentially furtive in its expression. The front windows were 
all shut, and the front blinds were all drawn down. It looked no larger 
than the other houses in the street, seen in front ; but it ran back 
deceitfully, and gained its greater accommodation by means of its greater 
depth. It affected to be a Bhop on the ground-floor — but it exhibited 
absolutely nothing in the space that intervened between the window and 
an inner row of red curtains, which hid the interior entirely from view. 
At one side was the shop-door, having more led curtains behind the glazed 
part of it, and bearing a brass plate on the wooden part of it, inscribed with 
the name of 44 Oldershaw.” On the other side was the private door, with 
a bell marked Professional ; and another brass plate, indicating a medical 
occupant on this side of the house, for the name on it was 44 Doctor Down- 
ward.” If ever brick and mortar spoke yet, the brick and mortar here 
saii plainly, 44 We have got our secrets inside, and we mean to keep them.” 

44 This can’t be the place,” said Allan ; 44 there must be Borne mistake.” 

44 You know best, Bir,” remarked Pedgift Junior, with his sardonic 
gravity. 44 You know Mrs. Mandeville’s habits.” 

44 1 1 ” exclaimed Allan. 44 You may be surprised to hear it — but 
Mrs. Mandeville in a total stranger to me.” 

44 Pm not in the leaBt surprised to hear it, sir — the landlady at Kingsdown 
Crescent informed me that Mrs. Mandeville was an old woman. Suppose 
we inquire ? ” added the impenetrable Pedgift, looking at the red curtains 
in the shop-window with a strong suspicion that Mrs. Mandeville's grand- 
daughter might possibly be behind them. 

They tried the -shop-door first. It was locked. They rang. A lean 
and yellow young woman, with a tattered French novel in her hand, 
opened it. 

Good morning, miss,” said Pedgift. 44 Is Mrs. Mandeville at home ? ” 

The yellow young woman stared at him in astonishment. 44 No person 
of that name is known here,” she answered sharply, in a foreign accent. 

“Perhaps they know her at the private door?” suggested Pedgift 
Junior. 

Perhaps they do,” said the yellow young woman, and shift the door 
in his'face. ' ‘ 

44 father a quick-tempered young person that, sir,” said Pedgift. 44 1 
congratulate Mrs. Mandeville on not being acquainted with her.” He 
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led the y&y, as lie spoke, to Doctor P t own^rard’s side of the premises, and 
rang the hell. 

The door was opened this time by a man in a shabby livery. He, 
too, Btared when Mrs. .Mandeville’s name was mentioned; and he, too, 
knew of no such person in the house. 

“ Very odd, 1 ' said Pedgift, appealing to Allan. 

“ What is odd ? 11 asked a softly -stepping, softly-speaking gentleman 
in black, suddenly appearing on£he threshold of the parlour-door. 

Pedgift Junior politely explained the circumstances, and begged to 
know whether he had the pleasure of speaking to Dostov Downward. 

The doctor bowed. If the expression may be pardoned, he was one 
of those carefully-constructed physicians, in whom the public — especially 
the female public — implicitly trust. He had the necessary bald heac|, the 
necessary double eyeglass, the necessary black clothes, and the necessary 
blandness of manner, all complete. His voice was soothing, his ways 
were deliberate, his smile was confidential. What particular branch of 
his profession Doctor Downward followed, was not indicated on his door- 
plate — but he had uttcily mistaken his vocation, if he was not a ladies 1 
medical man. 

“ Are you quite sure there is no mistake about the name ? 11 asked 
the doctor, with a strong underlying anxiety in his manner. “ I have 
known very serious inconvenience to arise sometimes from mistakes about 
names. No ? There is really no mistake ? In that case, gentlemen, I 
can only repeat what my servant has already told you. Don't apologize, 
pray. Good morning." The doctor withdrew as noiselessly as he had 
appeared ; the man in the shabby livery silently opened the door ; and 
Allan and his companion found themselves in the street again. 

“ Mr. Armadale,” said Pedgift, “ I don’t know how you feel — I feel 
puzzled.” 

“ That’s awkward," returned Allan ; 11 1 was just going to ask you 
what we ought to do next." 

“ I don’t like the look of the place, the look of the shopwoman, or the 
look of the doctor, 11 pursued the other. “ And yet 1 can't say 1 think they 
are deceiving us — I can’t say I think they really do know Mrs. Mandeville'e 
name.” 

The impressions of Pedgift Junior seldom misled him ; and they had not 
misled him in this case. The caution which had dictated Mrs. Oldershaw’s 
private removal from Bayswater, was the caution which frequently over- 
reaches itself. It had warned her to trust nobody at Pimlico with the 
secret of the name she had assumed as Miss Gwilt’s reference; but it had 
entirely failed to prepare her for the emergency that had really happened. 
In a word, Mrs. Oldershaw had provided lor everything, except for the 
one unimaginable contingency of an after-inquiry into the character of 
Miss Gwilt. 

“We must do something,” said Allan; “it seems useless to stop 
here.” 
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Nobody bad ever yet caught Pedgift Junior at the end of bis resources ; 
and Allan failed to catch him at the end of them now. 14 1 quite agree 
with you, sir,” he said ; “ we must do something. We'll cross-examine 
the cabman. 1 ’ 

The cabman proved to be immovable. Charged with mistaking the 
place, he pointed to the empty shop- window. 44 1 don’t know what you 
may have seen, gentlemen,” he remarked ; 44 but there’s the only shop- 
window I ever saw with nothing at*all izlfide it. That fixed* the place in 
my mind at the time, and I know it again when I see it.” Charged with 
mistaking the person, or Che dfcy r or the house at which he had taken the 
person up, the cabman proved to be still unassailable. The servant who 
fetched him was marked as a girl well known on the stand. The day was 
marked, as the unluckiest working day he had had Bince the first of the 
year; and the lady was marked, as having had her money ready at the 
right moment (which not one elderly lady in a hundred usually had), and 
having paid him his fare on demand without disputing it (which not one 
elderly lady in a hundred usually did). 44 Take my number, gentlemen,” 
concluded the cabman, 44 and pay me for my time ; and what I’ve said to 
you, I’ll swear to anywhere." 

Pedgift made a note in his pocket-book of the man’s number. Having 
added to it the name of the street, and the names on the two brass plates, 
he quietly opened the cab-door. 44 We are quite in the dark, thus far,” 
he said. 44 Suppose we grope our way back to the hotel ? ” 

He spoke and looked more seriously than usual. The mere fact of 
44 Mrs. Mandeville’s ” having changed her lodging without telling any one 
where she was going, and without leaving any address at which letters 
could be forwarded to her — which the jealous malignity of Mrs. Milroy 
had interpreted as being undeniably suspicious in itself — had produced no 
great impression on the more impartial judgment of Allan’s solicitor. 
People frequently left their lodgings in a private manner, with perfectly 
producible reasons for doing bo. But the appearance of the place to which 
the cabman persisted in declaring that he had driven 44 Mrs. Mandeville,” 
set the character and proceedings of that mysterious lady before Pedgift 
Junior in a new light. His personal interest in the inquiry suddenly 
strengthened, and he began to feel a curiosity to know the real nature of 
Allan’s business which he had not felt yet. 

44 Our next move, Mr. Armadale, is not a very easy move to see,” he 
said, as they drove back to the hotel 44 Do you think you could put me 
in possession of any further particulars ? ” 

Allan hesitated ; and Pedgift Junior saw that he had advanced a little 
too far. 44 1 mustn’t force it,” he thought ; 44 1 must give it time, and let 
it come of its own accord.” 44 In the absence of any other information, 
•ir,” he resumed, 44 what do you say, to my making some inquiry about that 
queer shop, and about those two names on the door-plate ? My business 
in London, when I leave you, is of a professional nature ; and I am goin^ 
into the right quarter for getting information, if it is to be got” 
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«< There can’t be any harm, I suppose, in making inquiries.” replied 
Allan. 

He, too, spoke more seriously than usual; he, too, was beginning 
to feel an all-mastering* curiosity to know more. Some vague connection, 
not to be distinctly realized or traced out, began to establish itself in his 
mind between the difficulty of approaching Miss Gwilt’s family circum- 
stances, and the difficulty of approaching Miss Gwilt’s reference. “ I’ll 
get down and walk, and leave you to gfo on to your business,” he said. “ I 
want to consider a little about this ; and a walk and a cigar will help me. 1 ’ 

“ My business will be done, sir, between one and two,” said Pedgift, 
when the cab had been stopped, and Allan had got out. 44 Shall we meet 
again ut two o’clock, at the hotel ? ” 

Allan nodded, and the cab diove off. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Allan at Bay. 

Two o’clock came ; and Pedgift Junior, punctual to his time, came with 
it. His vivacity of the morning had all sparkled out ; he greeted Allan 
with his customary politeness, but without his customary Bmile ; and 
when the head waiter came in for ordeis, his dismissal was instantly pro- 
nounced in words never yet heard to issue Horn the lips of Pedgift in that 
hotel : — M Nothing at present.” 

44 You Beem to be in low spirits,” said Allan. 44 Can’t we get our 
information ? Can nobody tell you anything about the house in Pimlico ? ” 
44 Three different people have told me about it, Mr. Armadale ; and 
they have all three said the same thing.” 

Allan eagerly drew his chair nearer to the place occupied .by his 
travelling companion. Ilis reflections in the interval since they had last 
seen each other, had not tended to compose him. That strange connection, 
so easy to feel, bo hard to trace, between the difficulty of approaching Miss 
Gwilt’s family circumstances, and the difficulty of approaching Miss 
Gwilt’s reference, which had already established itself in his thoughts, 
had by this time stealthily taken a firmer and firmer hold on his mind. 
Doubts troubled him which he could neither understand nor express. 
Curiosity filled him, which he half-longed and half-dreaded to satisfy. 

44 1 am afraid I must trouble you with a question or two, sir, before I 
can come to the point,” said Pedgift Junior. 11 1 don’t want to force 
myself into your confidence ; I only want to see my way, in what looks to 
me like a very awkward business. Do you mind telling me whether 
others beside yourself are interested in this inquiry of ours V 9 

u Other people or* interested in it,” replied A l lan . 44 There's no 
objection to telling you that.” 

“ la there any other person who is the object of the inquiry besides 
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My*. Maudeville herself? ” pursued Pedgift, winding his way a little 
deeper into the secret. 

“Ye?; there is another person/’ said Allan, answering rather un* 

vUfadj. 

“ Is the person a young woman, Mr. Armadale ? ” 

Allan started. “ How do you cojqp to guess that ? ” he began — then 
checked himself, when it was too Lite, “Don’t ask me any more 
questions,” he resumed. “ I’m a bad hand at defending myself against 
a sharp fellow like you ; apd I’m bound in honour towards other people 
to keep the particulars of this business to myself.” 

Pedgift Junior had apparently heard enough for his purpose. He 
drew his chftir, in his turn, nearer to Allan. He was evidently anxious 
and embarrassed — but his professional manner began to show itself again 
from sheer force of habit. 

“ I’ve done with my questions, sir,” he said ; “ and I have something 
to say now, on my side. In my father’s absence, perhaps you may be 
kindly disposed to consider me as your legal adviser. If you will take my 
advice, you will not stir another step in this inquiry.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” interposed Allan. 

“ It is just possible, Mr. Armadale, that the cabman, positive as he is, 
may haye been mistaken. I strongly recommend you to take it for 
granted that he is mistaken — and to drop it there." 

The caution was kindly intended ; but it came too late. Allan did 
what ninety-nine men out of a hundred in his position would have done — 
he declined to take his lawyer’s advice. 

“ Very well, sir," said Pedgift Junior ; “ if you will have it, you must 
have it.” 

He leaned forward close to Allan’s ear, and whispered what he had 
heard of the house in Pimlico, and of the people who occupied it. 

“ Don’t blame me, My. Armadale,” he added, when the irrevocable 
wqrd? had J>een spoken. “ I tried to spare you.” 

Allan suffered the shock, as all great shocks are suffered, in silence. 
His fir^f impulse would have driven him headlong for refuge to that very 
view of the cabman’s assertion which had just been recommended to 1dm, 
but for one damning circumstance which placed itself inexorably in his 
way. Miss Qwift’s marked reluctance to approach the story of her past 
life, rose irrepressibly on his memory, in indirect but horrible confirma- 
tion of the evidence jyhiqh connected Miss Gwilt’s reference with the 
houpe in Pimlico. One conclusion, and one only — the conclusion which 
any man must have drawn, hearing what he had just heard, and know- 
ing no ippre fhan he knew — forced itself intQ bin mind. A miserable, 
fallen woman, who had abandoned herself in her extremity to the help 
of wretches skilled in criminal concealment— who had stolen her way 
back to decent society and a reputable employment, by means of a false 
character — and whose position now imposed on her the dreadful necessity 
of perpetual seorecy and perpetual deceit in relation to her past life— 
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such was the aspect in which the beautiful governess at Thorpe- Amb rose 
now stood revealed to Allan's eyes 1 

Falsely revealed, or truly revealed ? IJad she stolen her way back to 
decent society, and* a reputable employment, by means of a lake character? 
She had. Did her position impose on her the dreadful necessity of per- 
petual secrecy and perpetual deceit, in relation to her past life ? It did. 
Was she some such pitiable victim to the treachery of a man unknown as 
Allan had supposed ? She was no such pitiable victim . The conclusion 
which Allan had drawn — the conclusion literally forced into his mind by 
the facts before him — was, nevertheless, the conclusion of all others that 
was farthest even from touching on the truth. The true story of Miss 
Gwilt's connection with the house in Pimlico and the people who inhabited 
it — a house rightly described as filled with wicked secrets, and people 
rightly repiescnted as pcipctually in danger of feeling the grasp of the 
law — was a story which coming events were yet to disclose: a story 
infinitely less revolting, and yet infinitely moie terrible, than Allan or 
Allan's companion had either of them supposed. 

“ I tried -to spare you, Mr. Armadale,” repeated Pedgift. “ I was 
anxious, if I could possibly avoid it, not to distress you.” 

Allan looked up, and made an effoit to control himself. “You have 
distressed me dreadfully,” he said. 44 You have quite crushed me down. 
But it is not your fault. I ought to feel you have done me a Bervice — 
and what I ought to do I will do, when 1 am my own man again. There 
is one thing,” Allan added, after a moment’s painful consideration, “ which 
ought to be understood between us at once. The advice you offered me 
just now was very kindly meant, and it was the best advice that could be 
given. I will take it giatefully. W% will never talk of this again, if you 
please ; and I beg and entreat you will never speak about it to any other 
person. WiU you promise me that ? ” 

Pedgift gave the promise with very evident sincerity, but without his 
professional confidence of manner. The distress in plan's face seemed to 
daunt him. After a moment of very uncharacteristic hesitation, he con- 
siderately quitted the room. 

Left by himself, Allan rang for writing materials, and took out of his 
pocket-book the fatal letter of introduction to “ Mrs. Mandeville,” which 
he had received from the major’s wify. 

A man accustomed to consider consequences and to prepare himself for 
action by previous thought would, in Allan’s present circumstances, have 
felt some difficulty as to the course which it might now be least embarrass- 
ing sp£ Jes^t dangerous to pursue, Accustomed to let his impulses direct 
him on aU other occasions, Allan acted on impulse iu fhe serious emer- 
gency that now confronted him. Though his attachment to ^iss CJ wilt 
waft nothing like the deeply- footed feeling which he had himself honestly 
believed it to be, sjie had taken no coipmon place in his admiration, and 
she filled him lyith no comjuon grief when he thought of her now* His 
ouu dominant desire, at that ctitical moment in his life, was a man's 
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merciful desire to protect from exposure and ruin the unhappy woman 
who had lost her place in his estimation, without losing her claim to the 
forbearance that could spare and to the compassion that could shield her. 
14 1 can't go back to Thorpe- Ambrose ; 1 can't trust myself to speak to her, 
or to Bee her again. But I can keep her miserable Becret — and I will 1 " 
With that thought in his heart, Allan set himself to perform the first and 
foremost duty which now claimed him — the duty of communicating with 
Mrs. Milroy. If he had possessed a higher mental capacity and a clearer 
mental view, he might have found the letter no easy one to write. As it 
was, he calculated no consequences, and felt no difficulty. His instinct 
warned him to withdraw at once from the position in which he now Btood 
towards the major's wife, and he wrote what his inBtinct counselled him to 
write under those circumstances, as rapidly as the pen could travel over 
the paper : — 

11 Dunn’s Hotel, Covent Garden, Tuesday. 
44 Dear Madam, — Pray excuse my not returning to Thorpe- Ambrose to-day, 
as I said I would. Unforeseen circumstances oblige me to stop in London. 
I am sorry to Bay I have not succeeded in seeing Mrs. Mandevilie, for 
which reason I cannot perform your errand ; and I beg, therefore, with 
many apologies, to return the letter of introduction. I hope you will 
allow me to conclude by saying that I am very much obliged to you for 
your kindness, and that I will not venture to trespass on it any further. 

44 1 remain, dear madam, yours truly, 

44 Allan Armadale.” 

In those artleBS words, still entiiely unsuspicious of the character of 
the woman he had to deal with, Allan put the weapon she wanted into 
Mrs. Milroy 's hands. 

The letter and its enclosure once sealed up, and addressed, he was 
free to think of himself antf his future. As he sat idly drawing lines with 
his pen on the blotting-paper, the tears came into his eyes for the first 
time — tears in which the woman who had deceived him had no share. 
His heart had gone back to his dead mother. 44 If she had been alive,” 
he thought, 44 1 might have trusted her, and she would have comforted me.” 
It was useless to dwell on it — he dashed away the tears, and turned his 
thoughts with the heart-sick resignation that we all know, to living and 
present things. 

He wrote a line to Mr. Bashwood, briefly informing the deputy-steward 
that hiB absence from Thorpe- Ambrose was likely to be prolonged for 
some little time, and that any further instructions which might be necessary, 
under those circumstances, would reach him through Mr. Pedgiit the elder. 
This done, and the letters sent to the post, his thoughts were forced back 
once more on himself. Again the blank future waited before him* to be 
filled up; and again his heart shrank from it to the refuge of the past 

This time, other images than the image of his mother filled Ids mind. 
The one all-absorbing interest of his earlier days stirred living and eager 
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in him again. He thought of the sea; he thought of his yacht lying idle 
in the fishing harbour at his West-country home. The old longing got 
possession of him to hear the wash of the waves ; to see the filling of the 
sails; to feel the vessel that his own hands had helped to build, bounding 
under him once more. He rose* in his impetuous way, to call for the 
time-table, and to start for Somersetshire by the first train — when the 
dread of the questions which Mr. Brock might ask, the suspicion of 
the change which Mr. Brock might see in him, drew him back to his 
chair. “ I’ll write,” he thought, “ to have the yacht rigged and refitted, 
and I’ll wait to go to Somersetshire myself till Midwinter can go with me.” 
He sighed as his memory reverted to his absent friend. Never had he 
felt the void made in his life by Midwinter’s departure so painfully as he 
felt it now, in the dreariest of all social solitudes — the solitude of a stranger 
in London, left by himself at an hotel. 

Before long, Pedgift Junior looked in, with an apology for his intrusion. 
Allan felt too lonely and too friendless not to welcome his companion’s re- 
appearance gratefully. I’m not going back to Thorpe- Ambrose,* ho 
said : “ I’m going to stay a little while in London. I hope you will be 
able to stay with me ? ” To do him justice, Pedgift was touched, by the 
solitary position in which the owner of the great Thorpe- Ambrose estate 
now appeared before him. He had never, in his relations with Allan, so 
entirely forgotten his business-interests as he forgot them now. 

« You are quite right, sir, to stop here — London’s the place to divert 
your mind,” said Pedgift cheerfully. “All business is more or less 
elastic in its nature, Mr. Armadale ; I’ll spin my business out, and keep 
you company with the greatest pleasure. We are both of us on the 
right side of thirty, sir — let’s enjoy* ourselves. What do you say to 
dining early, and going to the play„ and trying the Great Exhibition 
in Hyde Park to-morrow morning, after breakfast? If wo only live 
like fighting-cocks, and go in perpetually for public amusements, we 
shall arrive in no time at the mens sana in corpore sano of the ancients. 
Don’t be alarmed at the quotation, sir. I dabble a little in Latin after 
business hpurs, and enlarge my sympathies by occasional perusal of the 
Pagan writers, assisted by a crib. William, dinner at five; and, as it’s 
particularly important to-day, I’ll see the cook myself.” 

The evening passed — the next day passed — Thursday morning came, 
and brought with it a letter for Allan. The direction was in Mrs. Milroy’s 
handwriting; and the form of address adopted in the letter warned Allan 
the moment he opened it that something had gone wrong. 

["Private.”] “ The Cottage, Thorpe-Ambroae, Wednesday. 

M Sir,— -I have just received your mysterious letter. It has more than 
surprised, it has really alarmed me. After having made the friendliest 
advances to you on my side, I find myself suddenly shut out from your 
confidence in the moat unintelligible, and, I must add, tbe most discourteous 
manner. It is quite impossible that I can allow the matter to rest where 
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jott. have left it. The only conclusion I can draw from your letter is, 
that mf confidence must have been abused in some Way, and that you 
know a great deal more than you are willing to tell me. Speaking in the 
interest of my daughter's welfare, I request that you will inform me what 
the circumstances are which have prevented your seeing Mrs. Mandeville, 
and uhich have led to the withdrawal of the assistance that you uncon- 
ditionally promised me in your letter of Monday last. 

“ In my state of health, I cannot involve myself in a lengthened 
correspondence. I must endeavour to anticipate any objections you may 
make, and I must say all that I have to say in my present letter. In the 
event (which I am most unwilling to consider possible) of your declining 
to accede to the request that I have just addressed to you, I beg to say 
that I shall consider it my duty to my daughter to have this very un- 
pleasant matter cleared up. If I don’t hear from you to my full satisfaction 
by return of post, 1 shall be obliged to tell my husband that circumstances 
have happened which justify us in immediately testing the respectability of 
Miss Gwilt's reference, And when he asks me for my authority, I will 
refer him to you. 

“ Your obedient servant, 

“Anne Milhoy.” 

In those terms the major's wife threw off the mask, and left her victim 
to survey at his leisure the trap in which she had caught him. Allan's 
belief in Mrs. Milroy’s good faith had been so implicitly sincere, that her 
letter simply bewildered him. He saw vaguely that he had been deceived 
in some way, and that Mrs. Milroy’s neighbourly interest in him was not 
what it had looked on the surface ; and he saw no more. The threat of 
appealing to the major — on which, with a woman's ignorance of the natures 
of men, Mrs. Milroy had relied for producing its effect — was the only part 
of the letter to which Allan reverted with any satisfaction: it relieved 
instead of alarming him. “ If there is to be a quarrel,” he thought, M it 
will be a comfort, at any rate, to have it out with a man.” 

Firm in his resolution to shield the unhappy woman whose secret he 
wrongly believed himself to have surprised, Allan sat down to write his 
apologies to the major’s wife. After setting up three polite declarations, 
in close marching order, he retired from the field. “ He was extremely 
sorry to have offended Mrs. Milroy. He was innocent of all intention to 
offend Mrs. Milroy. And he begged to remain Mrs. Milroy ’s truly.” 
Never had Allan’s habitual brevity as a letter-writer done him better 
service than it did him now. With a little more skilfulness in the use of 
his pen, he might have given his enemy oven a stronger hold on him than 
the hold she had got already. 

The interval-day passed, and with the next morning's post Mis. t&il- 
roy's threat came realised in the shape of a letter from her husband. The 
major wrote less formally than his wife had wxitteh, but his questions 
were mercilessly to the point. 
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11 The Cottage, Thorpe-Atobrose, 

t" Private”] “ Friday, July llth, 1851. 

u Deab Sib, — When you did me the favour of calling here a few daya 
since, you asked a question relating to my governess, Miss Gwilt, which I 
thought rather a strange one at the time, and which caused, as you inay 
remember, a momentary embarrassment between us. 

“ This morning, the subject of Miss Gwilt has been brought to my 
notice again in a manner which has caused me the utmost astonishment. 
In plain words, Mrs. Milroy has informed me that Miss Gwilt has exposed 
herself to the suspicion of having deceived us by a false reference. On 
my expressing the surprise which such an extraordinary statement caused 
me, and requesting that it might be instantly substantiated, I was still 
further astonished by being told to apply for all particulars to no less a 
person than Mr. Armadale. I have vainly requested some further expla- 
nation from Mrs. Milroy; she persists in maintaining silence, and in 
referring me to yourself. 

“ Under these extraordinary circumstances I am compelled, in justice 
to all parties, to ask you certain questions, which I will endeavour to put 
as plainly as possible, and which I am quite ready to believe (from my 
previous experience of you) that you will answer frankly on your side. 

“ I beg to inquire in the first place, whether you admit or deny 
Mrs. Milroy’s assertion that you have made yourself acquainted with par- 
ticulars relating either to Miss Gwilt or to Miss Gwilt’s reference, of which 
I am entirely ignorant ? In the second place, if you admit the truth of 
MrB. Milroy’s statement, I request to know how you became acquainted 
with those paiticulars ? Thirdly, and lastly, I beg to ask you what the 
particulars are ? 

41 If any special justification for putting these questions be needed — 
which, purely as a matter of courtesy towards yourself, I am willing to 
admit — I beg to remind you that the most precious charge in my house, 
the charge of my daughter, is confided to Miss Gwilt ; and that Mrs. Milroy's 
statement places you, to all appearance, in the position of being compe- 
tent to tell me whether that charge is properly bestowed or not. 

“ I have only to add that, as nothing has thus far occurred to justify 
me in entertaining the slightest suspicion either of my governess or her 
reference, I shall wait before I make any appeal to Miss Gwilt Until I 
have received your answer — which I shall expect by return of post. 

11 Believe me, dear sir, faithfully yours, 

44 David Mnjunr.” 

This transparently straightforward letter at once dissipated the confu- 
sion which had thus fkr existed in Allan’s mind : he saw the snare in which 
he had been caught, as he had not seen it yet Mrs. Milroy had dearly 
placed him betweeirtwo alternatives — the alternative of puttibg himself in 
the wrong,- by declining to answer her husband’s questions ; or the alter- 
native of meanly sheltering his responsibility behind the responsibility of 
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a 'woman, by acknowledging to the nuyor’s own fyce that the mrgor’s wife 
bad deoeive4 him. In this difficulty Allan acted, as usual, without 
hesitation. His pledge to Mrs. Milroy to consider their correspondence 
private grill bound him, disgracefully as she had abused it. And his 
Teaohrtton was as immovable as ever to let no earthly consideration tempt 
him kite betraying Miss Gwilt. “ I may have behaved like a fool,” he 
thought," “ hut I won’t break my word ; and I won’t be the means of 
turning that miserable woman adrift in the world again.” 

He wrote to the major as artlessly and briefly as he had written to 
the uugesfs wife, ne declared his unwillingness to cause a friend and 
neighbour any disappointment, if he could possibly help it. On this 
occasion he had no other choice. The questions the major asked him 
were questions which he could not consent to answer. He was not very 
clever at explaining himself, and he hoped he might be excused for putting 
it in that way, and saying no more. 

Monday’s post brought with it Major Milroy’s rejoinder, and closed 
the correspondence. 

“ The Cottage, Thorpe- Ambrose, Sunday. 
“ Sir, — Your refusal to answer my questions, unaccompanied as it is 
by even the shadow of an excuse for such a proceeding, can be interpreted 
but in one way. Besides being an implied acknowledgment of the 
correctness of Mrs. Milroy’s statement, it is also an implied reflection on 
my governess’s character. As an act of justice towards a lady who lives 
under the protection of roof, and who has given me no reason what- 
ever to distrust her, I shall now show our correspondence to Miss Gwilt : 
and I shall repeat to her the conversation which I had with Mis. Milroy 
on this subject, in Mrs. Milroy’s presence. 

41 One word more respecting the future relations between us, and I 
have done. My ideas on certain subjects are, I daresay, the ideas of an 
old-fashioned man. In my time, we had a code of honour by whieh we 
regulated our actions. According to that code, if a man made private 
inquiries into a lady’s affairs, without being either her husband, her 
father, or her brother, he subjected himself to the responsibility of 
justifying his conduct in the estimation of others ; and if he evaded that 
responsibility, he abdicated the position of a gentleman. It is quite 
possible that this antiquated way of thinking exists no longer ; but it is 
too late for me, at my time of life, to adbpt more modern views. I am 
scrupulously anxious, seeing that we live in a country and a time in which 
the only court of honour is a police-court, to express myself with the 
Utmost moderation of language upon this the last occasion that I shall 
hate to communicate with you. Allow me, therefore, merely to remark, 
that our ideas of the "conduct tfhich is becoming in a gentleman, differ 
seriously^ an 4 permit me on this account to reqpai that youwiU eamacfrr 
- yourself for ’the future as a stranger to my ftrafljr and«to myself. 

11 Your obedient servant, 

u Data Manor. 1 * 



ARMADALE. 


358 


The Monday morning on whioh his client reoeived the major's letter, 
was the blackest Monday that had, yet been marked in Pedgift's calendar . 
When Allan's first angry sense of the tone of contempt in which his 
friend and neighbour, pronounced sentence on him had subsided, at 
left him sunk in a state of depression from which no efforts made by his 
travelling companion could rouse him for the rest of the day. Reverting 
naturally, now that his sentence of banishment had been pronounced, to 
his early intercourse with the cottage, his membry went back Uf ^Teelie, 
more regretfully and more penitently than it had gone back to her yet. 

“ If she had shut the door on me, instead of her fathe$” was line/ bitter 
reflection with which Allan now reviewed the p&Bt, “ I shouldn't have had 
a word to say against it ; I should have felt it served me right." 

The next day brought another letter — a welcome letter this time, from 
Mr. Brock. Allan had written to Somersetshire on the subject of re- 
fitting the yacht some days since. The letter had found the rector engaged, 
as he innocently supposed, in protecting his old pupil agaipst the woman 4 
whom he had watched in London, and whom he now Relieved to have 
followed him back to his own home. Acting under the directions sent 
to her, Mrs. Oldershaw’s housemaid had completed the 4 mystification * 
of Mr. Brock. She had tranquillized all further anxiety on die rector's 
part, by giving him a written undertaking (in the character of Miss 
Gwilt), engaging never to approach Mr. Armadale, either personally or 
by letter ! Firmly persuaded that he had won the victory at last, poor 
Mr. Brock answered Allan's note in the highest spirits, expressing some 
natural surprise at his leaving Thorpe- Ambrose, Dut readily promising 
that the yacht should be refitted, and offering the hospitality of the rectory 
in the heartiest manner. 

This letter did wonders in raising Allan's spirits. It gave him a new 
interest to look to, entirely disassociated from his past life in Norfolk. He 
began to count the days that were still to pass before the return of his 
absent friend. It was then Tuesday. If Midwinter came back from his 
walking-trip, as he had engaged to come back, in a fortnight, Saturday 
would find him at Thorpe-Ambrose. A note sent to meet the traveller 
might bring him to London the same night ; and, if all went well, before 
another week was over, they might be afloat together in the yacht 

The next day passed, to Allan’s relief, without bringing any letters. 
The spirits of Pedgiffc rose sympathetically with the spirits of his client. 
Towards dinner-time he reverted to the mens smna in corpore sano of the 
ancients, tfnd issued his orders to tfce head- wai tea more royally tbamever.* 
Thursday came, and brought the fetal postman with more news from* 
Norfolk. A letter-writer now stepped on the scene who ltsd not appeared 
there yet; and the total overthrow- Allan's plan! for a visit tp , 
Somersetshire was accomplished on the spot. 

Bedgift Jufaiog hfeppeped that morning* to be first at the brealfest- table. 
When AW— came in, relapsed into hit professional manfier, and offered 
4 letter to his patron ^ith a bow performed li dreary rilenffc. * 
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“For m!” Inquired Allan, drinking instinctively from a pew 

ooneapmdant. 

- “,Wryo»,«r-from my father,” replied Pedgift, “ enclosed in one to 
myself Perhaps you will allow me to suggest, by way of preparing 
yagu far — for something a little unpleasant, — that we shall want a 
pWtMaly good dinner to-day; — and (if they’re not performing any 
modem Qenpan, music to-night,) 1 think we should do well to finish the 
evening mdlo^fously at the Opera.” 

f* Something Wrong at Thorpe- Ambrose ? ” .asked Allan. 

u Yes, Mr. Armadale ; something wrong at Thorpe-Ambrose ” 

Ailsu sat down resignedly, and opened the letter. 

“ High Street, Thorpe-Ambro^ , 

[« Pm ate and confidential.”] “ 17th July, 1851. 

u Dus fin/ 1 T cannot reconcile it with my sense of duty to your interests, 
to leave you agy longer in ignorance of reports current in this town and 
its neighbourhood* which, I regret to say, are reports affecting yourself. 

' “ The fust intimation of anything unpleasant reached me on Monday 
last. It was widely rumoured in the town that something had gone wrong 
at Major Milroy’s with tbo new governess, and that Mr. Armadale was 
mixed up in^it. -I paid no heed to this, believing it to be one of the 
many trumpery pieces of scandal perpetually set going here ; and as 
necessary as the air they breathe, to the comfort of the inhabitants of this 
highly respectable place. 

“ Tuesday, however, put the matter in a new light. The most 
interesting « particulars were circulated on the highest authority. On 
Wednesday, the gentry in the neighbourhood took the matter up, and 
universally sanctioned the view adopted by the town. To-day, the public 
dealing has reached its climax, and I find myself under the necessity of 
.making you acquainted with what has happened. 

“ To begin at the beginning. It is asserted that a correspondence 
Jook place last week between Major Milroy and yourself ; in which you 
cast, a very serious suspicion on Miss Gwilt’s respectability, without 
defining your accusation, and without (on being applied to) producing your 
proofs. Upon this, the major appears to have felt it his duty (while 
assuring his governess of his own firm belief in her respectability) to inform 
her of what had happened, m order that she might have no fixture reason 
to complain of his havitag*nad any concealments from her in a matter 
effectual ,her character. Very magnanimous on the major's part; but 
you wiH see direcy$4fcat Miss Gwilt was more magnanimous still. After 
Sfptea&ng her thanks in a megt* becoming manner, Bhe requested per- 
mission to ujthtewhefiwlf from Ifajor Milroy’* service. 

* u Various reports are£i oi g c u latfon as to the governess’s reason for 
taking this step. 

14 The authorized wefcckA Qm sanctioned by the resident gmtty) 
represents Mi* Gwilt V tors Aid that shejOpuid not oondesmdr-4n 
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justice to herself; land in justice to her highly respectable reference— to 
defend her reputation against undefined imputations cast on it by a com- 
parative stranger. . At the same time it was impossible for her to pursue 
such a course of conduct as this, unless she possessed a freedom of action 
which was quite incompatible with her continuing to occupy the dependent 
position of a governess. For that reason she felt it incumbent on her to 
leave her situation. But while doing this, she was equally* determined 
not to lead to any mis-interpretation of her motives, by, leaving the 
neighbourhood. No matter at what inconvenience to hehielf, she would 
remain long enough at Thorpe -Ambrose to await any more definitely- 
expressed imputations that might be made on her character, and to repel 
them publicly the instant they assumed a tangible form. 

“ Such is the position which this high-minded lady has taken up, 
with an excellent effect on the public mind in these parts. It is clearly 
her interest, for some reason, to leave her situation, without leaving the 
neighbourhood. On Monday last she - established herself in a cheap 
lodging on the outskirts of the town. And on the same day, she probably 
wrote to her reference, for yesterday there came a letter from that lady 
to Major Milroy, full of virtuous indignation, and courting the fullest 
inquiry. The letter has been shown publicly, and has immensely 
strengthened Miss Gwilt’s position. She is now considered to be quite a 
heroine. The Thorpe-Ambrose Mercury has got a leading article about 
her, comparing her to Joan of Arc. It is considered probable that she 
will be referred to in the sermon next Sunday. We reckon five strong- 
minded single ladies in this neighbourhood — and all five have called on her. 
A testimonial was suggested ; but it has been given up at Miss Gwilt’s 
own request, and a general movement is now bn foot to get her employ- 
ment as a teacher of music. Lastly, I have had the honour of a visit 
from the lady herself, in her capacity of martyr, to tell me, in the sweetest 
manner, that she doesn’t blame Mr. Armadale ; and that she considers 
him to be an innocent instrument in the hands of other and more design- 
ing people. I was carefully on my guard with her; for I don't altogether 
believe in Miss Gwilt, and I have my lawyer’s suspicions of the native 
that is at the bottom of her present proceedings. 

“ I have written thus far, my dear sir, with little hesitation or 
embarrassment. Bnt there is unfortunately a serious side to this business 
as well as a ridiculous side ; afid I must unwillingly come to it before I 
close my letter. 

“ It iB, I think, quite impossible that you con penhit you nJt to be 
spoken of as you are spoken of now, without stirring* personally jn the 
matter. Ytra have unluckily made many enefipes here, and fi&pnoa t 
among them if my colleague, Mf*jDaiA. He ims been sinking every- ‘ 
where a somewhat rashly-expressed letter you wrote to him, cathesubjeet 
of letting the ooMage to Mjger Milroy ifcstead of to himself; aqd it has 
helped to exasperate the feeling against you. ft ia zom^ly i stated k so 
many words, that you have been plying inti Mas Gwfl Ms fondly afltiftfe 



350 


AHMAD ALE. 


with the most dishonourable motive* ; that you have tried, for a profli- 
gate purpose of ydur own, to damage her reputation, and to deprive her 
of the protection of Major Milroy’s roof ; and that, after having been 
adkdd to substantiate by proof the suspicions that you have cast on the 
reputation of a defenceless woman, you have maintained a silence which 
condemns j^ou in the estimation of all honourable men. 

“ I hope it is quite unnecessary for me to say that I don’t attach the 
smallest particle of credit to these infamous reports. But they are too 
widely spread and too widely believed to be treated with contempt. I 
strongly urge you f to return at once to, this place, and to take the 
Accessary measures for defending your character, in concert with me, as 
your legal adviser. I have formed, since my interview with Mirn Gwilt, 
a very strong opinion of my own on the subject of that lady, which it is 
not necessary to commit W paper. Suffice it to say here, that I shall 
have a means to propose to you for silencing the slanderous tongues of 
your neighbours,'’ on the success of which I stake my professional repu- 
tation, if you will only back me by your presence and authority. 

“ It may, perhaps, help to show you the necessity there is for your 
return, if I mention one other assertion respecting yourself, which is in 
everybody's mduth. Your absence is, I blush to tell you, attributed to 
the meanest* of all motives. It is Baid that you ore remaining in London 
because you a!re afraid to show your free at Thorpe-Ambrose. 

‘ Believe me, dear sir, your faithful servant, 

“A. Pedgift SenV* 

Allan was 4f an age to feel the sting contained in the laBt sentence of 
his lawyer's letter. He started to his feet in a paroxysm of indignation, 
which revealed his character to Pedgift Junior in an entirely new light. 

“ Where’s the time-table? ” cried Allan. “ I must go back to Thorpe- 
Ambrose by the next train ! If it doesn't start directly, I’ll have a 
special engine. I must and will go back instantly, and I don’t care two 
ftraws for the expense ! ” 

“ Suppose we telegraph to my father, sir ? " suggested the judicious 
Pedgift “It's the quickest way of expressing your feelings, and the 
cheapest" 

41 Bo it is," said Allan. “ Thank you for reminding me of it. Tele- 
graph to them ! Tell your fifther to give every man in Thorpe-Ambrose 
the lie direct, in my aune. fut it in capital letters, Pedgift— put it in 
capital letters ! ” 

Pedgift smiled and rfhodkhi* head. If he was acquainted with no 
other, vdrieqf o& humA mature, 'be thoroughly knew the variety that 
exists in country towns# v , 

4 “It worffc have th% least effect on them, Mr.Ann*WV! he nemarked 
qui^d|y. (l ^bey’ll e^ly 3° on lying harder than «m. If you want to 
UgSfct the whole town, one line will do it. %ith five shilliz^gsworth of 
human labour a$d electric fluid, 'sir (I dabble a* little in science after 
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business hours), well explode a bombshell in Thorpe- Ambrose ! " Ho 
produced the bombshell on a slip of paper as lie spoke : — <* A. Pedgift 
Junior, to A. Pedgift Senior. — Spread it all over the place that Mr. 
Armadale is coming down by the next train. 1 ’ 

“ More words,” suggested Allan, looking over his shoulder. “ Make 
it stronger.” 

“ Leave my father to make it stronger, sir,” returned the judicious 
Pedgift. “ My father is on the spot — and his command' of language is 
something quite extraoidinaiy.” He rang the bell, and* despatched the 
telegram. 

Now that something had been done, Allan subsided gradually into a 
state of composure. He looked back again at Mr. Pedgift’s letter, and 
then handed it to Mr. Pedgift’s son. 

“ Gan you guess yonr father's plan for setting me right in the neigh- 
bourhood ? ” he asked. 

Pedgift the younger shook his wise head. “ His pjpn appears to be 
connected in some way, sir, with his opinion of Miss Gwilt.” 

“ I wonder what he thinks of her ? ” said Allan. 

11 1 shouldn’t be surprised, Mr. Armadale,” returned Pedgift Junior, 
“ if his opinion staggers you a little, when you come to hear it. My 
lather has had a large legal experience of the shady side of the sex — and 
he learnt his profession at the Old Bailey.” 

Allan made no further inquiries. He seemed to shrink from pur- 
suing the subject, after having started it himself. “ Let’s be doing some- 
thing to kill the time,” he said. “ Let’s pack up, and pay the bill.” 

They packed up, and paid the bill. The hour came, and the train 
left for Norfolk at Inst. * * 

While the travellers were on their way back, a somewhat longer tele- 
graphic message than Allan’s was flashing its way post them along the 
wires, in the reverse direction — from Thorpe- Ambrose to London. The 
message was in cypher, and the signs being interpreted, it ran thus : — 

“ From Lydia Gwilt to Maria Oldershaw — Good news 1 He is ooming 
back. I mean to have on interview with him. Everything looks Well* 
Now I have left the cottage, I have no women’s piying eyes to dread, and 
I can come and go as I please. Mr. Midwinter is luckily out of the way. 1 
don’t despair of becoming Mrs. Armadale yet. Whatever happens, depend 
on my keeping away from London, until I am certain of not taking any 
spies after me to your place. I am in no htirjy to leave Thorpe- Ambrose. 
I mean to ba even with Miss Milroy first.” 

(Shortly after that message was received in London, Allan wap.* back 
again in his own house. It was jpvening — Pedgift Junior had just left 
him— and Pedgift Senior was * expected to call on business in half an 
hour’s time. 
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Of all the daughters of the year, as Mr, Tennyson so prettily designates 
the months— albeit they are of the masculine gender — August combines 
within itself the greatest number of attractions. There is a fresh, green 
innocence about May which is very charming so long as she continues 
to smile upon you ; but as soon as you begin to think that Bhe is likely 
to be all sunshine, she takes care to rebuke your presumption by a 
sudden blast of east wind, or a storm of driving hail. June is less 
capricious ; but June, too, with all her rich, beauty, has her fits of frost 
and cold. But towards the middle of July, or the beginning of August, 
summer, bo to speak, begins to know its own mind ; and then, if the 
season is a fine one, you come at last to taste its full warmth and beauty 
without any feeling of insecurity. The last waggon-loads of hay will just 
be winding homeward through the lanes, under the shadow of the stately 
elms, and- the first shade of yellow will be colouring the surface of the 
wheat-fields, as we look down upon some central English landscape on the 
fateful day of St. Swithin. The corn-harvest, however, is always associated 
with autumn, although the autumn quarter rarely begins until all the 
corn, south at least of the Trent, is carried ; and in this sense autumn 
has this year trodden more sharply on the heels of summer than we can 
ever recolleot it to have done. But the result has been a richer combina- 
tion <pf the elements of rural beauty than is usual at this season of the 
year., The exquisite green of the new-mown meadows, more brilliant this 
July than ever, was not kept waiting till its first freshness had gone off, 
for that beautiful contrast with the gold upon the hill-tide which every 
lover of Nature knows and prises so dearly. The yellow hair and the 
emerald girdle stood revealed together ; and a more radiant and lovely 
specimen of an English summer than we experienced this year, from the 
middle of July to the beginning of the second week in August, is in all 
probability not within the memory of man. 

The harvest has, we say, been unusually early; and we have now 
before us, os we write these words, all Us bitoy and jocund life, all its 
wealth of colour, and pioturesqueness of incident, thrown, as it were, into 
the very tap of m summer, befifre a single blade of grass has withered, or a 
single leaf begun to fade! « It is certainty the most cheerful period of the 
rural year. The hay harvest is a cheerful tim& too, but it is not half so 
long ; and it is ou| of the corn-gathering that the labourer makes hie 
annual coup, in the shape of wages, which sets.h^mon his legs again — 
as fhr, poor fellow, as he con even he said to ^be on his legs at all— for 
the ensuing year. Few sights are more pleating and exhilarating than 
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the groups of reapers and mowers who are. now to be met with in all the 
lanes and roads around a country village, just as the light fades into 
darkness, or gives way before the clear and mellowed lustre of the harvest- 
moon, returning ‘merrily,, if wearily home, after their long day's work. 
Their sunburnt feces still more highly coloured by heat, and it may be 
by beer likewise, wear a happy and good-humoured look at this season, 
which is not always to be found on them. They wish you good-night as 
they pass, in a franker and more friendly tone than usual. And these 
signs of human joy, combined with all the evidence of plenty lying round 
about one, enable a man, for the moment, to cheat himself into a real 
belief in the superiority of rural felicity. As the days go by, these 
groups grow scarcer, and are replaced by the heavy creaking waggons, 
piled high into the air with sheaves, accompanied by two or three boys^ 
hot and shouting, a more staid-looking rustic by the side of the horses, 
and another, probably lounging at his ease upon the load. The very 
horses, at such times, as they strain up the last bit of hill before they 
reach the village, seem under some exceptional excitement, as if they 
too were conscious of the good time, and cordially sympathized with the 
feelings of their human friends. And then what a scene of vigorous 
active woik, of rustic “chaff” and geniality, is the stack-yard! The 
waggon is soon drawn up alongside the fast-rising rick, the horses arc 
taken out, and sent back with an empty wain to the fields and then 
begins the process of stacking, and what is technically known as “ pitch- 
ing.” The men who stand upon the stock, adjust the shocks as they 
receive them, and two men stand below in the waggon to “ pitch " 
them up to tlieir companions. This work of “pitching” is supposed 
to be the hardest of all, and is generally done under the eye of the master, 
who frequently plies a fork himself, just to keep his men up to the mark. 
Mr. Poyser, our readers will remember, comes in hot and dusty from 
“ pitching,*’ to meet the old squire at the Hall Farm, when the question 
arises of his giving up some of his “ plough-land” to a new comer. 

The crop which is usually the first to fall before scythe or sickle is the 
oat crop. Oats, however, are almost always mown, not reaped, and they 
are rather a ticklish crop to get in, because if suffered to remain standing 
till they become the least overripe, they are apt to sheath, as it is called, 
that is, shed the grain most copiously. After the oats comes the wheat ; 
and if the claim of a field of barley and one of wheat on the eccne of 
ripeness be about equal,, the barley comes last. Generally speaking, 
however, the barley crop is a little later than the other two. The amount 
which one man can cut in a day varies with the condition of the crop. 
Half-an-acre we believe to be the average quantity. When the straw is 
unusually thick, or the crop much beaten down by the wind, he cannot do 
more than a quarter. Wages vary in proportion. The average rate in 
the mMMnd counties is fourteen shillings and sixpence an qm, so that 
each min will be earaibg his seven and three-pence a day, or more than 
two guineas a week. In corn that has been much beaten and twisted by 
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violent winds, perhaps double that pay is given, but the men earn no 
more, while the work is a great deal more fatiguing. The full work of 
harvest lasts perhaps about five weeks in any one locality, so that those 
labourers who get constant employment throughout the time can live well 
during the period, and find themselves six or seven pounds in pocket at 
the end df it. These harvest earnings are most important ; they wipe 
off. the score at the village shop, at the butcher’s, baker’s, and shoe- 
maker’s. It is only by these means that the English peasant, even where 
wages are esteemed pretty good, contrives to make both ends meet. No 
man with a wife and family of five or six children can live and pay hia 
way on ten shillings a week. He must get in debt, and harvest just gets 
him out of it. The hay time of course helps him ; and in the hay-field, 
too, his wife and daughters can earn something. But all put together 
will not do more than set him straight. 

It is a curious sight at the gate of any field where the last load or two 
of wheat is being thrown up, to watch the gradually increasing group of 
women and children all pressing forward to the front qb eagerly as the 
crowd on Boxing night at the entrance to a London theatre. 

Ornntcs primi transmitterc curium, 

decrepit old dameB of eighty, down to toddling little brats of three or 
four ; sturdy matrons, and here and there a pretty girl of eighteen, whose 
ancles have been rather spoiled by clumsy boots, and whode- arms are 
redder than one would wish, but whose trim waist, bright hazel eye, and 
thick brown hair, make a considerable array of charms. Many wear tfyose 
large old-fashioned bonnets of which we do not know the proper name, 
but which always remind U9 of those equally old-fashioned leather Hops 
which used at one time to be set on the top of farm-horses’ collars. Othets 
have bright-coloured handkerchiefs, chiefly red and yellow, twisted round 
their heads, which add greatly to the picturesque effect of the whole 
Beene ; and all wait impatiently for the signal that their turn has come at 
last. These, reader, are the gleaners ; a class of people dearer to the 
artist, be he poet or painter, than they are to the farmer or the sportsman. 
The former has to watch very carefully to see that their husbands, 
brothers, and sweethearts do not treat them as the reapers of Boaz were 
instructed to |reat Euth, and let them “even glean among the sheaves,” or 
“ let fkQ also some pf the handfuls on purpose.” The latter haB — how 
often ? — pursed them, not only deeply, but loudly also, when on coming 
up to a fine piece of wheat-stubble, which he was sure must hold a 
covey or. two of birds, he haB found it dotted over from end to end with 
these vagfant camp-followers of the agricultural army — who tell him with 
perfect sang firai d, and indeed with the air of oonveying a most welcome 
piece of intelligence, that “ a sight o' partridges went into them taturs 
this morning.” The “ taturs” in question being out of the poor wretch’s 
beat. But after all they are a very pretty adjunct of harvest-time ; and 
wetahoald be heartily sorry if any invention of science should Wot them 
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from our autumn landscapes. As our young friend with the hazel eyes 
retumB from her work — her tucked-up apron swelled almost to bursting, 
and a large bundle on her shoulders, whence the protruding ears of corn, 
mingling with her dibheyelled hair, form a natural and becoming head- 
dress — you might Search far and wide for a prettier object to look upon. 
The practice of mowing wheat, however, which is rapidly on t he increase, 
to say nothing of the reaping-machine, which makes still cleaner lyork 
of it, is, we fear, tending fast to destroy this good old custom. But few 
ears of corn are left upon the ground under either of these two pro- 
cesses, and when they become universal, the gleaner will scarcely find 
her labour pay. 

But when reaping, and carrying, and gleaning are all over, another 
crop yet remains to be got in, of no small consequence to the farmer in 
many parts of England — we mean the beans. The contrast between the 
ripe bean-field in October, and the flowering bean-field in June, is ex- 
tremely painful. Nothing is sweeter, and few things prettier, than the 
latter ; few more dismal than the former. The pods turn quite black, 
and the stalks nearly so, and the whole crop wears a funereal aspect, 
befitting indeed the last dying days of heat and sunshine in which the 
bean-harvest is usually gathered, but damping one’s spirits none the 
less. As you look down from an eminence over any wide extent of 
country in which beans are cultivated, these dark black patches inter- 
spersed everywhere between green fields, and soft-shining stubbles, pre- 
sent a most desolate appearance, as if the country had been burned, or 
partially laid waste by an invader. A good bit of foul beans, though, 
left standing through September, is a capital thing for the partridge- 
shooters, especially in these days, when all the stubbles are mown, all the 
turnips drilled, and all the hedges grubbed up. As a reason for rejoicing 
and so forth, beans are not thought much of by the peasant mind. The 
reaping and carrying of them seem to create none of the excitement which 
attends on the wheat and on the bailey. The sombre hue of the plant 
communicates itself we suppose to the rustic intelligence. And it is not 
always reckoned as a regular part of “ harvest.'! , Harvest is often said to 
be over when all the corn is in, whatever beans mip still be out. The 
villager, perhaps, regards them as a sort of Connecting link between com 
and turnips — something much inferior to the first, though $oblea'than the 
second ; something certainly which would not by itself justify a harvest- 

home. . 

Generally speaking, the last thing of all which is cleared off the 
farmer's ground, is the clover. Sometimes this is fed off by sheep, and 
sometimes it is mown, made, and regularly stacked. When the clover is 
mown, then we generally feel that the harvest is'indeed over, and that 
reaper and mower alike have hung up their tools till another yefcr has 
poised away. Not but what early clover is often mown in patches for 
fodder,* when fodder is scarce. We are speaking of that which is left to 
grow folly ripe, and to be stacked and stored like hay. 
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It it remarkable that the farmers complain, in many places, that they 
get the mme amount of work out of their men as their fathers 
used to get ; and they add that they must hare machinery to compen- 
sate i & r the falling off in human thews and sinewB. If this complaint 
be only one other note of the regular agricultural growl, we may dis- 
mim it from consideration ; but if there be any element of truth in it, the 
assertion becomes extremely interesting ; for to what does it point ? It 
most point to one of two things : either that the labourer will not work as 
be used, or that he cannot. But that sudden rebellion jogainst toil — that 
determination not to “ slave to death ” which is at the bottom of the 
“ won’t ” — is generally found only in men whose hearts have waxed fat 
with plenty, and not in men situated as many of our peasantry are. 
We cannot imagine, then, that the inferiority complained of is the wilful 
and deliberate doing of the workmen themselves, in the majority of our 
rural districts, though we know it to be in some. If, then, we fall back upon 
the other alternative, and suppose that their strength is really less, how are 
we to account for that ? Is it indeed true that die present generation of 
English peasantry are worse off than the last ; that they get, that is, smaller 
supplies of nourishing food, less warmth, and worse clothing ? In some 
agricultural districts with which we ore acquainted, the labourers could 
hardly be worse off than they are now; but whether they were ever better 
off is another question. For the last two or three years meat has been 
extremely dear, but the dearness has not lasted long enough to have 
permanently affected any large class of the community, while at the same 
time it has been to a large extent neutralized by the cheapness of other 
articles of food. We own we incline to deny the original proposition, or if 
there be any truth in it we should prefer to set it down to the marked de- 
terioration which has taken place in one important article of the poor man's 
diet — we mean his beer. What great agricultural < ohampiod will arise to 
deliver the unhappy labourer from the ty rainy of the local fcpwwer, at whose 
hands he is now obliged to drink stuff which even the publican who sells 
it cannot defend — which stupifies without intoxicating, and neither slakes 
his thirst, strengthens his limbs, nor cheers his spirits T Labourers at 
harvest should always, if possible, have their beer from the farmer. 

From one peculiar supply of harvest labour the English farmer has 
been fading himself cut off more and more every year. Who cannot 
* remember the groups of ragged figures, and half humorous, half savage 
faces, which ten or eleven or a dozen years ago were always to be met 
with about harvest time, trudging along the turnpike roads, or reposing 
on the roadside turfj examining their bundles, or counting their coppers ? 
These were detachments of the great immigration of Celts, who used every 
.August to peur over into this aritad with the most commendable rcgu- 
uarity, and having pocketed what they could of our cash, returned to rail 
at the Saxon. They still come, but not in the same numbers as formerly. 
g aa r aa a and the sword fcmre dene their work, and thousands ef stalwart 
Humes lie mouldering in the soil of Virginia, which were once as familiar 
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as the swallow to the farmsteads of Warwickshire and Northamptonshire. 
A scanty remnant still dribbles across the Channel, but still sufficiently 
numerous to render railway travelling in August a more than usually 
hazardous undertaking. .The style in which these unfortunate strangers 
rush up and down a railway platform, thrusting their matted heads and long 
reaping hooks into the windows of every carriage in search of Pat, or Tim, 
or Mike, is exceedingly alarming under any circumstances. But if in a 
sudden fit of economy you have been rash enough to take a third-class 
ticket, it is positively appalling. Not contented with brandishing the 
tools of their trade in a menacing and ferocious manner, they occa- 
sionally give utterance to what would appear to be the war-cry of their 
tribe, if anything rouses them to wrath ; a wild unmeaning howl, which 
as Edie Ochiltree would have said, is “ mair like a dog’s language than 
a man's.” It is certainly only half human. For these reasons railway 
travelling during If arrest time, in counties still frequented by the Irish, 
is not to be lightly adventured on; nor when begun, to he pursued 
without constant vigilance, meditation, and prayer. 

Once in the field, however, the Irishman ceases to be a nuisance, and 
becomes a most serviceable, sober, and indefatigable workman. He toils 
like a machine, lives hard — far harder than Englishmen could do — and 
reserves all his drinking for Sundays. His ordinary refreshment is coffee. 
This he brews in a primitive and simple fashion. He begs the loan of a pail 
and a gallon of boiling water in the farm-yard. He tosses a pound or two 
of coffee into the bucket, pours the boiling water upon it, and his break- 
fast, dinner, or supper, as the case may be, is ready for him. Sunday, 
however, is a gala day. The gang club their money together, purchase 
a cask of beer, and retiring into the shade of some friendly hedge-row, 
there drink confusion to the Saxon and redress to the wrongs of Ould 
Ireland till the barrel is empfo and they themselves are reduced to the 
blissful unconsciousness of* rinne. In a heathen land, as doubtless they 
E ngland to be, this would seem to them t^e most fitting mode 
of testifying their contempt for a Sabbath which is hallowed by no 
Christian rites. 



That was a jojous hopeful morning, that 23rd July, in the Kingdom of 
Kerry, and over all the adjacent royalty of the island of Valencia, for 
from the recondite Bay of Foilhummerum there was to go forth a thread 
across the sea, down in the depths of the Atlantic, to take up the warp 
and woof of the web with which these remote Irishry have bound them- 
selves to thw Western world. It was indeed a microcosm on the edge 
of the oliffs and people of very different condition and degree had been 
attracted there by the influence of the Atlantic cable. There sat the lady 
of May Fair in the affected coarseness of her sea-side finery, watching the 
beat of the sidling wave on the boulders at her feet, and around her wide- 
eyed in fluttering rags wandered and wondered the unkempt children of 
the natives, gathering and eating sea-weed from the rocks. The London 
millionaire sauntered through the crowd of weather-beaten dejected men, 
half fishermen, half husbandmen, who struggle generation after generation 
against an unfruitful soil and rude sens for half a livelihood. Dandy 
capitalists as they lay on the sward (the centres qf circles of rustic admirers) 
talked of Goodwood and grouse through a hum of Erse. The most ancient 
type of pig known to these isles scratched his long line of rattling ribs 
against the newest form of telegraph posts. Beside the hut, almost as 
destitute of internal comfort as an Indian wigwam, rose the smart telegraph 
house, stored with the subtlest instruments for measuring the subdued 
lightning. All the energy, polish, and speculative mind of civilization 
were in close contact with the lassitude, faunt uncouthness, and passive 
indifference of a race which is now animated only by the hope of exile 
and emigration. 

It was a serious disappointment to the many who had journeyed a 
hundred miles for the sight, that the Great Eastern did not come to 
Valencia or close in shore. But they are used to disappointments, even 
in potatoes. Nor did the men-of-war give them a chance ; but the Hawk 
and the Caroline rolled thrice as much as any vessels else could do ; and 
besides, the Princess Alexandra Ballast-Board yacht was there, so 
that what with a few yachts, and the pleasant presence of the Chief 
Secretary, and strange SaXon oablemen in knickerbockers, and fair Saxon 
ladies in kirdes, and some streaks of smoke on the horizon, there was 
really a good 4 deal of interest and excitement provided lor the masses on 
•$e occasion. It was a grea^ thing to see the shore-end carried up into* 
the telegraph house, and many forms of nose were obtuzed in curious 
planes against its windows, in order to keep the eager eyes fixed 
on the operators, who were then generally engaged in operating on 
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meats and drinks. It was greater still to behold that famous roller, 
the Caroline , steam out westward, trailing the shore-end after her, till 
she ran below the horizon altogether. The Knight of Kerry — hospit- 
able, gracious Lord of. Valencia, who has faith in some unproven theorem 
that the cable will work much good to his kingdom — worked as hard as if 
the good would at once come to pass. And at last the time comes when 
the Great Eastern is to begin her functions, and the operation of laying 
the Atlantic Cable really commences. Now, in a few words, let us 
endeavour to understand what that operation was — correct some errors, • 
and make a few reflections, premising that our readers are supposed to 
be fully acquainted with the details of the Diary published in the news- 
papers. The cable stowed in the Great Eastern was of a form recom- 
mended by a committee of scientific and practical men. There was not 
a moment during which it was let alone, and on all occasions it responded 
to the tests. Therefore it was considered so perfect that 44 a fault ” was 
not expected to occur in the laying down. There are many people who 
don’t know what “ a fault” is— who are ignorant of the meaning of (( dead 
earth.'* Let us explain — 

When the insulation of the core of the cable is perfect, there is a 
certain amount of resistance to the passage of an electric current through 
it which is measured by the deflection of a suspended magnet, to which is 
attached a tiny mirror, so placed as to catch the light of a lamp through a 
small aperture, and to reflect it on a graduated index. This is a description 
of Thomson’s galvanometer. The movement of the light measures the 
opposition encountered by the current in going along the copper, and 
when the resistance is diminished very much the magnet is proportionably 
deflected by the increased flow of electricity, and the light moves to the 
extremity of the scale or vanishes off it altogether. Now if an injury be 
done to the gutta percha, bo that the copper is exposed to the action of a 
conducting body, the escape of ^he current takes place from the hole in 
accordance with certain fixed laws — part going off to the conductor, and 
part continuing its course along the copper to the end of the cable. The 
escape is at once detected by the galvancpnqter, and the electricians know 
“a fault” has occurred. Sometimes the electro-chemical current, by tem- 
porary deposits of gas or salts of copper in the inj ury , mends the fruit ; and 
if the wound be not very large, so as to lay bare the copper in contact with 
a co ndu c tin g medium, there is generally enough of current to transmit 
signals. But, as a rule, the tendency of 4 ‘fruits ” is to increase rapidly ; 
so that a cable in which one is detected cannot be considered at all sale, 
and may indeed become useless in a moment 44 Dead earth" is a deadly 
fruit It means that an injury has been caused to the gutta perdu of 
such a na ture that a perfect contact has been established between the 
copper core and Some other good conductor ; and in that case all the* 
current paw w* away, and the galvanometer indicates that there is no 
resistance to its passage— the insolation of the cable bring destroyed, so 
that Ho message whatever can* be sent by it. There is no oonrse to be 
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pursued when M dead earth ” occurs but to take up the cable and remove 
the injured portion ; and if that cannot be done, to abandon the enter- 
prise and consider the portion which is laid as useless for electrical pur- 
poses. In the case of “a fault,* 1 the judgment of the electricians is called 
into play, and they have to decide whether it is of such a description as to 
render it imperative for the engineers to undertake the risk of picking up 
the cable and taking it out, or if it can be worked through with reason- 
able chances of endurance. To guide them to a decision, they generally 
try to “ break down *’ the fault, as it is called, by increasing the battery 
power ao much at to produce “ dead earth ” by the action of the current ; 
in whioh case the cable must be taken up, and if they fail, they may work 
through the wire with a reduced number of cells. 

By wonderful application and close watching, by the nicest calcu- 
lations, by exquisite instruments, by tabulated formula in which the 
agency of heat, of water-pressure, of conductivity, of induction, of the 
subtlest physical laws is reduced to appreciable results, electricians are 
enabled to work up to the “ fauh ” or “ dead earth *’ miles and miles 
away in the depths of the Atlantic, and to estimate its distance and its 
magnitude. When the “ fault ” or “ dead earth ” is hauled on board, 
they can detect the plaoe at once ; the injured piece is removed, and a 
splice and joint are made between the severed ends of the cable. This is 
done by laying bare the copper wires, filing them to a neat section like 
the splices of a fishing-rod, soldering them over, binding the splice with 
fine wire, and then, by means of a lamp, covering it with layer after 
layer of gutta-percha aud Chatterton’s non-conducting compound till it 
is in a fit state to have the lengths of protecting wire covered with moniJla 
drawn down and twisted together over it, so as to make the joint stronger 
than the original cable. That done, the cable is handed over to the 
engineers, who resume the process of paying out. 

The gentleman in charge of the electrical arrangements and testing of 
the cable was Mr. de Sauty, the experienced electrician of the Telegraph 
Construction and Maintenance Company, assisted by Mr. Saunders, 
Mr. Willoughby Smith, and other able and zealous officers of the com- 
pany's staff. The prinoipal person on board the ship was Mr. S. Canning, 
engineer of the company, who superintended the paying out and picking 
up, and who was charged with the control of the whole expedition ; and 
next to him was Mr. Clifford, who was the head of the mechanical depart- 
ment. Both these gentlemen were assisted by Messrs. Temple and an 
able and experienced staff, and had under their orders a corps of cable- 
layers, smiths, artificers, and skilful mechanics of all kinds. Captain 
Anderson, one of the officers of the Canard line of steamers, was in 
command of the Great Eastern; and as he rightly considered that in 
"Critical moments all his attention would be demanded by the management 
of the vast ship,*applicatian was made to the Lords of the Admiralty ibr 
ffie assistance of an officer who would take charge of the navigation;' end 
Staff Commander Morisrty, of the JFba, whose services on board the 
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Agamemnon , in 1858, ought to make hk name familiar to the public, was 
allowed leave of absence for the purpose of giving his aid to Captain 
Anderson. They, worked together with the utmost zeal and harmony ; 
and in all their calculatidns, made under the greatest difficulties, agreed 
within a few seconds as to the ship's position after drifting in unknown 
currents amid fogs and storm. 

There were two companies represented on board. The Telegraph 
Construction and Maintenance Company had chartered the Great Eastern 
to lay the cable they had contracted to put down from Valencia to 
Newfoundland for the Atlantic Telegraph Company ; su^d their, officers 
had the sole control of the expedition and all matters connected with it ; 
but on the completion of the work the representatives of the Athmtic 
Telegraph Company took possession of the cable and came into power. 
Mr. Field, as Director of the New York board, and general representative 
of the company, was ii possession of the test messages enclosed in sealed 
envelopes, which were to be opened as soon as the*bable was declared to 
be in readiness for thei^ transmission. 

Mr. Varley, eminent as an electrician, was strictly enjoined not to 
interfere or to express an opinion concerning any of the operations in the 
testing-room. He was ordered by his board not even to give hk advioe 
if he were asked for it, unless the demand were made in writing, and 
in that case he was only to answer in writing, and to insert in the written 
document a distinct declaration that the opinion so given was not in any 
way to bind the company which he represented. Professor W. Thomson 
of Glasgow, whose name is known over Europe, and who k certainly one 
of the most distinguished and acute physickts in the world, was admitted 
on board as a sort of scientific aide-de-camp to Mr. Varley, but he was 
not to depart from the course indicated by the board to his principal. 
So there were two gentlemen, full of suggestions and ideas and formulas, 
reduced to silence — two great guns, spiked as it were, but charged to the 
muzzle. They were nigh bursting, and no wonder ; no wonder, too, if 
they were driven to resent unconsciously the position in which they were 
placed by large speculative discourses in private, and by rigid critical 
remarks, which must in such cases assume a censorial character. In the 
gravest discussions they held no part The only way in which they 
could give utterance to their feelings was by asking questions. 

Captain Hamilton, one of the directors of the Atlantic Company, was 
stationed at Valencia to receive the test messages and to enter on p o sse s 
sion of the station at Foilhummerum as soon as the task of the contractors 
waa over. Mr. Gooch represented the Great Eastern directors on board 
the ship. Among the passengers not directly engaged in the operation were 
M. Jules Despescher, of Paris, the author of a scheme for layingaa Atlantic 
cable from the Peninsula, vid the Azores and St. Pierre, to America; 
Dr* W. H. Burnell, engaged to write a history of Atlantic telegraphy, 
who subsequently acceded to the request of the directors of the Telegraph 
Construction and Maintenance Company to compile a Diary of the proceed- 
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logs on board ; Mr. R. Dudley, who was to illustrate the book ; Mr. J. CL 
Deane; Mr. H. 0‘Neil, the distinguished painter of “ Eastward, Ho 1 ” 
and “ Westward, Ho ! ” and several young gentlemen, to whom, in various 
capacities, the directors had granted passages. As Mr. Seward was in a 
restive snood, he would not recommend President Johnson to order any 
United Stages man-of-war to accompany the expedition, but as the capital 
was almost exclusively English, the work English, and the companies 
English, their absence was only to be regretted as an indication of 
Mr. Seward’s ill-health and pettishness. 

The Admiralty commissioned H.M.S. Terribly Captain Napier, to 
accompany the Great Eastern , and ordered II.M.S. Sphinx, Captain 
V. Hamilton, destined for the North American station, to proceed across in 
company, and to take soundings for the use of the expedition; and Admiral 
Hope was directed to station vessels off Trinity Bay to meet it, and to 
render the undertaking all the aid in his power. Thus far everything 
seemed to promise well, and as one of the directors said, 11 If we fail to lay 
the cable now, it will be owing to some trivial circumstance we cannot 
foresee or guard against.” The Great Eastern was in good condition 
for the voyage, and only wanted some repairs to her boilers, and the 
removal of many tons of mussels and barnacles from her bottom, to make 
her in the best possible form for speed and stability. Her floats were, 
however, reefed, so that her maximum speed was not more than nine 
knots an hour, which was two knots more than the highest rate at which 
it was intended to pay out the cable. Provisions in abundance — droves 
of oxen, flocks of sheep, farm-yards of poultry, geese, and ducks, tons 
of ice, furnished materials for monster bills of fare ; and the crowing of 
cocks in the early morning, the bleating and baking of sheep, the cackling 
of geese and quacking of ducks intermingled strangely with the puffing 
and blowing of donkey-engines, and the liiss and rush of the great 
Atlantic waves which seethed around us. As lor the lowing of kine and 
oxen, it was soon cut short, for a murrain came on the cattle, which wero 
killed to save their lives day after day, till not one was left. We did not 
know till our return that a pestilence had broken out among the bovines 
in England. 

The decks of the ship were perforated with more chimneys than I 
could ever count. They seemed to grow and die in the course of a night 
—one here, another there. Great iron cranes stood up stiffly, as if they 
had mistaken Ike ship for a quay-wall, and had got on board by accident. 
Carpenters 1 benches, forges, anvils, were mixed up with a flotilla of boats, 
all got in-board (except two for fear of “ a man overboard ”), in order to 
be out of the way of the cable-stoppers all over the deck ; and, turn which 
way we might, it was nigh hopeless to try hnd evade the volumes of smoke 
which were hurled out of smoke-stacks and funnels, bow amidships and 
astern. The first evening of our starting was delightful, but at night 
the nimble of machinery as the cable flew out was too pronounced to be 
quite agreeable. That, however, wee so monotonous and Tegular that we 
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soon grew nsad to it, and at length liked it bo much, that the sight of the 
wheels revolving, and jockeys jumping up and down, was positively agree- 
able and exhO&rating. And when the noise ceased, and the wheels stood 
still astern, there was gloom in the ship, as when the engine itself becomes 
motionless in somo ill-fated craft with a lee-shore not fhr distant. Pro- 
portionately to our confidence and good spirits was the shook Which came 
early next morning, when the stoppage of the vessel woke every sleeper, 
and words, “ There’s a fault overboard,” at onoe dispelled the delusion that 
the Great Eastern was about to run over in one easy uninterrupted course 
to Trinity Bay. There was a gathering around the testing room, in which 
the batfteriee and wire ends and galvanometers are worked, and whioh is 
darkened by curtains in order that the ray from the mirror already 
mentioned may be watched more easily Then as time wore on, and, as 
it appeared, electricians did not know, owing to the varying nature of the 
fault, whether it existed 20 or 40 miles away, or indeed whether it was 
not at the shore-end dose to Valencia, a feeling of disappointment and 
doubt began to arise, which was not at all decreased when it was decided 
to haul up the cable till the fault was discovered. By a few hours study * 
and observation we had become accustomed to one process, and the mode 
in which it was effected, and we had no curiosity to see the reverse 
operation. 

When all was ready, the word was given to “ cut the cable,” and the 
executioner having a sharp saw in his hand approached his unconscious 
victim as it reposed somewhere in the neighbourhood of the jockey wheels, 
and with two or three rasps divided the iron sinews and copper marrow, 
so that the seaward end was drawn astern, and then with chain and 
hawser and wire rope splashed into the sea ; that always made one jump. 
But after a moment it was seen that the wire rope which sawed up and 
down through the water, held on stiffly to something or other* When the 
end was over, stoppera were let go with much shouting from point to point 
of the side, but it happened sometimes that wire rope had to be let go 
after the cable ere the ship could be brought round with her bow to the 
point where her stem had been when the cable was being paid out, 
and it was quite necessary that her bow should be turned eastwards 
instead of westwards before the picking-up operation Was commenced, as 
an oblique ■tr?*" would have been dangerous. The wire rope brin g 
secured at the bows was slowly hauled in by the picking-up m ac hin e r y 
when the proper position of the ship had been attained. This apparatus 
consisted of a series of V wheels, drum wheels and spur wheels, worked by 
two small steam engines on the deck, which were supplied with steam by 
boilers at the sides of the ship near the bow. There was a dynamometer 
end an indicator, and breaks and breaksmen, but it se em ed to me aa if 
one of the engines, At all events, was an old affair, and the other, if new, 
certainly, did not rqjota in youthful strength end rifirians y, for its 
eooeotrio got out of gear, and bed to be helped with a h a nds pi ke and mi 
riestie bandage* ff “paying out” vary soon became monot o n ous ja if 
vol. xii. — no. 69. IB. 
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regularity, if cutting and letting go the cable was always exciting, it must 
be confessed that w taking in ” never for a moment suffered the men to rest, 
and that “picking-op * combined tediousness and feverish excitement to 
a degree never equalled, except in some masterly surgical operation. Not 
a soul save Some solitary sailor on duty was visible near the stern, which 
bad but a few moments before contained all the energy of official life, 
ca ri os i ty , and amateur observation of the floating town. To the bows 
they clustered— officers and all, and gazed down on the black cable, which 
was always animated with a strenuous vis inertia, and fought as hard as 
the sea-serpent himself against the force which brought it in over the wheel 
at the how. There again Mr. Canning, Mr. Clifford, and their staff 
directed and regulated. Captain Anderson now watched the cable as it 
was strained upwards — now stood on the bridge, keeping his eye on the 
head of the ship, and giving orders for her management, and the acoustic 
tube and whiBtle which was carried from the bow to the bridge communi- 
cated the various demands to “ go ahead with the screw,” or 41 to turn 
astern,” or “ to stop her,” which the varying relations of ship and cable 
'demanded. 

When the first piece of wire was found in the cable, no one had any 
idea but that it was there by accident ; and as the cable was perfect up to 
the moment of Bending the last tests from the ship to the shore, it at 
once occurred to us that the wire had been driven into the cable whilst 
it was passing through the machinery astern. But when the fault of July 
29th was examined, a strong suspicion was at once aroused that the 
injury was caused by some villain on board, for the wire was driven in 
an artistic manner right through the cable from side to side. Several 
attempts to pierce the cable by pressing similar pieces of wire against it 
With the heel utterly failed. The men declared it was the Work of an 
assassin. Had he been caught, the world might have heard something of 
an attempt to administer Lynch law. One man was suspected, but there 
was no evidenoe against him. When the last fault took place, M. 
Bespescher, on guard in the tank, saw one of the cablemen stoop down 
to tie his shoe-string. That was nothing, if men were not suspicious. 
Besides that man did not belong to the gang then at work, but came 
down before his time. Then Mr. Field, who followed M. Despesoher, 
heard a scraping of wire, and the men heard it too, and called out to the 
man on deck. 

Some people seem to think that the misohief could have been avoided 
if the man on deck bad heard the alarm, but that is not so, as the cable 
could not then have been a r r este d in its course overboard. The only 
advantage gained would have been the warning to the electrician^ that a 
wire had gone over stacking oat of the cable. As it is, themtxms of the 
third fault must be a myst er y for the present. It is only surmise that is 
tree caused by another end ef wire. An examination of the cable shook 
flffi faith in its alleged perfectio n , fo it use found that several p ieces of 
tribe were broken in the cods, and eome ef the mire pnoved to be tpjtti* 
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and ill-tenipered. This discovery allayed the excitement caused by the 
suspicion of malice, but it damnified the cjiaraoter of the cable, as it 
revealed a staong-toicidal tendency on its part As yet that {pave ques- 
tion of aocidexft or design is undecided. Our subsequent exploit, however, 
tends to diminish the chances of malicious injury materially. For who 
will run the risk of detection, especially under the close inspection to be 
established in future, in order to inflict an injury 'which can be at once 
found out, and which can be hooked up from the deepest part of the 
Atlantic ? A few words as to the grappling which has excited so muoh 
attention. The final breakage of the cable took ua all by surprise. 
Nothing was ready. No buoy could be slipped over. But Staff Com- 
mander Mcriarty and Captain Anderson determined the exact position of 
the extreme part of the cable actually laid to be in lat 51° 24' 40P N., 
long. 39° 4' 30 ' W. — to the actual seconds, — and then they marked down 
the ground or sea gone over in the picking up till the eable broke, and 
traced the end to lat. 51° 25', long. 39° 1'. On noon of the 3rd, the Great 
Eastern having steamed and drifted in a fog 46 miles E. of the end of 
cable, began to grapple, caught cable in 2,000 fathoms, and slipped buoy 
No. 1 dose to the line of cable and 10 miles W. of the first lift of it on 
August .4. Then Bhe drifted 7 or 8 miles S.E. of the buoy in a fog till 
noon of 5th August, and at noon on 6th August she was 16 miles further 
to Ihe eastward, enveloped in fog again, and had to steam to the west- 
ward, groping her way and looking for the buoy till she got within 3 miles 
of the broken end, and grappled the cable again. Then, when the second 
swivel broke on August 8th, she slipped buoy No. 2 to mark the spot, 
some 10 miles W. of buoy No. 1, and left these two marks on the 
ocean when she was obliged to abandon the attempt. Sailors alone 
can appreciate the extraordinary skill displayed in the proceedings thus 
simply stated. 

The results of the Atlantic Telegraph Expeditions of 1857, 1853, and 
1865 fairly analyzed, present the following general conclusions : — A sub- 
marine cable oan be laid between Ireland and Newfoundland, for it was 
done in 1858. Messages can be sent through a cable so laid, even if it 
were not perfectly insulated. The difficulties in the laying of a submarine 
cable are much diminished by the use of one ship instead of two* and the 
Great Eastern affords singular facilities for the operation. K n cable be 
broken, it oan be caught by grapnels in the deepest water of the Atlantia 
plateau ; and therefore the danger of losing it altogether from fractal* is 
considerably diminis hed. The cable can be stopped when n limit is dis- 
covered, and ten miles of it oan be hauled an board from n depth of more 
than two miles. A fruit oan be cut out, and the cable re-spUcod on board 
with the greatest ease. Buoys can be moored in upwards of 2,000 fothems 
of water, so as ta ride out a gale without shifting. Faalta, wh e ther de- 
signed or accjdsntsl, can be almost immediately dete ct ed and r eme died . 
Thn msnltair m irf Hi" rrb 1 ? *r iy immemon. The cable 

is tapnkfe of taring tan times tbs weight to which it ie snhjeotad in the 
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process of paying out in 8,400 fathoms. The paying-out machinery 
answer* perfectly; the picking-up machinery is exceedingly imperfect; 
and finally, it is most desirable to have a cable so constructed that the 
outer oovering ahaU, if possible, be proof against injury ; fofr, although the 
cable furnished by 44 The Construction and Maintenance Company ” was 
exceedingly pliable, sank easily, and was of proper specific gravity, it 
appears to have been liable to accidental or intentional damage. Could 
the cable have been paid out without the occurrence of a fault, the Great 
Eastern would have accomplished her task with as much ease and certainty 
as the packet boat travels from Folkestone to Boulogne. Picking-up must 
always be attended with a certain amount of risk ; the risk indeed may be 
much diminished by the construction of a proper apparatus; but the principal 
improvement to be effected lies in obviating the necessity of transferring 
the end of the cable from the stem to the bow. There is no reason of a 
mechanical nature to prevent the paying-out apparatus being so adjusted 
as to have a reverse action, and, by the aid of steam, to be fitted for hauling 
in the cable ; but if it shall be found undesirable to unite these two func- 
tions in the one machine, there is certainly no 6olid objection to the 
erection of a picking-up apparatus astern, side by side with the paying-out 
machinery. Nauticolly there is a difficulty. A large ship, particularly 
the Great Eastern , will not go stem to windward or keep to the eea ; 
but Mr. Gooch has proposed the means of steering the Great Eastern stern 
foremost by means of a small double screw placed at the stem, under her 
quarter, which promises effectually to obviate any difficulty in working 
picking-up machinery placed in the stem of the vessel. Although the 
grappling of a cable at the bottom of the ocean was a very great feat, it 
may be at once admitted no one ever contemplated the possibility of 
effecting it. What has yet to be proved after all is whether the cable 
can be taken up from the bottom to the surface, and secured on board 
the vessel? 

It may be observed that the cable only weighs fourteen hundred- 
weight per mile in the water, and that it is made to bear the strain of 
seven miles of its own weight; but we have already seen that such 
calculations are not to be relied upon $ swivel-bolts and hawsers gave way 
at strains far inferior to the estimated breaking-point. In grappling for 
the cable, the point to be aimed at is one mile or so from the broken end; 
because if the grapnel catches there, the loose end as it comes up will hang 
peip endiculaxly for a certain distance from the grapnel with a line of cable 
hooked at the other side, and will, in all probability, become entwined 
with it as the wire rope revolves in the water whilst it is being pulled 
up to the bow. Should the grapnel catch the oable at a point eight or ten 
miles from the end, it may be found necessary to bear upon the cable till 
it breaks, in order to get the end for the purposes just mentioned. 

There are no currents at the bottom of the. Atlantic — all is a black 
▼e id, in which it is doubtful if there is a trace of life, or light, or motion ; 
it is asserted that star fish, with minute and almost microscopic shell fish 
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in their stomachs, have been taken up from the bottom of the Atlantic; 
and, as there were traces of colour on their bodies, it baa been argued $at 
the light must penetrate the abyss to a certain extent ; but our reasoning 
on these points is. as likely to be fallacious as our knowledge is limited, 
and the only positive information we have iB that the bottom where the 
cable lies consists of the finest ooze, rfhd that there is no current or 
agitation of the waters beneath. Should the Great Eastern pick up the 
cable, splice it, and return to Trinity Bay with the remainder paid out, 
the company would be in possession of two cables instead of one— there is 
not the least fear of there being a deficiency of work for both. New 
York has at least as much to say to London as it has to San Francisco; 
and between Europe and America the wantB of civilization will need 
a dozen lines of telegraph as soon as the means of gratifying them are 
developed. 

There is another consideration connected with the extension of sub- 
marine telegraphs of very great importance. We have seen that cables 
can be grappled for and caught, and even though it may not be possible to 
take them up, it is certain they can be destroyed, lu event of war, 
therefore, on enemy's cruiser could not only interrupt communication 
between the one portion of the belligerent state and the other connected 
by submarine telegraph, but might cut off the communication between 
one continent and another, in order to annoy the enemy and interrupt his 
connection with neutral states. Whatever understanding may be ariived 
at, no one who has witnessed the operations of the Great Eastern, in her 
recent expedition, can doubt of the very speedy establishment of telegraphic 
communication between Europe and America across the Atlantic, and of 
its rapid development by the facilities which the monster ship so singularly 
possesses for work her designer and builder, never intended or contem- 
plated. 
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Kvanra could be more unfair than to charge the British public with 
anything like a want of appreciation of the British Nary. But owing, 
Wo suppose, to the nature of the case, to the fact that naval life is, 
from Ha necessary conditions, isolated from that of the rest of the country, 
vary tittle is known about the history and organisation of the Navy ; and 
it is seldom heard ef^ except when it is engaged in fighting, or on such 
rare occasions of holiday and, display as this autumn has witnessed. 
Quite recently, for instance, a certain internal change in that aervioe — 
we mean Ike abolition of the rank of master — was announced, and passed 
almost without notice, though there was nothing of importance going on to 
distract or absorb the country’s attention. Yet the change, while by no 
means insignificant in its bearing on the efficacy of her Majesty’s ships, 
is one emphatically calculated to remind people of the transitions which 
the Navy has gone through. The title of master is at least seven centuries 
old, to begin with, and is probably a great deal older. In modern times, 
that officer, though ranking only with the lieutenants — and with them in 
sack a way that, failing higher officers, the youngest lieutenant Would 
take command of the ship before Turn, — has been, in some important 
respects, the captain’s alter ego. Conjointly with the captain, he has been 
responsible for the ship’s safety, and has had it in his power formally to 
discharge himself from the responsibility, on his advice being rejected. 
He has been charged with the task of taking the chief observations by 
which the vessel’s place on the chart is determined. He has kept the 
ship’s log. He has superintended the steering in action, and at all critical 
times. He has had the rigging and stores under his peculiar direction. 
All tins points to the conclusion that his office must be the relic of a more 
considerable office ; that he must represent the masters of a day when the 
master sailed the ship, and the captain fought her, and when the master 
was thus an authority of much more consequence than he has been since 
we have had officers who were captains and masters in one. Such a 
fret, we say, as the abolition of this office, the merging of its special 
duties in those of the lieutenants, and the final disappearance of its very 
title, aeemB specially fitted to suggest a brief review of the phases through 
which the profession has passed. It is curious to consider what a long 
time the organization of our men-of-war has taken to form itself, and yet 
how ancient the essential rudiments of that organisation are. 

One of the first things that strikes an inquirer in this, as in other 
departments, is the slowness with which our ancestors arrived at the 
fall adoption of the principle of the division of labour. We talk now 
of civilians, and military men, and naval men ; but in the Middle Ages 
gentlemen abounded who were all three. The chief governors of the 
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groat fleet which Bichard L sent to the Holy Land in 1189 were Gerard, 
Archbishop of Aix, and Bernard, Bishop of Bayonne, who, together with 
certain temporal barons, were called “ dnetores et gnbernatores totius 
navigii regie,” M justiciarii navigh regie,” and so forth. The functionary 
who discharged the duties of our Admiralty in John's time was Arch- 
deacon of Taunton ; and the French look back with great respect to a 
certain naval potentate who was Archbishop of Bordeaux. The first sea 
commanders, in fact, were the feudal aristocracy, lay and clerical, of the 
kingdom ; and the barons passed from life in a castle to life in a ship as a 
matter of course. Each ship had a master or rector who sailed her, just 
as a yacht is sailed for her owner now ; bat in her capacity of a king’s 
ship she was commanded in the higher sense, either alone or in company 
with otfaers, by some of those who did the general governing work of the 
kingdom. As early as Richard’s time, too, sea-laws were reduced to some- 
thing like regular form ; and these governing men saw them earned out 
afloat- as they would have seen a different kind of laws carried out ashore. 
Richard’s “ Articles of War,” if we may so call them, were of a primitive, 
not to say barbarous character. When one sailor murdered another, he 
was fastened to the dead body and thrown with it into the sea. Sailors 
who gambled Mere dipped from the mast, according to what seems to have 
been a custom of the remotest antiquity ; for we are told they were to be 
dipped “ after the fashion of mariners,” — more marinariorum. A thief 
had bis head shaved, and pitch poured over it; he was then feathered 
and put ashore. The dipping, a severer form of which was "keel- 
hauling,” lasted for many ages ; and indeed it is only since the close of 
the great war that the naval code has ceased to breathe the spirit of a 
terrible severity. The early naval history of England, however, was not 
unworthy of her people. Richard’s fleet of galleys, with its heavy busses 
and dromons for carrying horses and provisions, weathered a heavy gale 
in the Bay of Biscay ; and the king himself aank a Saracen vessel off 
Acre, after a very stiff fight. But the first regular victory at sea, of the 
long line of victories which ended at Trafalgar, was won in 1817, during 
the minority of Hemy III. Prince Louis of France hoped to seise the 
English crown after John’s death, by the aid of the barons who had 
sought his father’s help against John; but the fleet he employed against 
us, under Eustace the Monk, was destroyed by a fleet of sixteen ships 
under Hubert de Burgh, assisted by Sir Philip d'Albini and Sir Henry 
de Turbervffle. It is worthy of notice that even at this early period the 
English manoeuvred for the weather-gage, and carried the day by board- 
ing. But we refer to the battle here chiefly to illustrate what we have 
said of the command of ehipa in those days. Hubert de Bmgh wee a 
statesman and a soldier. D’Albini and De Turbervill© were among the 
xegular fighting barons of the day, men of the camp and the tourna- 
ment. Another femoos warrior at sea waa William Longespee, Earl of 
Salisbury, one of Henry II.’s natural eons by Fair Rosamond. A baran’a 
banner was one month flying outside a Scotch castle at a siege; next 
month it floated from the mast of a galley in the breezes of the Channel 
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off Wine ihelaea or Bye ; and again it was seen in the port of some Greek 
island, la which it had brought a dying crusader wounded at Antiooh or 
Qamietta. The flame man was Constable of the Tower to-day, a Justiciary 
to-morrow, and Admiral of the Fleet soon after. To understand all that 
such careers implied of energy and daring, we must remember what were 
the resources of nautical science in the thirteenth century. When the 
sailor could not see the Polar star, the only help he had to guide him 
was obtained by “ charging a needle with loadstone, and fixing it in a 
rush, or to a cork which was placed in water/ 1 * To such men the sea 
was full of a mysterious poetry and a religious terror. During a groat 
storm, in which William Longespee was all but wrecked, he saw a bright 
light ^ at the head of the mast, and near it the apparition of a beautiful 
kdjr, who kept the light alive in spite of the howling wind and the 
beating rain. Then the earl knew that his ship was Bafe by the goodness 
of the Blessed Virgin ; for when he was first made a knight he had ordered 
a wax taper to be kept constantly burning before her altar during mass. 

The title of 44 admiral ” was known in England before the end of the 
thirteenth century. It is supposed to be of Arabic derivation, and had 
been applied long before in the East to governors not necessarily 
discharging maritime duties of any kind. From 1300 onwards it bore 
in England a signification similar to that which it bears now, but its 
duties and relative rank were not slriotly defined. The admiral’s pay 
in 1300 was two shillings a day ; the captain’s one shilling ; that of the 
master sixpence ; while the common men received threepence a day each, 
and were fed on herrings, bacon, bread, and wine. We hear of “ captains 
and admirals,” 44 captains of the sailors of the Cinque Ports,” 44 masters 
or rectors," and 44 a chaplain of the fleet” While, however, 44 admirals ” 
gradually acquired a distinct superiority, and 44 captains” held a high 
office from the beginning, it is a most characteristic foot, that a great 
elasticity always distinguished these arrangements of rank in the Navy 
from the beginning. We shall And proofs of this very late; and we may 
safely regard it, and the mixture of men of different social classes which 
it involved, as one of the most valuable and important features of the 
service. During the feudal period, for instance, of which we have been 
speaking, the greatest names of the country are found in the list of 
admiral*. That list comprised during the fourteenth and fifteenth 
oenturiee, Sir William Clinton, Sir Geoffrey Saye, Sir John Boos, Sir 
William Montacute, Sir Walter Manny, Sir Richard Fitzalan, and many 
others of the same stamp ; and such appointments were expressly made on 
the ground that 44 no one could chastise or rule ” the seamen, 44 unless he 
wasa great man.” The admiral’s sway in those ages, too, wasnot naval only 
in the strict sense, as now, but comprehended an important jurisdiction 
over the maritime counties. But, at the Bame time, there was an opening 
far seamen of inferior condition and more narrowly nautical experience. 
They were not only the regular 44 masters ” of ships, but when able end 
Seatons, rose to positions of great importance. Such a man was Cxabbe, 
* Sir Harris Nicolas. I 
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a Scotch sailor who abandoned the cam® of his countrymen for that of 
Edward HI., and who, having fought with Edward against the French in 
the great battle of Sluys, was made by him governor of thirty or forty 
vessels. This tradition of employing seamen of all kinds of sea-training 
in the Navy, and raising foremast men to the quarterdeck, descended 
from the feudal times, when the minstrels played on the forecastle, and 
the shields of the knightB hung over the bulwarks, to the Tudors and 
Stuarts. It was this which Elizabeth availed herself of to secure gallant 
adventurers bred in the merchant-service, like i Drake and Hawkins, for 
the royal fleet. The two services played into eaoh other's hands. The 
old kings pressed the merchant vessels when they weae wanted for war, 
and protected them when employed in their own pursuits. For centuries 
the Navy was half-military, half-marine, and only by slow degrees did the 
pure naval officer — gentleman and seaman both in one — become developed 
out of the conflicting elements. A prophecy of Collingwood and Nelson 
existed in the Elizabethan Lord Howard of Effingham. But long after 
his time the most picturesque mixture of ranks existed. Gentlemen who 
had gone to sea as boys held command cheek -by-jowl with honest 
“ tarpaulins," — as they were Called in the seventeenth century — who had 
once been boatswains, and with pure soldiers, like Blake, who had never 
trodden a deck till they were forty or fifty. The nomenclature of naval 
rank as it existed down to our own time, testified to its hybrid origin. 
44 Captain ” and 11 lieutenant " reflect the military part, — 44 master," 
11 mate," and u midshipman," the nautical part, — of the common pedigree. 
And as the Navy has become more a special, more a royal, as distinct 
from a mercantile service, the titles implying military dignity have gained 
on the other. The 44 mate,” originally 44 master’s mate," has become a 
“ sub-lieutenant;" the “ volunteer " has become a 44 naval cadet; " and the 
honest old designation of 44 master,” long shorn of great part of its 
importance, is about to be swept away altogether. 

These changes came about very gradually ; it is not possible, and it would 
be tedious if it were possible, to trace them in detail. Naval historians 
usually give Henry VIH. the credit of setting the Royal Navy on some- 
thing like its modem basis, of building special war-ships, appointing 
commissioners, and constituting a Navy-office. Large vessels with port- 
holes for guns did not exist before his time, and were not numerous till 
long after it. In Elizabeth's reign, the “Instructions” issued for the 
regulation of some of the great expeditions, show that the modern system 
was forming itself, and amuse us by the quaint strictness of their 
provisions. Prayers were to be read twice a day, a ceremony which has 
now into one divine service on Sundays ; and it was ordered that 

“no man, soldier, or other mariner, do dispute of matters of religion, for 
it is not fit that unlearned men should openly argue of so high and mysthal 
matters”* 44 No person,” (say the 14 Instructions,") 44 shall dare to rtrike 
any captain, lieutenant, master, or other officer, upon pain of death." 
The watch was set every night 44 by trumpet or drum, and ringing the 
• LEMiri’i History, 
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Lorffie prayer." But the directions to ships for keeping their pieces in 
squadron, ere net unlike those which might be issued in our own days, 
end e very branch of sea-life made a great advance in that reign. The 
eptnhfeg of foreign countries gave an impulse to trade, and the passion 
fbr adventure made everything relating to the nea and to the Navy an 
object of interest to the English. Private noblemen and gentlemen fitted 
oat expeditions at their own risk, or persuaded tbe chary Queen to lend 
then two or three vessels, and went roaming, and fighting the Spaniards 
Over the whole world. It was inevitable that, in an age at once warlike 
and literary, there should a few men come tip who handled the philosophy 
of al 1 this j who in the interval of hard work and hard fighting, and often, 
no doubt, in the solitude of night watches, meditated on the extension of 
our commerce, and the improvement of our Navy, and employed their 
shore leisure iu putting their ideas on record. One of these, Admiral Sir 
WttiSaan Mensem, deserves to be more widely known than he is. Of a 
knightly family in Lincolnshire, now in the peerage, he passed two years 
asa youngster at Balliol College, Oxford, but was a boy when he went to sea, 
and was present m an engagement at the age of sixteen. He was with the 
roving Earl of Cumberland in some of his voyages. He was in the Cadiz 
expedition wit^ the Earl of Essex. He was employed as an admiral both 
by Elizabeth and James. But what distinguished him from the common 
run of fighting-men, w da his tarn for philosophizing on the work in which 
they were engaged. Hii if aval Tracts are highly curious for the insight 
they give ns into the Navy of that day. He was a great advocate fbr 
officers who were “ seamen bred.” Among the causes of the discourage- 
ment of seamen, he notices M the preferring of young, needy, and inex- 
perienced gentlemen captains over them in their own (hips ; ’’ and also 
the 44 placing lieutenants above the masters in the king's ships, Winch has 
never been used till of late years.” We gather from him tint at that 
time each captain appointed his lieutenant, while the masters were selected 
and recommended to the Admiralty by the Trinity House. The masters 
had previously served as “ masters 1 mates,” and had risen from the ranks. 
There were, therefore, certain duties for which they were naturally unfit ; 
and Sir Wiffiam Monson, though protesting against all unwise use of the 
po#er of appointing lieutenants, was in favour of the existence of the 
class for alt that. 44 A lieutenant, ’* says he, 44 is an employment for a 
gentleman well-bred, who knows how to entertain ambassadors, gentlemen, 
and strangers, when they come on board.” Already it was found that 
diplomatic and civil duties might fall upon naval officers, and that mere 
tars would not do fbr the king's service. By-and-by it was seen that 
though tars could seldom be made gentlemen, gentlemen might be made 
tarn; said to their entry in time to undergo the p r o ce ss we o|re the 
Howes, Rodneys, Jervises, and ColKngwooda of a subsequent age. In Sir 
William's time, and fbr some generations, there were here and there 
•educated officers like himself, who were seamen and gentlemen at one and 
the tme time, htore generally, however, the captain was dependent far 
the nautical management of his ship on the master. Accordingly, we 



THE SOCIAL HISTOEY OF THE NAVY, 


879 


learn from the Kaval Tracts that, though the captain could displace any 
other inferior officer, he could not displace the vaster. Ail he could do 
was to slop his wages till the complain! had been heard by the principal 
officers who, under the Lord Admiral, or Lord High Admiral, discharged 
the dories of the Admiralty. The peculiar relation between these two chief 
officers of a man-of-war must hare been quite familiar to the public of 
the seventeenth century; for a Scotch divine, in a book against Erastian- 
ism, speaks of their “co-ordinate jurisdiction,' 1 when he wishes to illus- 
trate the relation which ought to prevail between Church and State.* 
Thanks, also, to Sir William Mensem, we know how the British sailor 
was fed on bond her Majesty's ships under Queen Elisabeth. There 
were four “ flesh days ” in the week, during which he had beef and pork, 
with pease, alternately. On “ fish days 11 he had salt fish, ling or cod, 
with seven ounces of butter, and fourteen ounces of cheese. His allowance 
of beer waa handsome, a gallon daily, or a quart at every meal. There 
was a surgeon on board each ship, who had a mate under him. Sir 
William contrasts the cleanliness of our vessels with that of the often finer 
and larger vessels of the Spaniards, which, he says, were “foul and beastly. 1 ’ 
At the same time there were complaints of the pursers and their abuses — 
complaints which lasted for generations. Sometimes the beer stank, the 
butter waa rancid, and the chi>«8e populous. These articles vanished from 
the naval dietary, however, in the course of time ; while the purser was 
suooeeded by the genteel “paymaster 11 of our age, who would a* soon 
think of picking a messmate’s pocket as of swindling one of the ship's 
company, either in the matter of slops or pay. Whatever the hinfanea, 
however, with which the seaman of the aixtecfcSh and seventeenth centuries 
was treated — and one of his punishments, we may mention, was to have his 
tongue “ gagged or scraped ” for blaspheming — he was already observed 
to be fond of grumbling. Sir W illiam Monaco loved him much, had in- 
finite confidence in him, and lost no opportunity of advancing hit interests. 
But he teUa him of his faults with fearful plainness of speech, and that in 
the mm-* of a generally complimentary dedication. “Certain it is,” declares 
the old admiral, “neither birds nor hones can show more extravagant 
lewdness, more disorder of life, and less fear of God, than your carriage 
discovers when you come on shore, and cast off the command your 
superior officers had over you.” Jade, it seems, was the true descenda n t 
of Chancer 1 ! Shipman : — 

And certainly be was a good fblsw,' 

Pol many a draught of win be Junkie draw 
From Burdens ward, while that the chapman slcpc, 

Of nice conscience toke he no fcepe. 

* * * • 

Hardy he was, and wise, I undert ake : 

With many a tempest hiulde his herd be duke. 

He wab also the true ancestor of the man who supplied anecdotes and 
figured in forces for the amusement of our grandfathers; who threw his 
hard-earned money overboard when he could not get on shore, and wasted 
• Jarm'i Sod Btmmmg. By Grunsna.— X iltos's Cihp. 
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it mm mast mischievously when he could ; and whom the founders of 
ttitapf homes And savings 1 banks are now seeking to bring within the pale 
of a decent and prudent civilization. The men of the Navy have changed 
less ail MO Sir William Monson’s days than the ships. When Queen 
Elizabeth died, she left forty-two vessels of war in good order. Only two 
of these were of 1,000 tons, only three of 900, and only three of 800, 
while considerably more than a half did not attain the 500 tons' standard. 
It it curious, if we may touch on a much less important matter in passing, 
to note the change of fashion in the names of men-of-war at different 
epochs. In the early ages they were very generally called after saints, 
such as Sl Thomas and St. Edward, and once we are startled by reading 
under the Plantagenets of “ the Holy Ghost of Sandwich." During 
Elizabeth's reign we hear of the Triumph , the Garland , the Snake , and 
many fancy names. It was later that Lords of the Admiralty brought 
their Eton and Westminster recollections to bear, and gave us the Belle- 
rophon, the Agamemnon, and the Orestes . 

The most famous admirals of the seventeenth century were men who 
entered the service in an irregular manner, and whose history shows us 
how little its organization was definite. Sir William Penn was the son 
of a captain in the Navy, and was well educated ; but he began life in the 
merchant-service, and passed to the command of a ship of war at twenty* 
three. Blake had been a captain of dragoons, and never went to sea till 
he was fifty. Batten and Lawson were u tarpaulins " in the strictest sense. 
During the Civil War, the Navy adhered to the Parliament without losing 
its respect for the king ; and Blake laid down the celebrated dictum; that 
the Navy's proper business was only “ to keep foreigners from fouling us," 
and not to interfere in the internal disputes of the kingdom. It would be 
too much to Bay that there has never been any factiousness in our fleets ; 
on the contrary, occasions could be pointed out where the efficiency of a 
fleet has been distinctly affected by the commander-in-chief 's being a Tory 
or a Whig. But, os a general rule, Blake's idea has been the naval idea; 
and a feeling of nationality independent of party politics has been the 
predominant feeling of officers of our marine. The success of Blake under 
the Commonwealth was a wonderful piece of fortune for those who held 
the old military doctrine about naval commands ; and Monk was sent to 
sea as “general" against the Dutch after the Restoration. For atime during 
that period, and partly owing to the service on board of the Duke of 
York, afterwards James II., it was a fashionable thing among the young 
men of quality to take a turn of duty on salt water. Lord Dorset's 
celebrated song — “ To all you Ladies now on Land,” — finished the night 
before the great battle in which Opdam ftty, — will long preserve the 
memory of this phase of the soqial histoty of the Navy." An entry in 
“ Pepys ” shows us the fortunate set of opinion on this subject among the 
upper class. “ To my Lord Crewe's to dinner," writes Pepys, “ and had 
very good discourse about having young noblemen and gentlemen to think 
of going to sea, it being as honourable service as the lend war." Pepys 
himself wes put down for “ midshipman's pay," during his attendance on 
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Montague on board the fleet ; but, considering that he devoted his life to 
the Navy, there is rather a marked deficiency of matter relating to its 
social life in hie Diary . The “ tips ” which he records as made to him by 
officers receiving appointments, show the abuses that prevailed ; we smile 
when we find him eating “ a calf’s head oarboned,” with a purser who 
doubtless wished to be in his good graces ; or drinking at the “Flask” with 
captains, and* hearing their yams about the Algiers pirates; but the 
spitefiil' gossip which he puts on record about Admiral Penn is dishonour- 
able to his memory. 

The gradations of rank were still unfixed, and continued so into the 
last century. The famous Benbow, for instance, was appointed to command 
a ship in 1689, without ever having been in the king’s service before ; 
and after being captain was appointed master of the dag-ship. There aro 
repeated precedents, Chamock tells us, of officers who had been captains 
going to the flag-chip as masters. A distinguished contemporary of 
Benbow’s — Sancock — rose from being a boatswain, and the famous Sir 
Oioudesley Shovel began his career as a cabin-boy at nine years of age* 
But on the other hand, Roeke, and Russell, the Byngs, and others, were 
men of family ; and as we have said before, it was this variety of condition 
in naval officers which gave not only strength but picturesqueness to the 
profession. There was an emulation between the men “ who came in at 
the hawse-holes,” and the men “ who came in at the cabin windows,” 
which made both classes do their best. Meanwhile, as the service increased 
in force and importance, it became more than ever a special service to 
which men required to be peculiarly bred, and thus, by isolating it from 
the world, preserved in it that singular, orig&l!!, and humorous character 
which it bore in the days of Smollett, who went to sea in 1741. There 
is an anecdote of his contemporary, Admiral Vernon, which quite bears 
out the sketches in Roderick Random and Peregrine Pickle . When 
Vernon commanded in the West Indies, a Sir Willidm Burnaby, who was 
fond of fine clothes, went out to the statior in change of a bomb. The 
moment the admiral saw the Bplendid appearance of this gentleman, who 
had come to report himself to him, he ran into an inner room, and came 
out wearing a grand wig. Sir William having announced that he had 
the .honour to command the bomb so-and-so, the admiral exclaimed— 
« Gad so, sir, I took you for a dancing-master ! ” This was exactly the 
manner of a great many of what were called “ the old school,” down even 
to our own day. Sir Charles Napier was, perhaps, the last of them ; the 
last of the men who thought a certain boorishness an essential part of the 
naval character. What they Were like in their prime, we may see in 
Smollett’s portrait of Commander Trunnion, who went tacking up a road 
on horseback, because there was a foul wind ; who interlarded his sen- 
tences with 41 d’ye see’s ” sad stray oath*»alteraately, and who ootild not live 
without a quid in h»s mouth and a can of flip handy. There are people 
who think that this was the predominant type of the naval officer during 
the last century. And a very prominent influential type it certainly was ; 
a type no doubt comprising many brave sad useful teamen. Yet there was 
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mite another dost to which the very highest men belonged — a class who 
wat wt w o rs e sailors, and yet were much better gentlemen. Just as these 
wen Howards and Manama in the Nary of Queen Elizabeth, so there 
wen Rodneys and Collingwoods in the Navy of George UL The fact is 
that in talking of “ the old sehool ” we are apt to forget that there was 
non than one old school. In the days when the present writer was in 
the Mary, “ the old school ” par excellence comprised all the rough and 
savage men — those who thought that roughness and savageness were good 
things in themselves ; and that every sort of refinement weakened the 
essential virtue of the profession. In those days there were still one or 
two Trafalgar menr-Mhough they were very few — in command of ships ; 
and there were officers scattered through the Navy who quite remem- 
bered that generation — and what traditions we used to hear ! A mate 
of u the old school,” as it was called, sometimes broke a seaman’s 
jab-bone by way of chastisement. When called away from his grog 
for a moment by any accident, he has been known to spit in it, that 
nobody might drink it in his absence. The humble crockery of a 
midshipman’s mess having been broken during action, the captain, on 
some Question of its being replaced, asked who the devil had ever heard 
of midshipmen having plates ? All duty was carried on to a brisk 
accompaniment of cursing and swearing ; and abuse of the ship’s company 
during work was cultivated by some officers as an art. There were 
fellows who had, bo to speak, graduated in Billingsgate, and whose 
vituperation excited the envy of mere amateurs. Ignorant, noisy, 
blasphemous and coarse, these people fancied that they were the true 
representatives of our naval traditions, and that they deduoed their 
pedigrees through Benbow from the heroes of the old time. But though, 
when fighting and seamanship were in question, they acquitted themselves 
well beyond doubt, yet, when higher qualities in addition to them were 
required, they Were at fault. Their vocation was to do the rough work 
under higher men ; and it will be found on inquiry that not the 
“ hawse-holers,” but officers of better social stamp, did the great work — that 
fpr which a governing and^organizing talent on a great scale was necessary. 
Rodney, Howe, Jervis, Nelson and Collingwood were all gentlemen ; and 
most of them were of better attainments and education, as well as of better 
maimers, than the ruck of less-known sea-officers. Rodney was a couple 
of yean at Harrow before entering the Navy, and was not only a high- 
bred man, but a man of some literary acquirement. As for Collingwood, 
be wrote better English and knew more history than three-fourths of 
those who belong to what are called “ the learned professions.” He waa 
the very ideal of a modem naval officer, and could do everything from 
managing a fleet, or negotiating with a foreign sovereign, to splicing a 
rope r while his letters are as pleasant reading as those of Cowper arffeay* 
It is indeed a great pity that Captain Manyaftt, who knew the service 
no well, and lived just m time to paint the portraits of the mizvmm of 
Ceffingwood’s generation, should have devoted most of his labour to what 
We may call the second-best old sohool. He was- essentially a humourist! 
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fools sad tyrants attracted him by their piquancy as good subjects; and 
though not altogether neglecting the nobler side of the naval chamfer, 
he never sufficiently laboured to set it forth. What a portrait, at once 
with the charm of dignity and of quaint old-fashioned sim p l ic ity, might 
be made, by a competent hand, of Lord Collixigwood 1 Under his graver 
aspect, we have in him an officer of unwearied diligence in his duty, 
spending hours of every day over his deeds, and hours of every night on 
deck. Did a vessel .get out of her station in the darkest hour of the 
middle watch, he would signal in the morning for the lieutenant whose 
watch it had happened in, and, simply telling him that he had been sorry 
to observe it, sent him away impressed as he Would 'hever have been im- 
pressed by the objurgation of a ruffian or a bully. For an action, the 
tine old gentleman dressed himself as he would have done for a ball ; a&d 
during the hottest part of Trafalgar be was seen munching an apple cm 
the poop, as coolly ap if he had been in an orchard. The tendexeaf of 
mortals in his domestic relations, "he turned round to the admiral at ten 
o'dloek in the morning of the 1st of June, and observed that “ about 
tliat time their wives were going to church just as he had carefully 
noted that they first sighted the French fleet on “little Sarah's birthday." 
And along with a certain sensitive pride and old-fashioned courtesy which 
belonged to him, he combined the homeliest simplicity of life and' habits. 
When he gave a dinner to his captains, be sure that the old Collingwood 
crest — a stag or colin — was on the silver, and tliat he would turn round 
and bow to each guest — “ Your health, Sir Chaloner Ogle ; your health. 

Captain ” — with the first glass of wine. But at no such dinner was the 

simple nautical soup — pea-soup with slices & pork in it — ever wanting; 
and he thought brown sugar good enough for the best gentleman. There 
is a story of his winding up his advice to a lieutenant, whom fee was 
de taching on a separate command, by saying — “ and take care, sir, to keep 
your tea and sugar locked up." And we remember bearing from one 
who had sailed under him, that on tine days he used himself to hang out his 
best clothes over his cabin port-holes, that they might get a good airing. 
Such was Nelson’s “ dear Coll,” to whoih Nelson wrote : — “ Gad 
bless you, and send you alongside the Santissima Trwidada” in perfect 
confidence of what the result of such a meeting would be. He was, 
indeed, of the “old school ; ” though how different from many who made 
the same boast ; who esteemed a pen contemptible because it was not a 
mariinspike ; who, to avoid dandyism, rushed into dirt ; and drank more , 
rum-and-water than they couid carry, rather than stoop to the effeminacy 
of Hermitage or Lafitte. Specimens of this last peculiar breed lasted for into 
our time, and had the credit of supplying much amusement to younger 
men ; but the decay of their school was marked early in the century, and 
did not escape the observation of Sir Walter Scott. In his interesting 
Memoir of Smollett, after some remarks on his naval characters, Sir Walter 
qq s ,« These striking portraits hare now the merit which is che- 

rished by antiquaries — they preserve the memory of the school of Benbow 
tted Boecawen, whose maimers are now banished from the quarterdeck to 
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CHAPTER XL VI. 

Hollingpohd Gossips. 

Y dear Molly, why didn’t ypu come 
ari dme with us? I said to sister 
I would come and scold yon well. 
Oh, Mr. Osborne Hajnley* is that 
you^ ” and a look of mistaken intel- 
ligence at the t6te-fc-t6te she had 
disturbed came so perceptibly over 
Miss Phoebe's fee© that Molly caught 
Osborne's sympathetic eye, and both 
smiled at the notion. 

“I'm sure I — wellt ongmuft some* 
times — I see our dpkgar would hm 
been — ” Then she rsoorered herself 
into a c o nne c t e d sentence ^fpouly 
just heard of Mm Gftoon Mtg 
a fly from the « Gongs/ b on ost 
suter sent our Bttty to ft* ^ 
couple of rabbits Tom (Mir I n| 
nnstsd (1 hone wo dus'i tsiflic 
n? for P<*eb«w> Sr. Oft wfr frq 
) . hctpgf, I beUsre?) nd A* lund ha CMM 
«r a* W 6 S» **»•» rthfc your tear n 
4&m A>Sy»* WS»1 fcw tpwinrt’Mi «M». W«kOj 

UteAM |w saf *£au& Qafckr would Ml ho kMk sta 

*-+- jr ^ iL^aaKEaufJt^L 
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mother aneh a friend of oure,’ — when she was alive, I mean. But I’m 
•tire Fm glad Fm mistaken/* 

Oabornesaid, — “ I came to speak to Mr. Gibson, not knowing be "had 
gone to London, and Miss Gibson kindly gave me some of her lunch. I 
must go now/ 1 

“ O dear 1 I am so sorry/* fluttered out A^iss Phoebe, “ I disturbed 
yqu} tpt it .eras with the best intentions. I always was rpgl-aptopos 
troih a child.** But Osborne was gone before she had finished her 
apologies. Before he left, his eyes met Molly's with a strange look of 
yearning farewell that struck her at the time, and that she remembered 
strongly afterwards. “Such a nice suitable thing, and I came in the 
midst, and spoilt it alL I am sure you're very kind, my dear, considering — '* 

u Considering what, my dear Miss Phoebe ? If you are conjecturing 
a love Affair between Mr. Osborne Hamley and me, you never were more 
mistaken p your life. I think I told you so once before. Please do 
believe me.** 

u Oh, yes 1 ^ remember. And somehow sister got it into her head 
it was Mr. Preston. I recollect.** 

“ One guess is just as wrong os the other,** said Molly, smiling, and 
trying to look perfectly indifferent, but going extremely red from annoyance 
at the mention of Mr. Preston*s name. It was very difficult for her to 
keep up any conversation, for her heart was full of Osborne — his changed 
appearance, his melancholy words of foreboding, and his confidences 
about his wife— French, Catholic, servant. Molly could not help trying 
to piece these strange facts together by imaginations of own, qnd 
found it very hard work to attend to kind Miss ffytebe’s unopupg patter 
She came up to the point, however, when the voice oea&d; #nd obtild 
recall, in a mechanical manner, the echo of the last words, sfoieh from 
both Mias Phoebe’s look, and the dying accent that lingered fp Molly's 
ear, she perceived to be a question. Miss Phoebe was ^fofqg if she 
would go out with her ? She was going to Grinstead’s, fh$ |g^seller of 
Holtingford ; who, m addition to his regular business, wag foe (jgent for 
the Hollingford Book Society, received their subscriptions, foeir 
accounts, ordered their books from London, and, on payment iff $ spall 
salaiy, allowed the Society to keep their volumes on pelves in hi* ffoop. 
It was thq centre of news, and the club, as it were, of the little town. 
Everybody who pretended to gentility inrfhe place belonged to it. It was 
a teat of gentility, indeed, rather than of education or a love of literature. 
Ho shopkeeper would have thought of offering himself as | member, 
however great his general intelligence and love of yeadnuti while it 
boaste d Upon the list of subscriber* most of the county ftmuies in the 
neighbourhood, some of whom suheoribed to the Bo0c fk&ety 

m a sort of duty belonging to their station, without ofosn uring foatf 
privileged reading tbe hooka: while there were reridants hr foe ittte 
tWbrtogh m lire. Gpod^ongh, who privately thofoht reading It VpWh 
mass* V 4 Pm» snss pskm m muon oetter ezspioym to sewijag, m nnr 
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ting, and paitry-making, but who nevertheless belonged tp it a* a nark 
of station, just as these good, jnotherly women would hare thought it a 
terrihk come-down in the world if they had not had a pretty young 
servant-maid to fetch' them home from the tea-parties at night. At any 
rate, Grinstaad’s was a very convenient place for a lounge. In that view 
of the book society every one agreed. Molly went upBtairs to get ready 
to accompany Miss Phoebe ; and on opening one of her drawers she saw 
Cynthia’s envelope, containing the notes she pwed to Mr. Preston, carefully 
sealed up like a letter. This was what Molly had so unwillingly pro- 
mised to deliver — the last final stroke to the affiur. Molly took it up, 
hating it. For a time she had forgotten it ; and now it was here, feeing 
her, and she must try and get rid of it She put it into her pocket for 
the ohances of the walk and the day, and fortune for once seemed to 
befriend her ; for, on their entering Griustead’s shop, in which two or 
three people were now, as always, congregated, making pjay of ex- 
amining the books, or business of writing down the titles of new 
works in the ordei-book, there was Mr. Preston. Hd bowed as they 
came in. He could not help that ; but, at the sight of Molly, he 
looked as ill-tampered and out of hpmour as a man well could do. 
She was connected in his mind with defeat and mortification ; and 
besides, +he sight of her called up what he desired now above all 
things to forget; namely, the deep conviction received through Molly’s 
simple earnestness, of Cynthia's dislike to him. If Miss Phoebe had seen 
the scowl upon his handsome face, she might have undeceived her sister 
in her suppositions about him nnd Molly. Put Miss Phoebe, who did not 
consider it quite maidenly to go and stand close to Mr. Preston, and 
survey the shelves of bookB in such dose proximity to a gentleman, 
found herself an errand at the other end of the shop, and occupied herself 
in buying writing-paper. Molly fingered her valuable letter, as it lay 
in her pocket ; did she dare to cross over to Mr. Preston, and give it to 
him, or not ? While she was still undecided, shrinking always just at 
the moment when she thought she had got her courage up for action, 
Miss Phoebe, having finished her purchase, turned round, and after 
looking a little pathetically at Mr. Preston’s back, said to Molly in a 
whisper — “I think we’ll go to Johnson’s now, and come hack for the 
books in a little while.” So across the street to Johnson’s they wept ; 
but no sooner had they entered ^he draper’s shop, than Molly’s oqusotonce 
smote her for her cowardice, and loss of a good opportunity. “Vll bp 
bank directly,” said she, as toon as Miss Phosbe was engaged with her 
p urc hases ; and Molly ran across to Grinstead’s, without looking euthop 
to the right or the left; tan had been watching the door, end the knew 
that 119 Mr. Presto? had issued forth. She ran in; he was at the counter 
now, ta lking to GrintoSad himself; Molly put the letter into Ju* hand, 
to |ds surprise, U*d olmqi t qgsjqrt his will, and turned round to go back 
to Mils Phmbe. At the doer of the shop stood Jtfrs. C frqfe p q qg fc, 
totoM in the act of entering, staring, wife toff mfo 
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still rounder and more owl-like by spectacles, to see Molly Gibson giving 
Mr. Preston a letter, which he, conscious of being watched, and favouring 
underhand practices habitually, put quickly into his pocket, unopened. 
Perhaps, if he had had time for reflection he would not have scrupled 
to put Molly to open shame, by rejecting what she so eagerly forced 
upon him. 

There was another long evening to be got through with Mrs. Gibson ; 
but on this occasion there was the pleasant occupation of dinner, which 
took up at least an hour ; for it was one of Mrs. Gibson’s fancies— -one 
which Molly chafed against — to have every ceremonial gone through in 
the same stately manner for two as for twenty. So, although Molly knew 
full well, and her stepmother knew full well, and Maria knew full well, 
that neither J£rs. Gibson nor Molly touched dessert, it was Bet on the 
table with as much form as if Cynthia had been at home, who delighted in 
almonds and raisins ; or Mr. Gibson been there, who never oould resist 
dates, although he always protested against “ persons in their station of 
life having a formal dessert set out before them every day.” 

And MVs. Gibson herself apologized «as it were to Molly to-day, in the 
same words she had often used to Mr. Gibson, — “ It’s no extravagance, for 
we need not eat it — I never do. But it looks well, and makes Maria 
understand what is required in the daily life of every family of position.” 

All through the evening Molly’s thoughts wandered far and wide, 
though she managed to keep up a show of attention to what Mrs. Gibson 
was saying. She was thinking of Osborne, and his abrupt, half-finished con- 
fidence, his ill-looks ; she was wondering when Roger would come home, 
and longing for his return, as much (she said to herself) for Osborne’s sake 
os for her own. And then she checked herself. What had she to do with 
Roger ? Why should Bhe long for his return ? It was Cynthia who was 
doing this ; only Bomehow he was such a true friend to Molly, 1 that she 
could not help thinking of lam os a staff and a stay in the troublous times 
which appeared to lie not far ahead — this evening. ‘Then Mr. Preston 
and her little adventure with him came uppermost. How angry he 
looked 1 How could Cynthia have liked him even enough to get into 
this abominable scrape, which was, however, all over nOw 1 And so she 
ran on in her fancies and imaginations, little dreaming that that very 
night much talk was going on not half-a-mile from where she sate sewing, 
that could prove that the ** scrape ” (as she called it, in her girlish phrase- 
ology) was not all over. 

Scandal Bleeps in the summer,, comparatfvely speaking. Its nature is 
the reverse of that of the dormouse. Warm ambient air, loiterings abroad, 
gardenings, flowers to talk about, and preserves to make, aoothed the 
wicked imp to elumber in the parish of Hollingfbrd in suminer-tfene. 
But when evenings grew short, and people gathered round the fires, and 
put their feet in a oirele— mot on the fenders, that was not allowed— then 
wal*tbe time for coafideuti^aonTersatibnl Or in the pauses alloiwtit for 
A# tea-trays to circulate among the card-ta ble* when those who wens 
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peaceably inclined tried to stop the warm discussions about u the odd 
trick,'* and die rather wearisome feminine way of “ shouldering the 
crutch, and showing : how fields were won" — •small crumbs and Bcraps 
of daily news came up to the surface, such as u Martindale has raised the 
price of h» best joints a halfpenny in the pound or “ it's a shame of 
Sir Harry to order in another book bn farriery into the book society ; 
Phoebe and I tried to read it, but really there is no general interest in it 
or, “ I wonder what Mr. Ashton will do, now Nancy is going to be 
married ! Why, she has been with him these seventeen years 1 It's a 
very foolish thing for a woman of her age to be thinking of matrimony ; 
and so I told her, whon I mot her in the market-place this morning 1 ” 

So said Miss Browning on the night in question ; her hand of cards 
lying by her on the puce baize-covered table, while she munched 
the rich pound-cake of a certain Mrs. Dawes, lately come to inhabit 
Hollingford. 

“ Matrimony’s not so bad as you think for, Miss Browning," said 
Mrs. Goodenough, standing up for the holy estate into which she had 
twice entered. u If I had ha’ seen* Nancy, I should ha 1 given her my mind 
very different. If’i a great thing to be able to settle what you’ll have for 
dinner, without never a one interfering with you.” 

“ If ihat’s all ! ” said Miss Browning, drawing herself up, “ I can do 
that; and, perhaps, better than a woman who has a husband to please." 

41 No one can say as I didn’t please my husbands — both on 'em, 
though Jeremy was tickler in his tastes than poor Harry Beaver. But as 
I used to say to ’em, ‘ Leave the victual j me ; it’s better for you than 
knowing what’s to come beforehand. The stomach likes to be taken by 
surprise.' And neither of ’em ever repented 'em of their confidence. 
You may take my word for it, beans and bacon will taste better (and 
Mr. Ashton's Nancy in her own house) than all the sweetbreads and 
spring chickens die’s been a-doing for him this seventeen years. But if I 
diose I could tell you of something as would interest you all a deal more 
than old Nancy’s marriage to a widower with nine children— only as the 
young folks themselves is meeting in private, clandestine-like, it’s perhapa 
sot for me to tell their secrets." 

“ I'm sure I don't want to hear of clandestine meetings between young 
men and young women,'" said Mias Browning, throwing up her head. 
** It’s disgrace enough to the people themselves, I consider, if they enter 
on a love affair without the proper sanction of parents. I know publio 
opinion has changed on the subject ; but when poor Gratia was married 
to Mr. Byerley, he wrote tP my father without ever having so much as 
paid her a compliment, or said more than the most trivial and comment- 
place things to her; and my father and mother sent for her into my 
father's study, and she said die never was so much frightened in her life,— 
and they said it was a very good offer, and Mr. Byerley was a very worthy 
man, and they hoped die would befiave property to hfcn when he canto to 
sapper that night -And after that he was allowed to come twice a Irak 
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iffl they were Storied. My mother and I sate at our work in the bbW- 
WihdOVr of the Rectory drawing-room, and Gratia and Mr. Byerley at the 
other end ; and my mother always called my attention to Some flower or 
plant in the garden when it struck nine, for that was his time for going. 
Without offence to the present company, I am rather inclined to look upon 
mstHiUony as a weakness to which some very worthy people are prone ; 
but if they must be married, let them make the best of it, 'and go through 
the affair with dignity and propriety ; or if these are misdoings and clan- 
destine meetings, and such things, at any Tate, never let me hear about 
them I I think it’s you to play, Mrs. Dawes. You’ll excuse my frankness 
on the subject of matrimony ! Mrs. Goodenough there can tell you I’m a 
very ont-spoken person.” 

“ It’s not the outspeaking, it’s what you say that goes against me, 
Miss Browning,” said Mrs. Goodenough, affronted, yet ready to play her 
cord as soon as needed. And as for Mrs. Dawes, she was too anxious to 
get into the genteelest of all (Hollingford) society to object to whatever 
Miss Browning (who, in right of Being a debased rector’s daughter, 
rather represented the "selectest circle of the little town) advocated, 
celibacy, marriage, bigamy, or polygamy. 

So the remainder of the evening passed over without any ferther 
reference to the secret Mrs. Goodenough was burning to disclose, unless 
a remark made hpropoe de rien by Miss Browning, during the silence of 
a deal, could be supposed to have connexion with the previous conver- 
sation. She said suddenly and abruptly, — 

14 1 don't know what I have done that, any man should make me his 
tfave.” If she was referring to any prospect of matrimonial danger she 
saw opening before her fancy, she might have been comforted. But it 
Was a remark of which no one took any notice, all being far too much en- 
gaged fit the rubber. Only when Miss Brou ning took her early leave (Bat 
ilka Phoebe had a cold, and was an invalid at horns), Mrs. Goodenough 
burst out with — 

41 Well 1 now I may Bpeak out my mind, and say as how if there was 
a Slate between ub two, when Goodenough was alive, it wasn’t me; mid 
I don't think as it was pretty in Miss Browning to give hetoelf such airs 
on her virginity when there was four widows in the worn, — who’ve had 
six honest men among ’em for husbands* No Offence, Miss Airy I” 
addressing an unfortunate little spinster, who found herself the sole 
representative of celibacy now that Miss Browning was gone. 44 1 oould 
tell her of a girl as she’s very fond on, who’s on the high road to matri- 
mony; and In as cunning a way as fever I heard fon; going out at dtafc 
to fofefet Her sweetheart, just as if she was my Betty, or your Jenny. And 
her name is k&g too,— which, tut I have often thought, shews a W taste 
hi them as Arm called hfer so; she might as well be a scullery-maid aft 
endest. Mot that, she’s picked up anybody common*; she's looked about 
****** Bandsman fellow, fed a smart ybttng man enough I” 

Every One artkmd the table looked curious and intent m the 
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disclosures being made, except the hostess, Mrs. Dawes, who smiled 
intelligence with her eyes, and knowingly parsed up her mouth until 
Mrs. Goodencfugh had finished her tale. Then she said demurely : 

“ I suppose you mean Mr. Preston and Min Gibson ? 19 

“ Why, who told you ?” said Mrs. Goodenough, turning round Upon 
her in surprise. 44 Tou can’t say as I did. There's many a Molly in 
Hollirigfotd, besides her, — though none, perhaps, in such a genteel Station 
in life. I never named her, I’m sure." 

44 No ! But I know. I could tell my tale too," continued Mrs. Dawes. 

“ No 1 could you, really ? ” said Mrs. Goodenough, very curious and 
a little jealous. 

“ Yes. My uncle Sheepshanks came upon them in the Park Avenue, 
— he staitled ’em a good deal, he said ; and when he taxed Mr. Preston 
With beitag with his swcetheait, he didn’t deny it." 

44 Well ! Now so much has come out, Til tell you what I know. 
Only, ladies, I wouldn’t wish to do the girl an unkind turn , — bo yon 
must keep what I've go( to tell yotf a secret." Of course they promised ; 
that was easy. 

“ My Hannah gs married Tom Oakes, and livos in Pearson's Lane, was 
a-gathering of damsons pnly about a week ago, and Molly Gibson was 
a- walking fast dowif the lane, — quite in a hurry like to meet some one,— 
and Hannah’s little Anna-Maria fell down, and Molly (who’B a kind- 
hearted lass enough) picked her up ; so if Hannah had had her doubts 
before, sh^ had none then." 

44 But there was no one with her, was there ? " asked one of the ladies 
Anxiously, as Mrs. Goodenough Btopped to finish her piece of cake, just at 
this crisis. 

14 No : I said she looked as if Bhe was going to meet some one,— and 
by-and-by comes Mr. Preston running out of the wood just beyond 
Hannah's, and says he, 4 A cup of water, please, good woman, for a lady 
has fainted, or is ’sterical or something. 1 Now though he didn't know 
Hannah, Hannah knew him. 4 More folks know Tom Fool, than Tom 
Fool knows,’ asking Mr. Preston's pardon $ for he's no fool whatever he 
ba And I could tell you more,— and what I’ve seed with my own eys*. 
I seed her give him a letter in Grinstead's shop, only yesterday, tad ha 
looked as Mack as thunder at her, for he seed mfe if she didn’t." 

14 It's a very suitable kind of thing," said Miss Airy; 44 why da they 
make such a mystery of it?" 

44 Soma folks like it," said Mrs. Dawes; 44 it adds test to it *U, tod* 
thkir cottrting twderfisnd." 

44 Ay, it*s like salt to their vietnal,” put in Mrs. Gf w jNft U gh. 44 But 
I didn’t think Molly OtbsOn waSonk of that sort, I 

“ The Gibtdo. ^hold thenuelvee very high ?" cried Mia. D n % HUM 
at i inqBfay Hum *ea e wert ia a . “Mia Oibem hMctfed«j»* *e. H 

“Ay, you’re like to he a patient of the doetWe,*>tt itffct* Ootid- 
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44 She teemed to me very afiable, though she is so intimate 'with the 
Countess end the family at the Towers ; and is quite the lady herself ; 
dines late, I’ve heard, and everything in style.' 1 

14 Style 1 very different style to what Bob Gibson, her husband, was used 
to when first he came here, — glad of a mutton-chop in his surgery, for I 
doubt if he'd a fire anywhere else ; we called him Bob Gibson then, but 
none on us dare Bob him now ; I'd as soon think o’ calling him sweep 1" 

44 1 think it looks very bad for Miss Gibson 1" said one lady, rather 
anxious to bring back the conveiBation to the more interesting present 
time. But as soon as Mrs. Goodenough heard this natural comment on 
the disclosures she had made, she fired round on the speaker. 

41 Not at all bad, and Til trouble you not to use such a word as that 
about Molly Gibson, as I've known all her life. It's odd, if you will. I 
was odd myself as a girl; I never could abide a plate of gathered goose- 
berries, but I must needs go and skulk behind a bush and gather ’em for 
myself. It's some folk's taste, though it mayn’t be Miss Browning’s, who’d 
have all the courting done under the nose of the family. All as ever I 
said was that I was surprised at it in Molly Gibson ; and that I'd ha' 
thought it wbb liker that pretty piece of a Cynthia as they call her ; 
indeed at one time I was ready to swear as it was her Mr. Pieston was 
after. And now, ladies, I’ll wish you a very good night. I cannot abide 
waste ; and I'll venture for it Hetty’s letting the candle in the lantern run 
all to grease, instead of putting it out, as I’ve told her to do, if ever she's 
got to wait for me." 

So with formal dipping curtseys the ladies separated, but not without 
thanking Mrs. Dawes fof the pleasant evening they had had ; a piece of 
old-fashioned courtesy always gone through in those days. 


CHAPTER XLVIL 
Scandal and its Victims. 

When Mr. Gibson returned to Hollingford, he found an accumulation 
of business waiting for him, and he was much inolined to complain of the 
consequences of thft two days' comparative holiday, which had resulted in 
over-work for the week to come. He had hardly time to speak to his 
family, he had so immediately to rush off to pressing oases of illness. 
But Molly managed to arrest him in the hall, standing there with his great 
ooat held out ready for him to put on, but whispering as she did so — 
u Papal Mr. Osborne Hamley was here to see you yesterday. He 
looks very ill, and he's evidently frightened abtuft himself." 

Mr. Gibsoty ikeed about, and looked at her fin* * moment ; but ill he 
eaid was— 

“Tty go and see him; don't tell your mother where Pm gone : you’ve 
not mentioned this to her* I hope?” 
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44 No,” said Molly, for she Had only told Mrs. Gibson of Osborne’s call, 
not of the occasion for it. 

“ Don't say anything about it : there's no need. Now I think of it, I 
can't possibly go to-day, — but I will go.” 

Something in her father's manner disheartened Molly, who had per- 
suaded herself that Osborne's evident illness was partly 44 nervous,” by 
which she meant imaginary. She had dwelt upon his looks of enjoyment 
at Miss Phoebe’s perplexity, and thought that no one really believing 
himself to be in danger could have given the merry glances which he had 
done ; but after seeing the seriousness of her Other’s face, she recurred to 
the shock she had experienced on first seeing Osborne's changed appear- 
ance. All this time Mrs. Gibson was busy reading a letter from Cynthia 
which Mr. Gibson had brought from Londoft ; for every opportunity of 
private conveyance was seized upon when postage was so high; and 
Cynthia had forgotten ho many things in her hurried packing, that sho 
now sent a list of the clothes which Bhe required. Molly almost wondered 
that it had not conic to her ; but she did not understand the sort of reserve 
that was springing up in Cynthia’s mind towards her. Cynthia herself 
struggled with thr> feeling, and tried to fight against it by calling 
herself “ ungrateful,” but iMe truth was she believed that she no longer 
held her ibrmer high •place in Molly's estimation and she could not help 
turning away from one who knew things to her discredit. She was fully 
aware of Molly’s prompt decision and willing action, where action was 
especially disagreeable, on her behalf ; she knew that Molly would never 
bring up the past errorB and difficulties; bat still the consciousness that 
the good, straightforward girl had learnt that Cynthia had been guilty 
of so much underhand work cooled her regard, and restrained her willing- 
ness. of intercourse. Reproach herself with ingratitude as she would, idle 
could not help feeling glad to be away from Molly ; it was awkward to 
speak to her as if nothing had liappened ; it was awkward to write to 
her about forgotten ribbons and laces, when their last conversation had 
been on such different subjects, and had called out such vehement expres- 
sions of feeling. So Mia. Gibson held the list in her hand, and read out 
the small fragments of newB that were intermixed with notices of Cynthia's 
requirements. * * 

44 Helen cannot be so very ill,” said Molly at length, 44 or Cyn would 
not want her pink muslin and daisy wreath.” 

44 1 don't sec that that follows, I'm sure,” replied Mrs. Gibson rather 
sharply. 44 Helen would never be so selfish as to tie Cynthia to her 
side, however ill she was. Indeed, I should not hare* felt that it 
* was my duty to let Cynthia go to London at all, if I had thought 
she whs to be -perpetually exposed to the depressing atmosphere of a 
sick-room. Besides, it must be so good for Helen to have Cynthia 
coming in with bright pleasant accounts of the parties die has men to 
— even if Cynthia disliked gaiety I should desire her to sncrfiSeo herself 
and go out as much as the could, for Helen's sake. My idea of nursing 

19—5 
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ii that (me Should not be alwayB thinking of one’s own feelings and 
wishes, bat doing those things which will most serve to beguile the 
%esry hours of an invalid. But then so few people have had to con- 
sider the subject bo deeply as I have done ! ” Mrs. Gibson here thought 
fit to sigh before going on with Cynthia’s letter. As far as Molly 
oottld make any sense out of this rather incoherent epistle, very incohe- 
rently read aloud to her, Cynthia was really pleased, and glad to be of 
use and comfort to Helen, but at the same time very ready to be easily 
persuaded into the pcipetual small gaieties which abounded in her Uncle's 
house in London, even at this dead season of the year. Mrs. Gibson came 
upon Mr. Henderson’s name once, and then went on with a running um-um- 
um to herself, which sounded very mysterious, but which might aB well have 
been omitted, as all that Cynthia really Buid about him was, “ Mr. Hender- 
son’s mother lias advised my aunt to consult a certain Dr. Donaldson, 
who is said to be very clever in Buch cases as Helen’s, but my uncle iB 
not sufficiently Bure of the professional etiquette, &c." Then there came a 
very affectionate, carefully worded message to Molly, — implying a good deal 
more than was said of loving gratitude for the trouble she had taken in 
Cynthia’s behalf. And that was all ; and Molly went away a little de- 
pressed; she knew not why. 

The operation on Lady Cuninor had been successfully performed, and 
in a few days they hoped to bring her down to the Towers to reciuit her 
strength in the fresh country air ; the case was one which inteiested Mr. 
Gibson extremely, and in which his opinion had been proved to be right, 
in opposition to that of one or two great names in London. The conse- 
quence was that he was. frequently ponsulted and referred^ to drifting the 
progress of her recovery ; and, as he had much to do in the immediate 
ciicle of his Hollingford practice, as yell ns to write thoughtful letters to 
his medical brethren in London, he found it difficult to spare the three or 
four hours necessary to go over to Hamley to see Osborne. He wrote to 
him, however, begging him to reply immediately and detail his symptoms ; 
and from the answer he received he did not imagine that the case was 
immediately pressing. Osborne, too, deprecated his coming over to 
Hamley for the expiess purpose of seeing him. So the visit was deferred 
to that more convenient season which is so often too late. 

All these days the bussing gossip about Molly’s meetings with 
Mr. Preston, her clandestine correspondence, the t&e-fc-tdte interviews in 
lonely places, had been gathering strength, and assuming the positive 
form of scandal. The simple innocent girl, who walked through the quiet 
streets without a thought of being the object rif mysterious implication* 
became for a time the unconscious black sheep of (he town. Servants 4 
heard part of what was said In their mi str earns * dnatring-room} and 
exaggerated the sayings amongst themselves with the coarse strengthening 
of expression common amongst uneducated people. Mr. Preston himeslf 
l nwaw aware that her muse *aa being coupled with his, though hardly 
to (he extent to which foe love of excitement tad gossip hud*uwsrM 
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people’s speeches ; he chuckled over the mistake, but took no pains to 
correct it. V It serves her right,” said he to himself, “ for meddling with 
other folk's briskness, "•'and he ffelt himself avenged for the discomfiture whioh 
her menace of appealing to Lad/ Harriet had caused him, and the mortifi- 
cation he had experienced in learning from her plain-speaking lips, how he 
had been talked over by Cynthia and herself, with personal dislike on the 
one side, and evident contempt on the other. Besides, if any denial of 
Mr. Preston’s stirred up an examination as to the real truth, more might 
come out of his baffled endeavours to compel Cynthia to keep to her 
engagement to him than he carec^ to have known. He was angry with 
himself for still loving Cynthia ; loving her in his own foShion, be it 
understood. He told himself that many a woman of more position and 
wealth would be glad enough to have him ; Borne of them pretty women 
too. And he asked himself why he was such a confounded fool as to go 
on hankering alter a penniless girl, who was as fickle as the wind ? The 
answer waB silly enough, logically ; but forcible In fact. Cynthia was 
Cynthia, and not Venus herself could have been her substitute. In this 
one thing Mr. Preston was more really true tfian many worthy men ; who, 
seeking to be mailed, turn with careless facility from the unattainable to 
the attainable, and keep tbeir feelings and fancy tolerably loose till they 
find a woman who consents to be their wife. But no one would ever be 
to Mr. Preston what Cynthia had been, and was ; and yet he eould have 
stabbed her in certain of hiB moods. So, Molly, who had come between 
him and the object of hiB desire, waB not likely to find favour in his sight, 
or to obtain friendly actions from him. 

There came a time — not very distant from the evening at Mrs. Dawet* 
— when Molly felt that people looked askance at her. Mrs. Goodenough 
openly pulled hor grand-daughter away, when the young girl stopped to 
speak to Molly in the street, and an engagement whioh the two had made 
for a long walk together was cut very Thort by a very trumpery elceuse. 
Mrs. Goodenough explained her oonduct in the following manner to some 
of her friends : — 

“ You see, I don’t think the worse of a girl for meeting her sweetheart 
here and there and everywhere, till she gets talked about; but then When 
•he does — and Molly Gibson’s name is in everybody’s mouth— -I think it’s 
only fair to Bessy, who has trusted me with Annabella, not to let her 
daughter be seen with a lass who has managed her matters so badly, at to 
set folk talking about her. My maxim is this,— and it’s a very good 
working one, you may depend on’t — women should mind what they’re 
about, and never be talked of ; and if a woman’s talked e£ the less 
her friends have to do with her till the talk has died away, the better. 
So Annabella ft not t* have anything to do with Mefy Gibidn, tWl tfhit* 
at any rate.” 

For a good while the Mias Brownings were kept in igueOuftoe Vtha~ 
evil tongues ihat whispered hard words about Molly. MimBmrnftigwafc 
known to 4 ‘ have a tamper,’ ’ and by instinct every one ijho o^nb in etsstset 
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with her shrank from irritating that temper by uttering the eligliteat 
syllable against the smallest of those creatures over whom she spread the 
agis of her lore. She would and did reproach them herself ; she used 
to boast that she never spared them : but no one else might touch them 
with the slightest slur of a passing word. But Miss Phoebe inspired no 
such tenor ; the great reason why she did not hear of the gossip against 
Molly as early as any one, was that, although she was not the rose, she 
lived near the rose. Besides, she was of so tender a nature that even 
thidk-skinned Mrs. Goodenough was unwilling to say what would give 
Mm* Phoebe pain; and it was the new-comer Mrs. Dawes, who in all 
ignorance alluded to the town's talk, as to something of which Miss Phoebe 
must be aware. Then Miss PhoBbe poured down her questions, although 
she protested, even with tears, her total disbelief in all the answers she 
received. It was a small act of heroism on her part to keep all that she 
there learnt a secret from her sister Dorothy, as she did for four or five 
days ; till Miss Browning attacked her one evening with the following 
speech: — 

44 PheBbe 1 either you’ve some reason for puffing yourself out with 
sighs, or you've not. If you have a reason, it's your duty to tell it me 
directly ; and if you’ve no reason, you must break yourself of a bad 
habit that is growing upon you." 

“ Oh, sister ! do you think it is really my duty to tell you ? it would 
he such a comfort; but then I thought I ought not; it will distress you 60 ." 

“Nonsense. I am bo well prepared for misfortune by the frequent 
contemplation of its possibility thAt I believe I can receive any ill newB 
with apparent equanimity and real resignation. Besides, when you said 
yesterday at breakfast-time that you meant to give up the day to making 
your drawers tidy, I was aware that some misfortune was impending, 
though of course I could not judge of its magnitude. Is the Highchester 
Bank broken?" 

44 Oh no, sister] " said Miss Phoebe, moving to a seat close to her sistei's 
on the sofa. “ Have you really been thinking that 1 I wish I had told 
you what I heard at the very first, if you've been fancying that !" 

44 Take warning, Phoebe, and learn to have no concealments from me. 
I did think we must be ruined, from your ways of going on ; eating no 
meat at dinner, and sighing continually. And now what is it ? " 

44 I hardly know how to tell you, Dorothy. I really don't." 

Min Phoebe began to cry ; Mias Browning took hold of her arm, and 
gave her a little sharp shake. 

44 Cry as much as you like when you've told me ; but don't cry now, 
child, when you're keeping me on the tenter hooka." 

44 Molly Gibson has lout her character, aister. That’s it* 

44 Molly Gibson baa done no such thing 1 " said Mias Browning indig- 
nantly. 44 How dare you repeat snob stories about poor Mary's child ! 
Newer let me hear you e$y such tilings again I ” 

44 1 can't help if. Mr a* Dawea told me; and die says it*# all over thej 
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town. I told her I did not believe a word of it. And I kept i( from you; 
and I think 1 should have been really ill if I’d kept it to myself any longer, 
Oh, sister 1 what pre you going to do ? ” 

For Miss Browning had risen without speaking a word, and waL 
leaving the room in a stately and determined fashion. 

“I am going to put on my bonnet and things, and then I shall call 
upon Mrs. Dawes, and confront her with her lies." 

“ Oh, don’t call them lies, sister; it’s such a strong, ugly word. Please 
call them tallydiddles, for I don’t.believes he meant any harm. Besidesr- 
— besides — if they should turn out to be truth ! Really, sister, that’s the 
weight on my mind ; so many things sounded as if they might be true.” 

“ What things ? ” said Miss Browning, still standing with judicial 
erectness of position in the middle of the floor. 

“ Why — one story was that Molly had given him a letter.” 

“ Who's him ? How am I to understand a story told in that silly 
Way ? ” Miss Browning Bat down on the nearest chair, and made up her 
mind to be patient if Bhe could. 

“ Him is Mr. Preston. And that must be true ; because I missed her 
from my side when J wanted to ask if she thought blue would look green 
by candlelight, as the young man said it would, and she had run across 
the street, and Mrs. Goodenough was just going into the shop, just as she 
said she was.” 

Miss Browning’s distress was overcoming her anger ; so she only said, 
“ Phoebe, I think you’ll drive me mad. Do tell me what you heard from 
Mrs. Dawes in a sensible and coherent mafener, for onoe in your life.” 

“ I’m sure I’m trying with all my might to tell you everything just as 
it happened.” 

“ What did you hear from Mrs. Dawes ? ” 

“ Why, that Molly and Mr. Prescon were keeping company just as if 
she was a maid-servant aud he was a gardener ; meeting at all sorts of 
improper times and places, and fainting away in his arms, and out at night 
together, and writing to each other, and slipping their letters into each 
other’s hands ; and that was what I was talking about, sister, for I next 
door to saw that done once. I saw her with my own eyes run acroai the 
street to Grinstead’s, where he was, for we had just left him there; with a 
letter in her hand, too, which was not there when she came back all 
fluttered and blushing. But I never thought anything of it at the time ; 
but now all the town is talking about it, and crying shame, and saying 
they ought to be married.” Miss Phoebe sank into sobbing again ; but 
was suddenly roused by a good box on her ear. Mias Browning was 
standing over her almost trembling with passion. 

“Phoebe, if ever I hair you say such things again, 111 turn you out of 
the houes that mhmie.” 

“ I only add What Mrs. Dawes said, and you asked me what It was,” 
replied Miss Phoebe, humbly and meekly. “Dorothy, you should Ml 
hare done that.” 
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“IffcTO mind whether I should or I shouldn’t. That’s not the 
matter iH hand. What Pte got to decide is how to put a stop to all 
these lies.” 

* u Bat, Dorothy, they are not all lies — if you will call them so ; Tin 
afraid some things are true; though 1 stuck to their being fhlse when 
Mrs. Dawes told me of them.” 

“ If I go to Mrs. Dawes, and she repeats them to me, I shall slap her 
iheS ot box her ears I’m afraid, for I couldn’t stand tales being told of 
poor Italy’s daughter, as if they were just a stirring piece of news like 
Barnes Horrock’s pig with two heads,” Baid Miss Browning, meditating 
aloud. “ That would do harm instead of good. Phoebe, I’m really sorry 
I boxed your ears, only I should do it again if you said the Same things.” 
Phoebe sate down by her sister, and took hold of one of her withered 
hands, and began caressing it, which was her way of accepting her siBter's 
expression of regret. “ If I speak to Molly, the child will deny it, if she’s 
half as good-for-nothing as they say ; and if Bhe’s not, she’ll only worry 
heraelf to death. No, that won’t do. Mrs. Goodenougli — but 6he’B a 
donkey; and if I convinced hei, she could never convince any one else. 
No ; Mrs. Dawes, who told you, Bhall tell me, and I’ll tie my hands 
together inside my muff, and bind myself over to keep the peace. And 
when I’ve heard what iB to be heard, I’ll put the matter into Mr. Gibson’s 
hands. That’s what I’ll do. So it’s no use your saying anything against 
it, Phoebe, for I shan’t attend to you.” 

Miss Browning went to Mrs. Dawes’, and began civilly enough to 
make inquiries about the reports current in Hollingford about Molly and 
Mr. PreSton ; and Mrs. Dawes fell into the Bnare, and told all the real 
and fictitious circumstances of the story m circulation, quite unaware of 
the storm that was gatheung and ready to fell upon her as soon aft she 
, stepped speaking. But she had not the long habit of reverence for 
* Miss Browning which would have kept so many Hollingford ladies from 
justifying themselves if she found fault. Mrs. Dawes stood up for herself 
did own veracity, bringing out fresh scandal, Which she said she did 
not believe, but tha£ many did ; and adducing so much evidence as to the 
truth of what she had said and did believe, that Miss Browning was almost 
quelled, Snd sate silent and miserable at the end of Mrs. Dawes' justi- 
fication of herself. 

“ Well 1” she said at length, rising up from her chair as she spoke, 
“I’mvery sorry I’ve lived till this day ; it's a blear to me just ss if Iliad 
heard of such goinge-on in my own flesh and blood. I suppose I ought lb 
apologise to you, Mrs. Dawes, for what I said ; but I’ve no heart to da it 
to-day. I ought not to hate spoken as I did; but that's nothing to this 
WtSttr, you see.” 

“I hope you do me the justice to perceive that J only repealed drhflfit 
I Mr yard, on good authority, Mias Browning,” arid film. Dates in 

I 

44 My dear, don't repeat evil on any authority unless ySfeMi td sonji 
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good by Speaking about it,” said Mias Brdwuing, laying her hand on 
Mtt. Dawes' .shoulder. “ Fm not a good woman, but I know what is 
good, and that advice Is. And now I think I can tell you that I beg your 
pardon for flying out upon you so ; but God knows what pain you were 
putting me to. You’ll forgive me, won’t you, my dear?” Mrs. Dawes 
felt the hand trembling on her shoulder, and saw the ml distress of 
MIbs Browning’s mind, so it was not difficult to her to grant the requested 
forgiveness. Then Miss Browning went home, and said but few words to 
Phoebe, who indeed saw well enough that her sister had heard the reports 
confirmed, and needed no further explanation of the cause of scarcely* 
tasted dinner, and short replies, and saddened looks. Presently Miss 
Browning sate down and wiote a short note. Then she tang the bell, 
and told the little maiden who answeied it t<5 take it to Mr. Gibsbn, and if 
lie was out to sec that it was given to him as soon as ever he came home. 
And then she went and put on her Sunday cap ; and Miss Phoebe knew 
that her sister liad written to ask Mr. Gibson to come and be told of the 
lumouis affecting his daughter. Miss Bi owning was sadly disturbed at 
the information she had received, and the taBk that lay before her ; she 
was miserably un*( mfortable to heiself and irritable to Miss Phoebe, and 
the netting-cotton she war using kept continually snapping and breaking 
iiom the jeiks of hei nervous hands When the knock at the door was 
heard, — the well-known doctor’s knock, — Miss Browning took off her 
spectacles, and dropped them on tho carpet, breaking them as she did so; 
and then she bade Mibb Phoebe leave the room, as if her presence had cask 
the evil-eye, and caused the misfortune oho wanted to look natural, and 
was distressed at foigottmg whether sho> usually received him Bitting or 
standing. 

“ Well!” said lie, coming in cheerfully, and rubbing his cold hands 
ns he went straight to the fire, “and what is the matter with us? It's 
Phoebe, I suppose. I hope none of those old spasms ? But, after aU t *l 
dose, or two will set that to rights.” 

“Oh! Mr. Gibson, I wish it was Phoebe, or me either,!” soft 
Miss Browning, trembling moie and more. 

He sate down by her patiently, when he saw her agitation, and 
took her hand in a kind, friendly manner. 

“ Don't Lurry yourself, — take your time. I daresay it’s not an bid 
aa you fancy ; but we'll aee about it There’S a great deal df help in the 
world, much aa we abuse it” 

“ Mr. Gibson,” said she, “ it’s your Molly I'm so grieved about ht 
out now, and God help ua both, and the poor child too, fer Fm rasa she's 
been led astray, and not gone wrong by her own free will 1” 

“Molly !” add b% fighting against her words. “Wind's i ay little 
-Molly been doing orjUkying?” 

•“Oh! Mr. Gibson, I don’t know bow to tell you. T ItMlg Wialil 
have named it, if I hat not bqpn convinced, sorely, softly agllfisi mf 
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“ At an y ra te, you can let me hear what you have heard/' said he, 
putting hie elbow on the table, and screening his eyes with his hand. 
44 Not that I am a bit afraid of anything you can hear about my girl," 
continued he. 4t Only in this little nest of gossip it's as well to know 
what people are talking about" 

44 They say— oh 1 how shall I tell you ? ” 

“ Go on, can't you ? " said be, removing his hand from his blazing 
eyes. “ I'm not going to believe it, so don't be afraid ! " 

“ But I fear you must believe it I would not if I could help it. 
She's been carrying on a clandestine correspondence with Mr. Pres- 
ton 1 " 

“Mr. Preston! " exclaimed he. 

“ And meeting him at all sorts of unseemly places and hours out of 
doors, — in the dark, — fainting away in his — his arms, if I must speak 
out All the town is talking of it" Mr. Gibson's hand was over his 
eyes again, and he made no sign ; so Miss Browning went on, adding 
touch to touch. “ Mr. Sheepshanks saw them together. They have 
exchanged notes in Giinstead's shop ; she lan after him there." 

“ Be quiet, can’t you ? ” said Mr. Gibson, taking his hand away, and 
showing his grim set face. “ I have heard enough. Don’t go on. I said 
I shouldn't believe it, and I don’t. I suppose I must thank you for 
telling me ; but I can’t yet." 

“ I don’t want your thanks," said Miss Browning, almost ciying. “ I 
thought you ought to know; for though you're manied again, I can’t 
forget you were dear Mary’s husband once upon a time; and Molly's 
her child." 

“ Fd rather not speak any more about it just at present," said he, not 
at all replying to Miss Browning’s last speech. 11 1 may not control 
myself as I ought. I only wish I could meet Preston, and horsewhip him 
within an inch of his life. I wish I’d the doctoring of these slanderous 
gossips. I'd make their tongues he still for a while. My little girl ! 
What harm has she done them all, that they should go and foul her 
fkir name." 

“ Indeed, Mr. Gibson, I’m afraid it’s all true. .1 would not have sent 
for you if I hadn’t examined into it. Do ascertain the truth before 
you do anything violent, such as horsewhipping or poisoning." 

With all the inconsequence of a man in a passion, Mr. Gibson laughed 
out, “ What have I said about horsewhipping or poisoning ? Do you 
think Fd have Molly's name dragged about the streets in connection with 
any act of violence on my part. Let the report die away as it arose. 
Time will prove its falsehood." 

u But I don't think it will, and that's the pijy of it," said Miss Bsown- 
ing. “ Ton must do something, but I don't know what" 

* I shall go home and ask Molly herself what’s the of it all ; 

that's all I shall do. It’s too ridiculous— knowing Melly as I do, it's 
perfectly ridiculous.” Be got up and walked about the room with hasty 
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steps, laughing abort unnatural laughs from time to time* w Really what 
will they say next ? * Satan findfsome mischief still for idle tongues to do.' " 

41 Don’t talk of Satan, please, in this house. No one knows what may 
happen, if he's lightly spoken about,” pleaded Miss Browning. 

He went on, without noticing her, talking to himself,— “ I’ve a great 
mind to leave the place ; — and what food for scandal that piece of tolly 
would give rise to 1 ” Then he waB silent for a time ; his hands in his 
pockets, his eyes on the ground, as he continued his quarter-deck march. 
Suddenly he stopped close to Miss Browning’s chair. “ I'm thoroughly 
ungratefiil to you, for as true a mark of friendship as you've ever shown 
to me. True or false, it was right I should know the wretched scandal 
that was being circulated ; and it could not have been pleasant lor you to 
tell it me. Thank you from the bottom of my heart,” 

“ Indeed, Mr. Gibson, if it was false I would never have named it, but 
let it die away.” 

11 It's not true though ! ” said he, doggedly, letting drop the hand he 
had taken in his effusion of gratitude. 

She shook her head. 11 1 shall always love Molly for her mother’s 
sake,” die said. And it was a great concession from the correct Mi— 
Browning. But her father did not understand it as such. 

“ You ought to love her for her own. She has done nothing to 
disgrace herself. I shall go straight home, and probe into the truth.' 1 

“As if the poor girl who has been led away into deceit already would 
Bcruple much at going on in falsehood,” was Miss Browning's remark on 
thiB last speech of Mr. Gibson’s ; but sh£ had discretion enough not to 
make it until he was well out of hearing. 


CHAPTER XLVTIL 
An Innocent Culprit. 

With his head bent down — as if he were facing some keen-blowing 
wind— and yet there was not a breath of air stirring— Mr. Gibson went 
swiftly to bis own home. He rang at the door* bell ; an unusual proceed- 
ing on bis part Maria opened the door. * Go and tell Miss Molly she 
is wanted in the dining-room. Don't say who it is that wants her.” 
There was something in Mr. Gibson's manner that* made Maria obey him 
to the letter, in spite of MoNy's surprised question. 

44 Wants me? Who is it, Maria ? ” 

Mr. Gibson went into the dining-room, and shut the door, for an 
instant's solitude. He went up to the chimney-piece, took hold of k, and 
laid his head on hit haada^nd tried to still the beating of his heart 
. The door o p e n ed. He knew foal Molly stood there before he heard 
her tone of astonishment 

“Pupal” 
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'# ** ftjtf'}*’ he, taming round sharply. “ Shut the door. Corns 

hk i?i 

^M8he caste tb him, Wondering what Was amiss, tier thoughts went to 
{fee HamleyB immediately. (< Is it Osborne ? ” she asked, breathless. If 
It*:*)®** bad not been too much agitated to judge calmly, he might 
ftjltytfc i4ci#M comfort from these three words. 

* ' tib.teitesd of allowing himself to seek for comfort from collateral 
be said , — u Molly, what is this I hear ? That you have been 
ttp a clandestine intercourse with Mr. Preston — meeting him in 
tnH-of~theiway places ; exchanging letters with him in a stealthy way." 

Though he had professed to disbelieve all this, and did disbelieve it at 
the bottom of his soul, his voice was hard and stem, his face was white 
and grim, and his eyes fixed Molly's with the terrible keenness of their 
research. Molly trembled all over ; but she did not attempt to evade his 
penetration. If she was silent for a moment, it was because she was 
rapidly reviewing her relation with regard to Cynthia in the matter. It 
was but a moment’s pause of silence ; but it seemed long minutes to one 
who was craving for a burst of indignant denial. He had taken hold of her 
two arins just above her wrists, as she had just advanced towards him ; he 
was unconscious of this action ; but, as his impatienoe for her words grew 
upon him, he grasped her more and more tightly in his vice-like hands, 
till she made a little involuntary sound of pain. And then he left go ; and 
she looked at her soft bruised flesh, with tears gathering fhkt to her eyes to 
think that he, her fbther, should have hurt her so. At the instant it 
appeared to her stranger that he Bhould inflict bodily pain upon his child, 
than that he should have heard the truth — even in an exaggerated form. 
With a childish gesture she held out her arm to him ; but if she expected 
pity, she received none. 

"Pooh 1 " said he, as he just glanced at the mark, “ that is nothing— 
nothing. Answer my question. Have you — have you met that man 
In private ? " 

M Tee, papa, I have ; but I don’t think it was wrong." 

He Bate down now. “ Wrong 1 ” he echoed, bitterly. “Nbt wrong? 
WM1 1 I must bear it somehow. Tour mother is dead. That's ode Coin* 
(b& It Is true) then, is it? Why, I did not believe it — not I. I laughed 
in my State at their credulity; and I was the dupe all 1 he time 1 ” 

4‘Pttpa, I cannot teU you all. It is not my secret) or you shoilM 
know it directly. Indeed, yutt will be sorty node time — I hftve iiiHref 
deceived you yet, have I? " trying to take one Of his bands ; bfit be kept 
them tightly in bis pockets, his eyes fifced on the pattern of tile carpet 
before him. 11 Papa 1 " said She, pleading again, “ have I ever deCtdftft 
you?" 

* How can I tdl? I bear of this from the town's arf** I don't know 
What next may come out 1 " 

* The town’s talk," said Molly in dismay. u What buaitteiS M ft of 

than*?" 
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“ Every one makes it their business to oast dirt on a girl's Wihfr who 
has disregarded the commonest rules of modesty and propriety.** 

44 Papa , you are very hard. * Modesty disregarded.* I will tail you 
exactly what I have done. I met Mr. Preston once, — that evening when 
you put me down to walk over Croston Heath, — and there was another 
person with him. I met him a second time — and that time by appoint- 
ment — nobody but our two selves, — in the Towers*. Park. Thajt is all, 
papa. You must trust me. I cannot explain more. You mtsst tirtst me 
indeed.** 

He could not help relenting at her words ; there was such truth in the 
tone in which they were spoken But he neither spoke nor stirred for a 
minute or two. Then he raised his eyes to hers for the first time since 
she had acknowledged the external truth of what he charged her with. 
Her face WaB very White, but it bore the impress of the final sincerity Of 
death, when the true expiession prevails without the poor disguises of 
time. 

“ The letters?** he sa.d, — but almost as if he were ashamed to 
question that countenance any further. 

“ I gave him out letter, — of which I did not write a word, — which* In 
fact, I believe to have been merely an envelope, without any writing what- 
ever inside. The giving that letter, — the two interviews I have named, — 
make all the private intercourse I have had with Mr. Preston. Oh ! papa, 
what have they been saying that has grieved — shocked you so much ? ** 

“Never mind As the world goes,* what you say you have done, 
Molly, ife ground enough. You must tell me all. I must be able to refote 
these rumourB point by point.** 

“ How are they to be refuted ; when you say that the truth Which I 
have acknowledged is ground enough for what people are saying 1 " 

“ You say you Were not acting for yourself, but for another If yoU 
tell me who the other was, — if you tell me everything out folly, I will db 
my utmost to screen her — for of course I guess it was Cynthiar—While I 
am exonerating you.” 

44 No, papa 1 ** said Molly, after some little consideration ; 44 I have told 
you all I can tell j all that concerns myself j and I have promised not I# 
say one word more.** 

“Then your character will be impugned. It must ba,.Uule«* the 
fullest explanation of these secret meetings are given. I hate * great 
mtod to force the whole truth out of Preston himself I ** 

“Pupa! once again I beg you to trust mo. If you lab Mr. Preatoh 
you Witt very likely hear the whole truth; blit that k just wtoft 1 hath 
been trying eo hard to conceal, for it Will only make l evtt ml people wary 
unhappy If it la lupwn, And the whhto affidr is over ihd denfe With tibW." 

44 Heft year share tikdt Miss Browning sent for me tide atoning lb ftti 
me how pibple Wet* talking about you. Mm implied that ft Wit A bom* 
]Mt low of your good name. You do not know, KMfyt fcftr ttght g 
thing may blacken a girl’s reputation for lift. I bad hahl WW fk lb stand 
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all she said, even though I did not believe a word of it at the time. And 
now 70 a have told me that much of it is true.” 

* Bat ISihink you are a brave mas, papa. And you believe me, don't 
yon? We shall outlive those rumours, never fear.” 

41 You don’t know the power of ill-natured tongues, child,” said he. 

“ Oh, now you’ve called me * child ’ again I don’t care for anything. 
Bear, deat papa, Tm sure it is best and wisest to take no notioe of these 
speeches. After all they may not mean them ill-naturedly. I am sure 
Was Browning Would not. By-and-by they'll quite forget how much 
they made out of so little, — and even if they don’t, you would not have 
me break my solemn word, would you ? ” 

41 Perhaps not. But I pannot easily forgive the person who, by prac- 
tising on your generosity, led you into this scrape. You are very young, 
and look upon these things as merely temporary evils. I have moTe 
experience.” 

“ Still I don’t see what I can do now, papa. Perhaps I've been 
foolish ; but what I did, I did of my ownself. It was not suggested to 
me. And I’m sure it was not wrong in morals, whatever it might be in 
judgment. As I said, it is all over now ; what I did ended the affair, I 
am thankful to say 5 and it was with that object I did it If people 
choose to talk about me, I must submit ; and so must you, dear papa.” 

“Does your mother — does Mrs. Gibson — know anything about it?” 
asked he with sudden anxiety. 

“No ; not a bit ; not a word. Pray don't name it to her. That 
might lead to more mischief than anything else. I have really told you 
everything I am at liberty to tell." 

It was a great relief to Mr. Gibson to find that hiti sudden fear that 
his wife might have been privy to it all was ill-founded; he had been 
seized by 41 sudden dread that she, whom he had chosen to marry in order 
to have a protectress and guide for his daughter, had been cognizant of 
this ill-advised adventure with Mr. Preston ; nay, more, that she might 
even have instigated it to rave her own child ; for that Cynthia was some- 
how or other at the bottom of it all he had no doubt whatever. But now, 
at any rate, Mrs. Gibson had not been playing a treacherous part; that 
was 411 the comfort he could extract out of Molly’s mysterious admission, 
that much mischief might result from Mrs. Gibson’s knowing anything 
about these meetings with Mr. Preston. 

“ Then, what is to be done ? ” said he. “ These reports are abroad,— 
am I to do nothing to contradict them ? Am I to go about smiling and con- 
tent with all this talk about you, passing from one idle gossip to another ?' 9 

“Tm afraid so. Tm very sorry, for I never meant yoq to fare 
known anything about it, and I can see now how H most distress you. 
But sorely when nothing mm happens, and nothing comes of what has 
happened, the wonder and the gossip must die away ; I know you behove 
» #r*ry word I have said, and that you trust me, pspa? Pleas* for tap 
U be patient with all this gossip and cookie.” 
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11 It will try me hard, Molly,” said he. * 

u For my sake, papa ! ” 

41 1 don't see what /else I can do,” replied he moodily, l( unless I get 
hold of Preston/’ 

w That would be the worst of all. That would make a talk. And, 
after all, perhaps he was not so very much to blame. Yes ! he was. 
But he behaved well to me as far as that goes,” said she, suddenly recol- 
lecting his speech when Mr. Sheepshanks came up in the Towers' Pork 
— 14 Don't stir, you have done nothing to be ashamed of.” 

44 That is true. A quarrel between men which drags a woman’s name 
into notice is to be avoided at any cost. But sooner or later I must have 
it out with Preston. He shall find it not so pheasant to have placed my 
daughter in equivocal circumstances.” 

“He did not place me. He did not know I was coming, did not 
expect to meet me either time ; and would far rather not have taken the 
letter I gave him if he could have helped himself.” 

44 It is all a mystery. I hate to have you mixed up in mysteries.” 

44 I hate to be mixed up. But what can I do ? I know of another 
mystery which I a m pledged not to speak about. I cannot help myself.” 

44 Well, all I can say is^ never be the heroine of a mystery that you 
can avoid, if you can’t help being on accessory. Then, I suppose, I must 
yield to your wishes and let this scandal wear itself out without any 
notice from me ? ” 

44 What else can you do under the circumstances ? ” 

44 Ay ; what else indeed ? How Bhall'/ou bear it ? ” 

For an instant the quick hot tears sprang into her eyes; to have 
everybody — all her world thinking evil of her, did seem hard to the girl 
who had never thought or said any unkind thing of them. But she 
smiled as she made answer — 

14 It's like tooth-drawing, it will be o^er some time. It would be much 
worse if I had really been doing wrong.” 

44 Cynthia shall beware — ” he began ; but Molly put her hand before 
his mouth. 

44 Papa, Cynthia must not be accused, or suspected ; you will drive 
her out of your house if you do, she is so proud, and so unprotected, 
except by you. And Roger, — for Roger’s sake, you will never do or say 
anything to send Cynthia away, when he has trusted us all to take cue of 
her, and love her in his absence. Oh 1 I think if she were really wicked, 
and I did not love her at al^ I should feel bound to watch over her, he 
loves her so dearly. And she is really good at heart, and I do love her 
destiy* You must not vex or hurt Cynthia, papa, — remember she is 
dependent upon yoij I” 

44 I think the world would get on tolerably well, if there were no 
women in it. They plague the life out of one. You’ve node me forget, 
among* yo u poor old Job Haughton th*t I ought to have gone to see an 
hour ago.” 
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be kissed. « You’re not angry with me 


' **** ^ W ^y” (kiaging her all the same). 11 If I’m not angry 

vritkpKL, I ought to be ; for you’re caused a great deal of worry, which 
be pver yet pwhile, I can tell you.” 

WPR all Holly’s braveiy at the time of this conversation, it was she 
suffered more than her father. He kept out of the way of hearing 
fpMstip; bat she was perpetually thrown into the small society of the place* 
Mrs. Gibson herself had caught cold, and moreover was not tempted by 
the quiet old-fashioned visiting which was going on just about this time, 
provoked by tfie visit ‘of two of Mrs. Dawes’ pretty unrefined nieoea, 
who laughed, and chattered, and ate, and would fain have flirted with 
Mr. Ashton, the vicar, could he have been brought by any possibility to 
understand his share in the business. Mr. Preston did not accept the 
invitations to Hollingford tea-drinkings with the same eager gratitude as 
he had done a year before : or else the shadow which hung over Molly 
would not have extended to him, her co-partner in the clandestine meetings 
which gave such umbrage to the feminine virtue of the town* Molly 
herself was invited, beoause it would not do to pass any apparent Blight on 
either Ifr. of Mrs. Gibson ; but there was a tacit and under-hand protest 
against her being received on the old terms. Every one was civil to her, 
but rib one was cordial ; there was a very perceptible film of difference in 
their behaviour to her from what it was formerly ; nothing that had out- 


lines and could be defined. But Molly, for all her clear conscience and 
her«brave heart, felt acutely that she was only tolerated, npf welcomed. 
She caught the buzzing whispers of the two Miss Oakes’s, who, when 
they fiprt met the heroine of the prevailing scandal, looked at her askance, 
and criticized her pretensions to good looks, with hardly an attempt at 
under-tones. Molly tried to be thankful that her father wag not in the 
mcpcL for visiting- She was even glad that her stepmother was ton much 
of an invalid to come out, when she felt thus slighted, end as it weie, 
degraded fopm her place. Miss Browning herself, that true old friend, spoke 
to her with chilling dignity, and much reserve ; for she had nqye? heard 
0 Hard from Mr. Gibson since the evening when she had put herself to so 
much pain to tell him of the disagreeable rumours affecting his daughter. 

Only Mis* Phflfbe would seek out Molly with even more than her 
fiwmce tenderness i this tried Molly’s calmness mart than all the 
sfighfcl put together. The spft hand, pressing hen under the tahle, — the 
continual appeals ip her, so as to bring her baric into the conversation, 
touched Molly almost to shedding tears. Sometimes the poor girl 
wondered to herself whether this change in the behaviour pf her acqqript- 
anoes was not a mere fancy of here ; whether, if rite hefif oevpr vha^ 
conversation with her father, in w^ich she had bproe herself so bpfrely 
fit the time, she should have discovered the dififefttoe ip their treatment 
fffta* ^ never told he* father how she foil thee? perpetual 
slights; she hadichosea to bear the burden of her own "free vriiy 
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more* she had insisted on being allowed $o do so; and St was not 
to 'grieve him now by showing that she shrank from the consequences jg 
her own aetL So she never even made an excuse for not going into the 
small gaieties, ‘or mingling with the society of Hollingford. Onfy she 
suddenly let go the stretch of restraint she was living in, when one evening 
her father told her that he was really anxious about Mrs. Gibson's cough, 
and should like Molly to give up a party at Mrs. Goodcnoqgh’a, to which 
they were all three invited, but to which Mo)ly alone was going. Molly's 
heart leaped up at the thoughts of stopping at home, even though the want 
moment she had to blame herself for rejoicing at a reprieve that was 
purchased by another's suffering. However, the remedies prescribed by 
her husband did Mrs. Gibson good ; and she wad particularly grateful and 
caressing to Molly. 

“ Realty, dear 1 " said she, stroking Molly's head, “ I thinly your heir 
is getting softer, and losing that disagreeable crisp curly feeling." 

Then Molly knew that her stepmother was in high good-humour 1 
the smoothness or curliness of her hair was a sure test of the favour in 
which Mrs. Gibson held her at the moment. « 

" I am so sorry to be the cause of detaining you from this little party, 
but dear papa is so over-anxious about me. I have alwaya been a kind 
of pet with gentlemen, and poor Mr. Kirkpatrick never knew how to 
make enough of me. But I thmft Mr. Gibson is even more foolishly 
fond ; his last words were, * Take care of yourself, Ilyacinth ;' and then 
he came back again to 6ay, * If you don't attend to my directions I won't 
answer for tbo consequences.' I shook ^iy forefinger at him, and qfud, 
4 Don’t be so anxious, you silly man.' " 

“ I hope we have done everything he told us to do," said Molly. 

“ Oh yes ! I feel so much better. Do you know, late as it is, I think 
you might go to Mrs. Goodenough's yet ? Maria could take you, and I 
should like to see you dressed ; when one has been wearing dull warm 
gowns ipr a week or two one gets quite a craving for bright colours, and 
evening dress. So go and get ready, dear, and then perhaps you’ll bring 
me hack soiqe nows, for really shut up as 1 have been with only papa and 
you for the last fortnight, I've got quite moped and dismal, and I ce#t 
bear to keep young people from the gaieties suitable to their age." 

“ Oh, pray, mamma ! I had so much rather not go?” 

"Very well ! very well 1 Only I think it is rather selfish of you, 
when you see I am so willing to make the sacrifice for your sake." 

“ But you say it u a sacrifice to you, and I don't want to go." 

“Very well $ did I not say you might stop at home ; only pray don't 
chop bgic ; nothing is so fatiguing to a sick person." 

Thdn they were silent for some time. Mrs. Gibeaa broke Hbp mtym, 
by saying, m a languid voice — 

. “Can't you think of anything amusing to s^y, Molly?" 

Molly pumped up Mu the depths of her mind a few %|o trivialities 
which she had beady forgotten, but she hit that they were anything hjk 
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raring, and so Mrs. Gibson seemed to feel them ; for presently she 

“I wish Cynthia was at home. 11 And Molly felt it as a reproach to 
her own dulness. 

“ Shall X write to her and ask her to come back ? ” 

“Well, tm not snre ; I wish I knew a great many things. You’ve 
not heard anything of poor dear Osborne Hamley ‘lately, have you?" 

Remembering her father’s charge not to speak of Osborne’s health, 
Molly made no reply, nor was any needed, for Mrs. Gibson went on 
thinking aloud — 

* tfou see, if Mr. Henderson has been as attentive as he was in the 
spring — and the chances about Roger — I shall be really grieved if any- 
thing happens to that young man, uncouth as he is, but it must be owned 
*thnjt Africa is not merely an unhealthy — it is a savage — and even in some 
parts a country. I often think of all I’ve read of it in geography 

books, as I lie awake at night, and if Mr. Henderson is really becoming 
attached ! The future is hidden from us by infinite wisdom, Molly, or 
rise I should like to know it ; one would calculate oge’s behaviour at the 
present time so much better if one only knew what events were to come. 
But I think, on the whole, we had better not alarm Cynthia. If we had 
onlyTcnown in time we might have planned for her to*have come down 
with Lard Oumnor and my lady.” 

44 Are they coming ? Is Lady Cumnor well enough to travel ? *’ 

44 Yes, to be sure. Or else I should not have considered whether or no 
Cynthia could have come down with them ; it would have sounded very 
well — more than respectable, and would have given her a position among 
that lawyer set in London.” 

44 Then Lady Cumnor is better ? ” 

44 To be sure. I should have thought papa would have mentioned it 
to you; but, to be sure, he is always so scrupulously carefiil not to speak 
about his patients. Quite right too— quite right and delicate. Why, he 
hastily ever tells me how they are going on. Yes 1 The Earl and the 
Countess, and Lady Harriet, and Lord and Lady Cuxhaveji, and, Lady 
Jjpes; and I’ve ordered a new winter bonnet and a black satin cloak.” 


CHAPTER ytjy. 

* Molly Gmsoar Fnrae a Ohampiost. 

Lady Coma had so far recovered from' 'the violence of her attack, 
and from the consequent operation, as to be able to Jp xepove&to t|s 
Towers fer change of air; and accordingly she waa brought tiriflpgr by 
her whole family with all the pomp and state becoming an invalid p sCt q i l L 
There was every probability that 44 the femity? would make § Mgkr 
keridenoe at the Tofrers than they had dona Am aeveral /earn* tirigg 
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which time they had been wanderers hither and thither in search of 
health. Somehow, after all, it was very pleasant and restftil to oomd 
to the old ancestral home, and every member of the family enjoyed it in 
his or her own way ; Lord Cnmnor most especially. His talent for gossip 
and his love of small details had scarcely fair play in the. hurry of a London 
life, and were much nipped in the bud during his Continental sojournings, 
as he neither spoke French fluently, nor understood it easily when spoken. 
Besides, he was a great proprietor, and* liked to know how his land was 
going on ; how his tenants were faring in the world. He liked to hear of 
their births, marriages, and deaths, and had something of a jnoyal memory 
for faces. In short, if ever a peer was an old woman, Lord Cmnnor was 
that peer; but hfe was a very good-natured old woman, and rode about 
on his stout old cob with his pockets full of halfpence for the ohUdmg, 
and little packets of snuff for the old people. Like an old woman, too, 
he enjoyed an afternoon cup of tea in his wife's sitting-room, and over his 
gossip’s beverage he would repeat all that he had learnt in the day. Lady 
Cumnor was exactly in that state of convalescence when such talk as her 
lord’s was extremely agreeable to her, but she had contemned the habit 
of listening to goBBlp so severely all her life, that Bhe thought it due to 
consistency to listej first, and enter a BuperciliouB protest afterwards. It 
had, however, come to be a family habit for all of diem to gather together 
in Lady Cumnor’a room on their return from their daily walks or drives 
or rides, and over the fire, sipping their tea at her early meal, to reoount 
the morsels of local intelligence they h sj heard during the morning. 
When they had said all that they had to say (and not before), they had 
always to listen to a short homily from her ladyship on the well-worn 
texts, — the poorness of conversation about persons, — the probable false- 
hood of all they had heard, and the degradation of character implied by 
its repetition. On one of these November evenings they were all assem- 
bled in Lady Cumnor’s room. She was lying, — all draped in white, and 
covered up with an Indian shawl,— on a sofa near the fire. Lady Harriet 
sate on the rug, close before the wood-fire, picking up fallen embers with 
a pair of dwarf tongs, and piling them on the red and odorous heap in the 
centre of the hearth. Lady Cuxhaven, notable from girlhood, was using 
the blind-man’s holiday to net fruit-nets for the walls at Cuxhaven ftrk. 
Lady Cumnor’a woman was trying to see to pour out tea by the light of 
one small wax-candle in the background (for Lady Cnmnor could not 
bear much light to her weakened eyes); and the great leafisss branches 
of tha trees outride the house kept sweeping against the windows, moved 
by the wind that was gathering. 

It yms always Lady Otmmor’s hgbit to snub those she loved be** 
Her husband was perptoally snubbed by her, yet she mimed him mm 
that he was later tfam usual, end profe m o d not to want her ted; but they 
jdl knew that it was only because he was not there to hand it to her, end 
bttlbmd foal* Ifith for his invariable stupidity m forgetting that lha liked 
toputeugmm^^Aetookany cream. At length ho burst to 4— * 

Vul. wo. 70. M, * J 



1141 


WIVES AND DAUGHTERS. 


#1 bag your pardon, my lady, — I’m later than I should have been, I 
Iqaow. Why, haven't you bad your tea yet ? ” he exclaimed, bustling 
about to get the eup for his wife. 

“ Ton know I never take cream before I’ve sweetened it,” said she, 
with even more emphasis on the “ never ” than usual. 

41 To be sure 1 What a simpleton I am 1 I think I might have 
ytynembered it by this time. You Bee I met old 6heepshankB, and that's 
the reason of it.” 

44 Of your handing me the cream before the sugar ? ” asked his wife. 

It Was one of her grim jokes. 

44 No, no ! ha, ha 1 You're better this evening, I think, my dear. 
But, as I was saying, Sheepshanks is such an eternal talker, there's no 
getting an ay from him, and I had no idea it was so late 1 ” 

44 Well, I think the least you can do is to tell us something of Mr. 
Sheepshanks' conversation now you have torn yourself away from him.” 

44 Conversation ! did I call it conversation ? I don’t think I said 
much. I listened. He really has always a great deal to say. More than 
Preston, for instance. And, by the way, he was telling me something 
about Preston; — old Sheepshanks thinks he'll be married before long, — he 
says there's n great deal of gossip going on about him and Gibson's 
daughter. They’ve been caught meeting in the park, and corresponding, 
and all that kind of thing that iB likely to end in a marriage.” 

44 1 shall be very sorry,” said Lady Harriet “ I always liked that 
girl s and I oan't bear papa’s model land-agent” 

41 1 daresay it's not true,” said Lady Cumnor, in a very audible aside 
to Xady Harriet 44 Papa pick^ up stories one day to oontradict them 
the next" 

44 Ah, but this did sound like truth. Sheepshanks said all the old 
ladies in the town had got hold of it, and were making a great scandal 
out of it” 

44 1 don't think it does sound quite a nice story. I wonder what Clare 
could be doing to allow such goings on,” mid Lady Cuxhaven. 

44 1 think it is much more likely that Clare's own daughter — that 
pretty pawky Mi* Kirkpatrick — is the real heroine of this #oiy»” said 
Lady Harriet 44 She always looks like a heroine of genteel comedy ; and 
those young ladies were capable of a good deal of innocent intriguing, if I 
remember rightly. Now little Molly Gibson has a certain gmuheri* about 
her which would disqualify her at once from any clandestine proceedings. 
Besides, 4 clandestine 1 9 why, the child k truth itself. Papa, are you sure 
Mr. Sheepshanks said it was Miss Gibson that was exciting HoJKtijgfotd 
saaadal? Wasn't it Miss Kirkpatrick! The notion tiP bet and Mr. 
Prato* making a match of it does not sound to incong r u ous; <feut, if ft’s 
my little (Head Molly, I'll goto ch tat fo and fort tid the bantu.” 

« Realty, Harriet, I oan*t think what alwayi mtkm You take stick an 
interest in all these petty HqUingford afl^m.” 

44 Mamma, it% only tit for tat. fhcgr take the mdH fertile# i*' 
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all our sayings and doings. If I were going to be married, they would 
want to know et#ry possible particular, — when we first met, what we first 
said to each other, what I wore, and whether he offered by letter Or in 
person. I’m sum those good Miss Brownings were wonderfully well- 
informed as to Mary's methods of managing her nursery, and educating 
her girls; so it's only a proper return of the compliment to want to know 
on our side how they are going on. I am quite of papa's faction. I like 
to hear all the local gossip.” 

“ Especially when it is flavoured with a spice of scandal and impro- 
priety, as in tills case,” said Lady Cumnor, with the momentary bitterness 
of a convalescent invalid. Lady Harriet coloured with annoyance.’ But 
then she rallied her courage, and said with more gravity than before,-**- 

“ I am really interested in this story about Molly Gibson, I own. I 
both like and respect her } and I do not like to hear her name coupled 
with that of Mr. Preston. I can't help fancying papa has made some 
mistake.” 

“No, my dear. I’m sure I'm repeating what I heard. I'm sorry g I 
said anything about it, if it annoys you or my lady there. Sheepshanks 
did say Mis9 Gibbon, though, and he went on to say it was a pity the girl 
had got herself so talked *bout ; for it was the way they bad carried on 
that gave rise to all the chatter. Preston himself was a very fair match 
for her, and nobody could have objected to it. But I'll try and find a 
more agreeable piece of news. Old Margery at the lodge, is dead; and 
they don't know where to find some one to teach clear-stavohing at your 
school; and Robert Hall made forty pounds last year by his apples.” 
So they drifted away from Molly and her affairs ; only Lady Harriet kept 
turning what Bhe had heard over in tier own mind with interest and 
wonder. 

u l warned her against him the day of her father’s wedding. And 
what a straightforward, out-spoken topic it was then I I don't believe 
it; it's only one of old Sheepshanks' stories, half invention and half 
deafness.” 

The next day Lady Harriet rode over to Hollingford, and for the 
settling of her curiosity she called on Mias Brownings, %od introduced 
the subject. She would not have spoken about the rumour she had heard 
to any who were not warm friends of Molly's. If Mr.‘ Sheepshanks had 
chosen to allude to it when she had been riding with he^ father, die eould 
very soon have silenced him by one of the haughty looks rise knew foH 
well how to assume. But she felt as if she must know the truth, and 
accordingly she began thus abruptly to Miss Browning. 

“ What is all this I hear about my little friend Molly Gibson and 
Mr. Preston?” 

** Qh, L*ty Harriet 1 have you heard of it? We are so tony t” 

tffenfttewhat?" 

“I think, bagging your ladyship’s pardon, wo had better not soy any 
maaa till we know hear much y a know,” mud Mias Browning. 

E0~f 
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44 Nay,” replied Lady Harriet, laughing a little, “ I shan’t tell what I 
know till I am sure you know more. Then we’ll make an exchange if 
you like.” 

44 Tm afraid it’s no laughing matter for poor Molly,” said Miss Browning, 
shaking her head. 44 People do say such things ! ” 

44 But I don’t believe them ; indeed I don’t,” burst in Miss Phoebe, 
half crying. 

“No more will I, then,” said Lady Harriet, taking the good lady’s 
hand. 

“ It’s all vejftr fine, Phoebe, saying you don’t believe them, but I 
should like to know who it was that convinced me, sadly against my 
will, I am sure.” 

“ I only told you the facts as Mrs. Goodenough told them me, sister ; 
l)ut I’m sure if you had seen poor patient Molly as I have done, sitting up 
in a comer of a room, looking at the Beauties of England and Wales till 
she must have been sick of them, and no one speaking to her ; and she as 
gentle and sweet as ever at the end of the evening, though maybe a bit 
pale — facts or no lacts, I won’t believe anything againBt her.” 

So there Bate MisB Phoebe, in tearful defiance of facts. 

44 And, as I said before, Pm quite of your opinion,” said Lady Harriet. 

“But how does your ladyship explain away her meetings with 
Mr. Preston in all sorts of unlikely and open-air places?” asked Miss 
Browning, who, to*do her justice, would have been only too glad to join 
Molly'a partisans, if she could have preserved her character for logical 
deduction at the same time. 44 I went so far as to send for her father and 
tell him all about it. I thought at least he would have horsewhipped 
Mr. Preston ; but he seems to have taken no notice of it.” 

44 Then we may be quite sure he knows some way of explaining 
matters that we don’t,” Baid Lady Harriet, decisively. 41 After all, there 
may be a hundred and fifty perfectly natural and justifiable explanations.” 

4( Mr. Gibson knew of none when I thought it my duty to speak to 
him,” said Miss Browning. 

44 Why, suppose that Mr. Preston is engaged to Miss Kirkpatrick, and 
Molly is confidante and messenger.” 

44 1 don’t see that your ladyship’s supposition much alters the blame. 
Why, if he is honourably engaged to Cynthia Kirkpatrick, does he not 
visit her openly at her home in Mr. Gibson’s house ? Why does Molly 
lend herself to clandestine proceedings ? ” 

44 One can't account for everything,” said Lady Harriet, a little impa- 
tiently, for reason was going hard against her. 44 But I choose to have 
faith in Molly Gibson. I'm sure she’s not done anything very wrymg. I’ve 
a great mind to go and call on her — Mrs. Gibson is confined to her room 
with this horrid influenza — and take her with me on a round of sails 
through this little gossipping town,— on Mrs. Goodenough, or Bade&tagh, 
mho seems to have been propagating all these stories. But I've not time 
to-day. I’ve to meet papa at three, and h’s three n far* Onjy remetaber, 
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Min Phoebe, it's you and I against the world, in defence of a distressed 
damsel.” 

“Don Quixote and Sancho Panza?” said she to herself as she ran 
lightly down Miss Browning’s old-fashioned staircase. 

“ Now, I don't think that's pretty of yon, Phabe,” said Miss Browning 
in some displeasure, as soon as she was alone with her sister. “ First, 
you convince me against my will, and make me very unhappy; and I 
have to do unpleasant things, all because you've made me believe that 
certain statements are true ; and then you turn round and cry, and say 
you don't believe a word of it all, making me out a, regular ogre apd 
backbiter. No 1 it's of no use. I shan't listen to you.” So she left 
Miss Phoebe in tears, and locked herself up in her own room* 

Lady Harriet, meanwhile, was riding homewards by her father's Bide, 
apparently listening to all he chose to say, but in reality turning over the 
probabilities and possibilities that might account for these strange inter- 
views between Molly and Mr. Preston. It was a case of parler de Vdne 
et Von en voit les oreilles . At a turn in the road they saw Mr. Preston 
a little way before them, coming towards them on his good horse, point 
device , in his-ridir.Q attire. 

The eail, in his threadbare coat, and on his old brown cob, called 
out cheerfully, — 

“ Aha 1 here's Preston. Good-day to you. I was Just wanting to 
ask you about that slip of pasture-land on the Qome Farm. John 
Bnckkill wants to plough it up and crop if. It's not two acres at the 
best.” 

While they were talking over this bit of land, Lady Harriet came to 
her resolution. As soon as her father had finished, she said,— 

“ Mr. Preston, perhaps you will allow me to ask you one or two ques- 
tions to relieve my mind, for I am in some little perplexity at present.” 

“ Certainly ; I shall only be too happy to give you any information in 
my power.” But the moment after he had made this polite speech, he 
recollected Molly's speech — that she would refer her case to Lady Harriet. 
But the letters had been returned, and the affair was now wound up. 
She had come off conqueror, he the vanquished. Surely she would never 
have been so ungenerous as to appeal after that. 

“ There are reports about Miss Gibson and you current among the 
gossips of Hollingford. Are we to congratulate you on your engagement 
to that young lady ? ” 

“ Ah ! by the way, Preston, we ought to have done it before,” inter- 
rupted Lord Cumnor, in hasty goodwill. But his daughter mid quietly, 
“Mr. Preston has not yet told us if the reports are well foun ded , 
papa.” * 

She looked at him with the air of a person expecting an answer, and 
oxpeOtiog a truthful answer. 

“ I ant net so fortunate,” replied he, trying to make his hone appear 
fidgety, without inouirihg observation* 
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“ Then I may contradict that report ? " asked Lady Harriet quickly. 

“ Or ia there any reason for believing that in time it may come true ? I 
ask because such reports, if unfounded, do harm to young ladies.” 

“ Keep other sweethearts off,” put in Lord Cumnor, looking a good 
deal ptaied at his own discernment. Lady Harriet went on 
“And I take a great interest in Miss Gibson.” 

Mr. Preston saw from her manner that he was “ in for it,” as he 
expremed it to himself. The question was, how much or how little did 
she know? 

, “ I have no expectation or hope of ever having a nearer interest in 
Miss Gibson than I have at present. I shall be glad if this straightforward 
answer lelieves your ladyship from your perplexity.” 

He could not help the touch of insolence that accompanied these last 
words. It was not in the words themselves, nor in the tone in which 
they were spoken, nor in the look which accompanied them, it was in all ; 
it implied a doubt of Lady Harriett right to question him as die did ; and 
there was something of defianoe in it as well. But this touch of insolence 
put Lady Harriet's mettle up ; and she was not one to check herself, in 
any course^ for the opinion of an inferior. 

“Then, sir! are you aware of the injury you may do to a young 
lady's reputation if you meet her, and detain her in long conversations, 
when she is walking by herself, unaccompanied by any one ? You give 
nse — you have given rise to reports.” 

“ My dear Harriet, are hot you going too for ? * You don't know— 
Mr. Preston may have intentions — acknowledged intentions.” 

“No, my lord. I have no intentions with regard to Miw Gibson. 
She may be a very worthy young lady — I have no doubt die is* Lady 
Harriet seems determined to push me into Buoh a position that 1 cannot 
but acknowledge myself to bo — it is not enviable — not pleasant to oton — 
but I am, in fact^a jilted man ; jilted by Miss Kirkpatriok, after a tolerably 
long engagement. My interviews with Miss Gibsoh Word not of the most 
agreeable kind — as you may conclude when I tell you she was, I believe, 
the instigator — certainly, die was the agent in this last step of Miss Kirk- 
patrick's. Is your ladydiip's curiosity ” (with an emphasis on this last 
ftord) “ satisfied with this rather mortifying confession of mins ? J' 

“ Harriet, qgr dear, you've gone too far— we had no right to pfy into 
Mr. Preston's private affairs." 

“ No more I had,” said Lady Harriet, with a smile of winning freak-* 
nets : the first smile she had accorded to Mr. Preston for felony a long 
dajr; ever since the time, years ago, when, presuming on his handsome- 
ness, he bad assumed a tone of gallant familiarity with Lady Harriet, and 
paid her personal compliments as he would have done to an eqfesL 

“ But he will excuse me, I hope,'' continued she, still in that gracious 
maimer which made him feel that he now held A much higher place ifi her 
esteem than be bad bad at the beginning of their interview, “When he < 
^ learns that the busy tongues of the HolHngford ladles have been gpsdkifeg 
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of my friend, Mies Gibson, in the mpst unwarrantable manner; drawing 
unjustifiable inferences from the facts of that intercourse with Mr. PreBton, 
the nature of which he has just conferred such a real obligation on me by 
explaining.” . 

u I think I need hardly request Lady ^arriet to consider this explana- 
tion of mine as confidential,” said Mr. Preston* 

“ Of course) of course 1 ” said the earl; “ every one will understand 
that.” And he fode home, and told his wife an<1 Lidy Cuxharen the 
whole conversation between Lady Harriet and Mr. Pieston; in the striotest 
Confidence, of course. Lady Harriet had to stand a good many strictures 
on manners, and proper dignity for a few days after this. However, she 
consoled herself by sidling on the Gibsons ; and, finding that Mrs. Gibacra 
(who was still an invalid) was asleep at the time, she experienced no 
difficulty in carrying oft the unoonscious Molly for a walk, whioh Lady 
Harriet so contrived that they twice passed through all the length of the 
principal street of tfye town, loitered at Grinstead f s for half An hour, and 
wound up by Lady Harriet’s calling on the Miss Browning^ who, to her 
regret, were not at home. 

“ Perhaps, it b as well,” said she, after a minute’s donsidefation. 
“ I’ll leave my card, and put your name down underneath it, Molly.” 

Molly was a little puzzled by the manner in whioh abe had been 
taken possession of, like an inanimate chattel, for all the afternoon, and 
exclaimed, — 

11 Please, Lady Harriet — I never leave cards ; I have not got any, and 
on the Miss Brownings, of all people ; \fey, I am in and out whenever 
1 like.” 

“ Never mind, little one. To-day you shall do everything properly, 
and according to full etiquette.” 

“ And now tell Mrs. Gibson to come out to the Towers for a long day ; 
we Will tend the carriage for her whenever she will let us know that die 
is strong enough to oome. Indeed, she had better come for a few days ; 
at this time of the year it does not do for an invalid to be out in the 
evenings, even in a carriage.” So spoke Lady Harriet, standing on the 
white door-steps at Mias Brownings', and holding Molly’s hand while she 
wished her good-by. 11 You’ll tell her, dear, that I came partly to See 
ber-rbnt that finding her asleep, I ran off with you, mid don't forget 
about her coming to stay with us for change of air — mamma will like it. 
I'm sure — and the carriage, and all that. And now good-by, we’ve dene 
a good day's Work I And better than you’re •wwof," cpetbwd ft* 
still addressing Molly, though the latter was quite out of hearing. 

44 BolBegferd is not the place I take it to be, if it doejm't veer round 
in Mbs Qibsott’a feveur after my today’s trotting of that child about.” 
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CHAPTER L. 

Cynthia at Bat. 

Mm. Gibson was slow in recovering her strength after the influenza, 
and before she was well enough to accept Lady Harriet's invitation to the 
Towers* Cynthia came home item London. If Molly had thought her 
manner of departure was scarcely as affectionate and considerate as it 
might have been, — if such a thought had crossed Molly’s fancy for an 
instant, she was repentant for it as soon as ever Cynthia returned, and 
the girls met together face to face, with all the old familiar affection, going 
upstairs to the drawing-room, with their armB round each other's waists, 
and sitting there together hand in hand. Cynthia's whole manner was 
more quiet than it had been, when the weight of her unpleasant secret 
rested on her mind, and made her alternately despondent or flighty. 

“ After all," said Cynthia, “ there's a look of home about these rooms 
which is very pleasant. But I wish I could see you looking stronger, 
mamma ! that's the only unpleasant tiling. Molly, why didn't you send 
for me ? " 

“ I "wanted to do," began Molly. 

44 But I wouldn't let her,” said Mrs. Gibson. “ You were much better 
in London than here, for you could have done me no good ; and your 
letters ware very agreeable to read ; and now Helen is better, and I’m 
nearly well, and you've come home just at the right time, for everybody 
is full of the Charity Ball." 

“ But we are not going this year, mamma," said Cynthia decidedly, 
11 It is on the 25th, isn't it ? and I'm sure you'll never be well enough 
to take us. 

“ You really seem determined to make me out worse than I am, child," 
said Mrs. Gibson, rather querulously, she being one of those who, when 
their malady is only trifling, exaggerate it, but when it is really of some 
consequence, are unwilling to sacrifice any pleasures by acknowledging it. 
It was well for her in this instance that her husband had wisdom and 
authority enough to forbid her going to this ball, on whioh she had set 
her heart; but the consequence of his prohibition was an increase of 
domestic plaintiveness and low spirits, which seemed to tell on Cynthia 
— the bright Cynthia herself— and it was often hard work for Molly 

to keep up the spirits of two other people as well as her own. Ill-health 
might account for Mrs. Gibson's despondency, but why was Cynthia so 
silent, apt to say so sighing? Molly was puzzled to aooouut for it ; and 
all the more perplexed because from time to time Cynthia kept oidling 
upon her far praise for some unknown and mysterious virtue dmt dm had 
practised ; and Molly was young enough to believe that, after any exercise 
of virtue, the spirits rose, cheered up by an approving conscience*. Such 
was not die case with Cynthia, however. She sometimes said such things 
as these, when she had been particularly inert and desponding j— 
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“ Ah, Molly, you must let my goodness lie fallbw for a while 1 It has 
borne such a w.cmderftil crop this year. I have been so pretty-behaved— 
if you knew all 1 ” Or , “ Really, Molly, my virtue must come down from 
the clouds 1 It was strained to the utmost in London — and I find it is 
like a kite— after soaring aloft for some time, it suddenly comes down, 
and gets tangled in all sorts of briars and brambles; which things are 
all allegory, unless you can bring yourself to believe in my extraordinary 
goodness while I was away — giving me a sort of right to fall foul of all 
mamma's briars and brambles now.*’ 

But Molly had had some experience of Cynthia's whim of perpetually 
hinting at a mystery which Bhe did not mean to reveal in the Mr. Preston 
days, and, although she was occasionally piqued into curiosity, Cynthia's 
allusions at something more in the background fell in general on rather 
deaf ears. One day the mystery burst its shell, and came out in the 
shape of an offer made to Cynthia by Mr. Henderson — and refused. 
Under all the circumstances, Molly could not appreciate the heroic good- 
ness so often alluded to. The revelation of the secret at laBt took place 
in this way. M: & Gibson breakfasted in bed : she had done so ever 
since Bhe had had the influenza ; and, consequently, her own "private 
letteis always went up on her breakfast- tray. One morning she came 
into the di awing-room earlier than usual, with an open letter in her hand. 

“I’ve had a letter from aunt Kirkpatrick, Cynthia. She sends me 
my dividends, — your uncle is so busy. But *w hat does she mean by this, 
Cynthia” (holding out the letter to her, with a certain paragraph indi- 
cated by her finger). Cynthia put her netting on one side, and looked at 
the writing. Suddenly her free turned scarlet, and then became of a 
deadly white.. She looked at Molly, as if to gain courage from the strong 
serene countenance. 

“ It means — mamma, I may as well tell you at once — Mr. Henderson 
offered to me while I was in London, and I refused him.” 

“ Refused him — and you never told me, but let me hear it by chance I 
Really, Cynthia, I think you’re very unkind. And pray what mad a you 
refase Mr. Henderson ? Such a fine young man, — and such a gentleman 1 
Tour rnrile told me he had a very good private fortune besides.” 

“ Mamma, do you forget that I have promised to marry Roger Hatnley?** 
mid Cynthia quietly. 

“ No 1 of course I don’t — how can I, with Molly alway^dinning the 
word ‘engagement* into my ears? But really, when one iDonridera all 
the uncertainties, — and after all it was not a distinct promise,— he -'Tfifnitfl 
almost as if he might have looked forward to something of this sort* 9 

“Of what sort, mamma? ” said Cynthia sharply. 

‘ “Why, of a more eligible offer. He must have known yon might 
change your mind, and meet with some one you liked better: so Httie is 
yen had esen of the world.” Cynthia mads an impatient movement, as 
if to stop her mother. 

“ I never mid I liked him better, — how can yon talk so, mamma ? 

20-4 
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I'm going to marry Roger, and (here's an end of it I will not bo spoken 
to About it again." She g 9 t up and left the room. 

** Going to marry Roger ! That's all very fine. But who is to 
guarantee his coming J^ck alive I And if he does, what have they to 
marry upon, I should like (o know 7 I don't wish her to have accepted 
Mr. Henderson, though I am sure she liked him ; 'and true love ought to 
have (Is course, and not be thwarted ; .but she need not have quite finally 
refused him until — well, until we had seen how matters turn out. Such 
an invalid as I am too ! It has given me quite a palpitation at the heart. 
I do call it quite unfeeling of Cynthia." 

“ Certainly," began Molly ; but then she remembered that her step- 
mother was far from strong, and unable to bear a protest in favour of the 
right course without irritation. So she changed her speech into a 
suggestion of remedies for palpitation; and curbed her impatience to 
speak out her indignation at the contemplated falsehood to Roger. But 
when they were alone, and Cynthia began upon the subject, Molly was 
less merciful. Cynthia said, — 

“ Well, Molly, and now you know all 1 I’ve been longing to toll you 
—and yet somehow I could not." 

“ I suppose it was a repetition of Mr. Coxe," said Molly gravely. 
“ You were agreeable,— and he took it for something more.” 

“ I d°u’t know,” sighed Cynthia. “ I ‘mean I don’t know if I wa 9 
agreeable or not. He was very kind — very pleasant — but I did not 
expect it* all to end as it did. However, it is of no use thinking 
of it." 

“ Np 1 " said Molly, simply ; for to her mind the pleasantest and 
kindest person in the world put in comparison with Roger was as n othing ; 
he stood by himself. Cynthia's next words, — and they did not comp . very 
soon, — were on quite a different subject, and spoken in rather a pettish 
tone. Nor did she allude again in jestipg sadness to her late offarta 
at virtue. 

In a little while Mrs. Gibson was able to accept the often-repeated 
invitation from the Towers to go and stay there for a day dr two. l&Ly 
Harriet told her that it would be a kindness to lady Curanor to oome and 
bear bar company in the life of seclusion the latter was still compiled to 
lead ; and Mrs. Gibson was flattered and gratified with a dim uneoneefaue 
sense of jbeing really wanted, not merely deluding herself into a pleasing 
flattop* I my Cumnor w«e in that state of convalescent* common to 
many invalids* The spring of life had begun again to flow, and with the 
flow returned the old dssfrea and projects and plana, which had all become 
mere matters of indifference daring the worst part of her iUnem. ’ Rat as 
yet her bodily strength was pot sufficient to be an agent to ha* energetic 
mind, and tfc* difficulty of d4viag toe iU-matohed fair of body and will 
—the one weak and languid, the other strong and stem, Lauda her Itejrr 
ship often Very irritable. Mrs. Gibson herself was got quite fpfoag 
enough fer a “ and toe visit to *e Vowm w«i ant, 
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on the whole, quite so happy a one ae she had anticipated. Lady 
Cuxheven and Lady Harriet, each aware of their mother’ll state of health 
and temper, but only alluding to it as slightly os was absolutely neoessary 
in their conversations with eaoh other, took care not to leave “ Clare ” too 
long with Lady Cumnor ; *but several tithes when one or the other went 
to relieve guard they found Clare in tears, and Lady Cumnor holding forth 
on some point on which she had been meditating during the silent hours 
of her illness, and on which she seemed to consider herself born to set the 
world to rights. Mrs. Gibson was always apt to consider these remarks 
as addressed with a personal direction at some error of her^ own, and 
defended the fault in question with a sense of property in it, whatever it 
might happen to be. The second and the last day of her stay at the 
Towers, Lady Iianiet came in, and found her mother haranguing in an 
excited tone of voice, and Clare looking submissive and miserable and 
oppressed. 

“ What’s the matter, dear mamma ? Arc not you tiring yourself with 
talking ? ” 

“ No, not at a} 1 ! I wa$ only speaking of the folly of peopl£ dressing 
above their station. I i/6gan by telling Clare of the fashions of my 
grandmother’s days, when every cl"ss had a sort of costume of its own, — 
and servants did not ape tradespeople, nor tradespeople professional man, 
and so on, — and what must the foolish woman do but begin to justify her 
own dress, as if I had been accusing her, or even thinking about her at 
all. Buch nonsense ! Really, Clare, your husband has spoilt yon sadly, 
if you can’t listen to any one without thinking they are alluding to you ! 
People may flatter themselves just as much by thinking that their faults 
are always present to other people’s minds, as if they believe fhat the 
world is always contemplating their individual charms and virtues.” 

M I was told, Lady Cumnor, that this gilk was redueed in price. I 
bought it at Waterloo House after the sessA was over,” said Mrs. Gibson, 
touching the very handsome gown she wore in deprecation of Lady 
Cumnor's angry voice, and blundering on to the very source of irri- 
tation. 

u Again, Clare ! How often must I tell you I had no thought you 
or your gowns, or whether they cost much or little ; your husband has to 
pay for them, and it is his concern if you spend lnore on your drtas thap 
you ought to do.” 

“It was only five gurnets for the whole dress,” pleaded Mrs. Gibson* 

“And very pretty it is,” said Lady Harriet, stooping to it, 

and ao hoping to soothe the poor aggrieved woman. But Lady Qomnor 
wot on. 

*NoI yon ought to have known me better by this ^ When T 
think a thing I say it out. I don’t beat about the bush. I rm stmdgh*- 
forwwd fongntge. I will teU you where I think yon have been hi fimlt, 
Otoe, if you like to know.” Like it or not, the plain-s peaking was 
ewfog now. # Ton have spoilt that girl of yow* rill she does not know 



WIVES AND DAUGHTERS. 


420 

her o^ra mind. She has behaved abominably to Mr. Preston ; and it is 
all in consequence of the faults in her education. You hove much to 
answer for.” 

41 mamma I ” said Lady Harriet, “ Mr. Preston did not wish 

it spoken about.”* And at the same moment Mrs. Gibson exclaimed, 

41 Cynthia — Mr. Preston ! ” in such a tone of surprise, that if Lady Cumnor 
had been in the habit of observing the revelations made by other people's 
tones and voices, she would have found out that Mrs. Gibson was ignorant 
‘of the affair to which she was alluding. 

“ As for Mr. Preston's wishes, 1 do not suppose I am bound to regard 
them when I feel it my duty to reprove error,” said Lady Cumnor loftily 
to Lady Harriet. “ And, Clare, do you mean to say that you are not aware ' 
that your daughter has been engaged to Mr. Preston for some time- 
years, I believe, — and has at last chosen to break it off, — and has used the 
Gibson girl — I forget her name, — as a cat’s-paw, and made both her and 
herself the town’s talk — the butt for all the gossip of nollingford. I 
remember when I was young there was a girl called jilting Jessy. You'll 
have to watch over your young lady, or she will get some such name. I 
speak to you like a friend, Clare, when I tell you it's my opinion that girl 
of yours will get herself into some more mischief yet before she's safely 
married’. Not that I care one straw for Mr. Preston's feelings. I don't 
even know if he's got feelings or not ; but I know what is becoming in a 
young woman, and jilting is not. And now you may both go away, and 
pend Dawson to me, for I'm tired, and want to have a little sleep.” 

" Indeed, Lady Cumnor — will you believe me?— I do not think Cynthia 
was ever engaged to Mr. Preston. There was an old flirtation. I was 
afraid — — ” 

“ Ring the bell for Dawson,” said Lady Cumnor, wearily : her eyes 
dosed. Lady Harriet had too much experience of her mother's moods not 
to lead Mrs. Gibson Away almost by main force, she protesting all the 
while that she did not think there was any truth in the statement, though 
it was dear Lady Cumnor that said it 

Onoe in her own room, Lady Harriet said, “ Now, Clare, I'll tell you 
all abou) it ; and I think you'll have to believe it, for it was Mr. Preston 
himself who told me. I heard of a great commotion in Hollingford about 
Mr. Pretton ; and I m& him riding out, and asked him what it was all 
about ; he did not want to speak about it, evidently. No man does, I 
suppose, when he's been jilted ; and he made both papa and me promise 
not to tell ; but papa did— and that's what mamma haa for a foundation ; 
you see, a really good one.” , 

11 But Cynthia is engaged to another man — she really is* And 
another— a very good match indeed— has just been offering to her in 
London. Mr. Preston is always at the root of mischief.” 

“Nay 1 I do think in this case it must be that pretty Mia Cynthia of 
yours who has drawn on erne man to be engaged to her, — not to toy twfo^— 
and another to make her an offer. I can't endure Mr. Preston, but I think 
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it's rather hard to accuse him of having 6aQed up the rivals, who' are, I 
suppose, the occasion of his being jilted. 1 ’ 

“ I don’t know ; I always feel aa if he owed me a grudge, and men 
have so many ways of being spiteful. Tou must acknowledge that if he 
had not met you I should not have had dear Lady ‘Cumnor so angry 
with me.” 

“ She only wanted to warn you about Cynthia. Mamma has always 
been very particular about her own daughters. She has been very severe 
on the least approach to flirting, and Mary will be like her ! ” 

“But Cynthia will flirt, and I can't help it. She is not noisy, or 
giggling ; she is always a lady — that everybody must own. But die has 
a way of attracting men, she must have inherited from me, I think.” And 
here she smiled faintly, and would not have rejected a confirmatory com- 
pliment, but none came. “ However, I will speak to her ; I will get to 
the bottom of the whole afiair. Pray tell Lady Cumnor that it has so 
fluttered me the way she spoke, about my dress and all. And it only 
cost five guineas after all, reduced from eight 1 ” 

“ Well, nevei mind now. You are looking very much flushed ; quite 
feverish 1 I left you too long in mamma's hot room. But do you know 
she is so much pleased to have yo’j here ? ” And so Lady Cumnor really 
was, in spite of the continual lectures which she gave “ Clare,” add wlpoh 
poor Mrs. Gibson turned under as helplessly as the typical worm. Sttyl 
it was something to have a countess to scold her ; and that pleasure would 
endure when the worry was past. And then Lady Harriet petted her 
more than usual to make up for what she had to go through in the conva- 
lescent's room ; and Lady Cuxhaven talked sense to her, with dashes of 
science and deep thought intermixed, which was very flattering, although 
generally unintelligible ; and Lord Cumnor, good-natured, good-tempered, 
kind, and liberal, was full of gratitude to her for her kindness in coining 
to see Lady Cumnor, and his gratitude took the tangible shape of a haunch 
of venison, to say nothing of lesser game. When she looked back upon 
her visit as she drove home in the solitaiy grandeur of the Towers’ 
carriage, there had been but one great enduring rub— Lady Cumnor's 
crossness — and she chose to consider Cynthia as the cause of that, instead 
of seeing the truth, which had been so often set before her by the members 
of her ladyship’s family, that it took its origin in her state of health. Mrs. 
Gibson did not exactly mean to visit this one discomfort upon Cynthia, nor 
did die quite mean to upbraid her daughter for conduct as yet unexplained, 
and which might have some justification ; but, finding her quietly sitting 
in the drawing-room, she sate down despondingly in her own little easy 
chair, and in reply to Cjmthia’s qulok, pleasant greeting of— 

“Well, mamma, how are you ? We did not expect you ao early 1 Let 
me take off your bonnet and j&awll " the replied dolefUly,**— 

“ R has not been such a happy visit that I should wish to prolong it” 
Her eyes were fixed on the carpet, and her face was ae itrapeunre to the 
welcome offered as she could make it 
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“ Ijfhat has been the matter ? ” asked Cynthia, in alL good faith. 

“You! Cynthia — yon! I little thought when you were bom how I 
should have to bear to hear you spoken about/’ * 

Cynthia threw back her head, and angry light oame into her eyes. 

44 What business have they with me ? How came they to talk about 
me in any way ? ” 

“ Everybody is talking about you ; it is no wonder they are. Lord 
O&nnor is sure to hear about everything always. You should take 
more care about what you do, Cynthia, if you don't like being talked 
about.” 

“ It rather depends upon what people say," said Cynthia, affecting a 
lightness which she did not feel ; for she had a prevision of what was 
coming. .. 

“ Well ! I don’t like it, at any rate. Iris not pleasant to me to hear 
first of my daughter’s misdoings from Lady Cumnor, and then to be 
lectured about her, and her flirting, and her jilting, as if I had had any- 
thing to do with it. I can assure you it has quite spoilt my visit. No ! 
don't touch my shawl. When I go to my room I can take it myself.'' 

Cynthia was brought to bay, and sate down ; remaining with her 
mother, who kept sighing ostentatiously from time to time. 

“ Would you mind telling me what they said ? If there are acousa- 
* tions abroad against me, it is as well I should know what they are. Here’s 
Holly" (as the girl entered the room, fresh from a morning's walk). 
“ Holly, mamma has come back from the Towers, and my lord and my 
lady have been doing me the honour to talk over my crimes and misde- 
meanors, and I am asking mamma what they have said. I don’t set up 
finr more virtue than other people, but I can’t make out what an earl and a 
countess have to do with poor little me." 

“ It was not for your sake ! ’’ said Mrs. Gibson. “ It was for mine. 
They felt for me, for it is not pleasant to have one’s child's name in every- 
body's mouth.” 

“ As I said before, 4hat depends upon how it is in everybody's mouth. 
If I were going to marry Lord Hollingford, I make no doubt every one 
would be talking about me, and neither you nor I should mind it in the 

least" 

“ But this is no marriage with Lord Hollingford, so it is nonsense to 
talk as if it was. They aay you’ve gone and engaged yourself to* Hr. 
Preston, and nop retese to marry him ; and they oall that jilting." 

“Dp you wadf me to marry him, mamma t" adred Cynthia, bar hot in 
a flame, her ayes oast down. Holly stood by, very hot, not telly under- 
standing it; and only kept where ska was by the hope of coming in as 
sweetener or peacemaker, or helper of some kind. 

“ No," said lira. Gibson, evidently discomfited fey tea question. “Of 
course I don’t; you hare gone red entangled youmif withBtge* Hamiey, 
a very worthy young man ; but nobody knows where fee is, and if fee’s 
dead or alive ; and fee has not a penny if fee is aUva." 
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“I beg, your pardon. I know that he hee gome fortune from hie 
mother ; it tapy not be fouch, but he is not penniless ; and he is sure to 
earn fame and great reputation, and with it money will come,” said 
Cynthia. 

“ You've entangled yourself with him, and you've done something 
of the sort with Mr. Preston, and got yourself into such an imbroglio ” 
(Mrs. Gibson could not have Baid “ mess " for the world, although the 
word was present to her nund), “that when a really eligible person 
comes, forward — handsome, agreeable, and quite the gentleman — and a 
good private fortune into the bargain, you have to refuse him. You'll 
end as an old maid, Cynthia, and it will break my heart” 

“ I daresay I shall,” said Cynthia, quietly. “ I sometimes think I am 
the kind of person of which old maids are made 1 ” She spoke seriously, 
and a little sadly. % 

Mrs. Gibson began agaip. “ I don’t want to know your secretB as 
long as they are seciets ; but when all the town is talking about you, 

I think I ought to be told.” 

“ But, mamma, I did not know I was such a subject of conversation ; 
and even now I can’t make out how it has come about.” 

“No more can J. I only know that they say you’ve been engaged to 
Mr. Preston, and ought to have married him, and that I can’t help it, if 
you did n-t choose, any more than I could have helped your refbawg * 
Mr. Hendeison ; and yet I am constantly blamed for your misconduct I 
think it f B very hard.” Mrs. GibBon began to cry. Just than her husband 
came in. 

“ You here, my dear I Welcome back,” said he, coming up to her 
courteously, end lasting her check. “ Why, what’s the matter ? Tears ? ” 
and he heartily wished himBelf away again. * 

“ Yes 1” said she, raising herself up, and clutching after sympathy of 
any kind, at any price. “ I’m come home again, and I'm telling Cynthia 
how Lady Cumnor has been so cross to me, and all through bar. Did 
you know she had gone and engaged herself to Mr. Preston, and than 
broken it off? Everybody is talking about it, and they know it up at dm 
Towers.” 

For one moment his eyes met Molly's, and he comprehended it elL 
Ha mode his tips up into a whistle, but no sound came. Cynthia had 
quite iost her dsfiaht manner since her mother bad spoken to Mr. fiihum 
Molly sate down by her. 

* Cynthia,” mid k he, very seriously. 

“ Yes 1 ” die answered, softly. 

w Is this true? I had heard solnething of it before— not xanefa; but^ 
there is scandal enough about to make it desirable that yon should hum 
eaom protecto r s ome Jnend who knows* the whole truth." 

No answer. At last she said, “ Molly knows it aiL” 

Mrs. Gibson* too, hod bean awed into mlmm by bsr husband's grove 
iMtotoTi sad dm did net like to give vent to the jealous in her 
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mind Molly had known the secret of which she was ignorant. 
Mr. Qibson replied to Cynthia with some sternness: 

4 ‘ Yes ! I know that Molly knows it all, and that she has had to bear 
slander and ill words for your sake, Cynthia. But she refused .to tell 
me more. 9 ’ 

if She told you that much, did she ? ” said Cynthia, aggrieved. 

41 1 could not help it,” said Molly. 

41 She did not name your name,” said Mr. Gibson. “ At the time 
I believe she thought she had concealed it — but there was no mistaking 
who it was.” 

“ Why did she speak about it at all ? ” said Cynthia, with some bitter- 
ness. Her tone — her question stirred up Mr. Gibson's passion. 

“It was necessary for her to justify herself to me — I heard my 
daughter's reputation attacked for the private meetings she had given 
to Mr. Preston — I came to her for an explanation. There is no need 
to be ungenerous, Cynthia, because you have been a flirt and a jilt 
even to the degree of dragging Molly's name down into the same 
mire." 

Cynthia lifted her bowed-down head, and looked at him. 

44 You say that of me, Mr. Gibson. Not knowing what the circum- 
stances are, you Bay that 1 ” 

• He had spoken too strongly : he knew it. But he could not bring 
himself to own it just at that moment. The thought of his sweet 
innocent Molly, who had borne so much patiently, prevented^any retrac- 
tation of his words at the time. 

M Yes 1” he said, “I do say it. You cannot tell what evil con- 
structions are put upon actions ever so slightly ^beyond the bounds of 
maidenly propriety. I do say that Molly has had a great deal to bear, in 
consequence of this clandestine engagement of yours, Cynthia — there may 
be extenuating circumstances, I acknowledge — but you will need to 
remember them all to excuse your conduct to Roger Hamley, when he 
comes home. I askec^you to tell me the full truth, in order that until he 
oemes, and has a legal right to protect you, I may do so.” No answer. 
“ It certainly requires explanation,” continued he. 44 Here are you 
engaged to two men at once to all appearances !” Still no answer. 44 To 
be suife,the gossips of the town have not yet picked out the fact of Roger 
Hamley's being your accepted lover ; but scandal has been resting on 
Molly, and ought to have rested on you, Cynthia— -for a concealed engage- 
ment to Mr. Preston— necessitating meetings in all sorts of places unknown 
to your friends." 

« Papa,” said Molly, 44 if you knew all you would not speak so to 
Cynthia. I wish she would tell you herself all that she has told me.” 

41 1 am ready to hear whatever she has to say,” said he. But 
Cynthia said,— 

44 No I you have prejudged me; you have spoken to me aa you, had no 
right to speak. I setae to give you my confidence, or accept your help. 
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People are Ter y cruel to me ’’—her voice trembled for a moment — u I did 
not think yon would have'been. But I can bear it." 

And then, iu spite of Molly, who could have detained her by force, she 
tore herself away, and hastily left the room. 

“ Oh, papa 1 11 said Molly, crying, and clinging to him, “ do let me tell 
you all." And then she suddenly recollected the awkwardness of telling 
some of the details of the story before Mrs. .Gibson, aojl stopped short. 

“ I think, Mr. Gibson, you have been very very unkind to my poor 
fatherless child," said Mrs. Gibson, emerging from behind her pocket- 
handkerchief. “ I only wish her poor father had been alive, and all this 
would never have happened." 

* Very probably. Still I cannot see of what either she or you havo 
to complain. Inasmuch as we could, I and mine have sheltered her; I 
have loved her; I do love her almost as if she were my own child — as 
well as Molly, I do not pretend to do." 

“ That's it, Mr. Gibson ! you do not treat her like your own child." 
But in the midst of this wrangle Molly stole out, and went in search of 
Cynthia. She thought she bore an olive-branch of healing in the Bound 
of her father's just spoken words : “ I do love her almost as if she were 
my own child." But Cynthia was locked into her room, and refused to 
open the door. 

“ Open to me, please," pleaded Molly. “ 1 have something to sty to 
you— -I waul to see you — do open I " 

“ No 1 ” said Cynthia. “ Not now. I am busy. Leave me alone. I 
don't want to hear what you have got to say. I do not want to see you. 

By-and-by we shall meet, and then " Molly stood quite quietly, 

wondering what new jr ords of more persuasion die could use. In a 
minute or two Cynthia called out, “Are you there still, Molly?" and 
when Molly answered “ Yes," and hoped for a relenting, the same hard 
metallic voice, telling of resolution and repression, spoke out, “ Go away. 

I cannot bear the feeling of your being there— waiting and listening. Go 
downstair*— -out of the house — anywhere away. It is the most you can 
do for me, now," 
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(From a “Mad Doctor'*” Point of View.) 


Wife* men read in the newspapers that a murderer has been declared 
“ Not guilty 1 ’ on the ground of insanity, the intelligence affects them in 
various ways. One man thinks that a lunatic, if he be so dangerous 
by reason of his lunacy as to commit murder, ought straightway to be 
hanged, that he may murder no more. Another thinks that, lunatic or 
not, he knew that, he was doing wrong, therefore he is liable to the 
punishment due to murder. Another will not believe that the man was a 
lunatio at all, but thinks that he has been got off by “ those mad doctors.’* 
A fourth will gravely say that an asylum, and not the gallows, is the fit 
place for an insane man. 

Public opinion has its rhythmical ebb and flow of excitement on this 
point, which last year was vehemently argued everywhere in oonneotion 
with, the trial of Townley, and the subsequent proceedings. This year, 
in the same town of Derby, a man just escaped being hanged in a state 
of aoute -mania, and no one took the least notioe. This man, Janies 
Potter, was tried on March 9th before Justice Willes, for th* murder of 
his wife, and sentenced to death. Ten days after he was so raving mad, 
that the authorities were obliged to acquaint Sir George Grey with the 
feet. Then was done that whioh should have been done before the trial. 
Dr. Hood, one of the Chancery visitors, and Dr. Meyer, the superinten- 
dent of the Broadmoor State Lunatio Asylum, were qfpt to examine 
him, and of course he was removed to a lunatic asyltun. Before Another 
cause c4iebre is tried, it may be not unprofitable to consider the whole 
question once more, and to ascertain, if possible, whence arise the die* 
putes, the scandal, and the violent feeling which is shown from time to 
time when an insane man is acquitted on the ground of insanity, or a 
sane man escapes justice because he is represented to be insane. When 
public feeHng is excited, every man and woman makes up hi* or her 
mind upon the case, and is ready to do battle for it, as people always 
are for any opinion on a dim and mysterious matter not to be brought 
under the rules of plain downright demonstration. There is something 
incomprehensible about insanity, and folks* ideas of it pprtal^e of the 
nature of a faith ; so when a dispute occurs, every ope is perfectly certain 
—he knows not why — that the alleged lunatio is or is not insane, and 
no scientific evidence as at present given adds to or takes from this con* 
viotion. Essays and treatises, more or less to the point, are periodically 
produced in medical and legal works ; but these are not ml tyy the 
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general public. Before people can change their views of any subject, 
they must hive a dearer insight into it Till lately, even those who 
had the most experience of insanity were devoid of aU method of the 
study of mind^-eane and insane. When it is ftiliy made known that 
the study of each is necessary to a just oonoeption of the othei, and that 
the method of such study is a natural and not a metaphysical one, then 
we may hope that men will form for themselves accurate judgments, and 
will reason upon sound principles whenever they discuss such questions. 
The pages of this Magazine seem no unfitting place in which to draw 
attention to the existing controversies, and to propose amendments, if any 
can be thought of. The publio talks of the scandals of such oases as 
the Windham and Townley trials. The lawyers lay all the bkme on the 
doctors, and the doctors retort upon the lawyers, but no change of any 
kind is made, and the next oase may possibly be a greater scandal than 
any that have gone before. 

Complaints are constantly mode, especially by dootors, of the so-called 
“ legal test of insanity.*' At a meeting of the officers of asylums held 
July, 1864, tho following resolution was proposed, and almost without 
discussion agreed to : — “ That so much of the legal test qf the ^mental 
condition of an alleged criminal lunatic, which renders him a responsible 
agent because he knows the difference between right and wrong, is in- 
consistent with the fact well known to every member of this meeting, 
that the power of distinguishing between right and wrong exists frequently 
among those who are undoubtedly insane, and is often associated with 
dangerous and uncontrollable delusions.” 

This so-called test of insanity, which is the great source of contention 
at the present time, is generally said to have been laid down by the 
judges in their answers to the questions of the House of Lords in 1840. 
As these answers' are constantly referred to, it will be well to look at 
them a little oloaer. 

Oh March 5, 1848, Maonaughten was tried for the murder of 
Mr. Drummond, whom he had shot, mistaking him for Sir Robert Peek 
The judges were the Lord Chief Justice Tindal and Justices Williams 
and Coleridge. Before the close the Lord Chief Justice stopped the trial 
and directed ap acquittal on the ground of insanity. Great indi g na tion 
was exp resse d on all sides at this result. It was said that the low was in 
fault which permitted it, and the House of Lords was .urged to peas aome 
Act which should better secure the punishment of suoh offenders. An 
important debaM took plaee-on March 18, in which the Lord flh— 
Lyndhnrst, Lords Bfoughau, Cottedham, and Campbell took peri The 
ChSnqcBpr asserted that the law wanted ho alteration and deprecated any 
fresh legislation on the subject “ Your lordships,” mid he, “might y rr 
suoh a laws you hasp the power to do so: but when you ceme&r the 
font time to put It into execution, the ease of ell, the fooling of all 
reasonably men, would revolt against it ; and your lordships would be 
Mg ed to retrace yea* Steps and to repeal the low which yen had peaei 
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in a moment of excited feeling in consequence of recent painful impres- 
sion*, but which you could not have passed under the influence of sober 
and steady reason.” And he then went on to Btate what the law is, and 
to quote the words of Mr. Justice Le Blanc, who, in 1812, tried a man 
who had been found lunatic by inquisition, and who had committed 
murder when undoubtedly insane. Justice Le Blanc told the jury, “ If 
you should be of opinion that when he committed the offence he was 
capable of distinguishing right from wrong, and was not under the 
influence of such a delusion as disabled him from distinguishing that he 
was doing a wrong act, in that case he is answerable to the justice of his 
countiy and guilty in the eye of the law.” The Lord Chancellor also 
quoted Chief Justice Mansfield, who, upon the trial of Bellingham, laid 
down the law in very similar terms. “Therefore,” said his lordship, 
“ there is no need of any change. Can your lordshipB Bay that if a man 
when he commits a crime is under the influence of delusion and insanity 
so as not to know right from wrong, so as not to know what he is doing, 
is it possible that your lordships can by any legislative provision say that 
such a man shall be responsible for his act?” Lord Brougham also 
deprecated any interference with the existing law, but he criticized 
severely the expression we so often hear, viz. the “ knowing right from 
wrong.” “ One judge,” said he, “ lays down the law that a man is 
responsible if he is ‘ capable of knowing right prom wrong.' Another says, 
4 if he is capable of distinguishing good from evil;' another, 1 capable 
of knowing what was proper ; ' another, * what was wicked.’ ” Lord 
Brougham said, “ that he was not sure that the public at large ‘ knew 
right from wrong,’ though their lordships knew that 4 distinguishing 
right from wrong' meant a knowledge that the act a person was 
about to commit was punishable by law.” The other lords discussed 
the questions which might be put to medical witnesses, and also the 
power which a judge had of stopping a case or directing a jury to acquit. 
The result of the debate was that the House acted on the Lord Chan- 
cellor’s advice, 41 to leave the general law as it stands ; ” but certain 
questions were put to the whole bench of judges as to the application of 
the law, and as to the way in which certain questions might be put to 
witnesses. The readers of this Magazine may some of them never have 
seen these celebrated questions and answers, so I give them here with a 
few remarks upon them. On June 19, 1848, the House of Lords 
assembled to hear them read. The bench of judges were unanimous in 
their opinion upon them, with the exception of Mr. Justice Mauls, who 
ma d , 14 1 feel great difficulty in answering the questions put by your 
loididups on this occasion. First, because they do not appear to arise out 
of, and axe not put with reference to, a particular ease or for a particular 
purpose, which might explain or limit the generality of their terms, so 
that full answers to them ought to be applicable to every poaribla state 
of foots not inconsistent with those assumed in the question This 
difficulty is the greater from the preotioal experience both of thi bar and 
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of the court being confined to questions arising out of the facts of 
particular cases. Sepondly; because I have heard no argument at your 
lordships* bar or elsewhere on the subject of these questions : the want of 
which I feel the more, the greater are the number and extent of qbditions 
which might be raised in aigument. And thirdly, from a fear of which 
I cannot divest myself, that, as these questions relate to matters of criminal 
law of great importance and frequent occurrence, the answers to them 
by the judges may embarrass the administrators of justice when they are 
cited in criminal trials.’* In this last particular the fears of Mr. Justice 
Maulc have been only too frequently realized. 

In the name of the remaining judges, Loid Chief Justice Tindal said, 
“ Her Majesty’s judges deem it at once impracticable, and at the same time 
dangerous to the administration of justice, if it were practicable, to attempt 
to make minute applications of the principles involved in the answers 
given by them to your lordships* questions. They have, therefore, con- 
fined their answers to the statement of that which they hold to be the 
law upon the abstract questions proposed.” 

Question 1 was, What is the law respecting alleged ciimes committed 
by penons afflicted with insane delusions in respect of one or more par- 
ticular subjects or persons : as, for instance, where at the time of the 
commission of the alleged crime, the accused knew that he was acting 
contrary to the hfw, but did the act complained of with a view, under the 
influence of insane delusions, of redressing or revenging some supposed 
grievance or injury, or of producing some supposed public benefit? 

Answer . The opinion of the judges was, that notwithstanding the 
party committing a wrong act, when labouring under an idea of redressing 
a supposed grievance or injuxy, or under the impression of obtaining some 
public or private benefit, he was liable to punishment. 

In this first question, be it remarked, tliat the House of Lords acts 
upon Lord Brougham’s suggestion, and makes knowledge that the law 
was broken the test of responsibility. It is also noteworthy that these 
very delusions, notwithstanding which a person is responsible, were those 
Macnaughten had whose trial was stopped by the same judge who read 
these answers. 

Question 2. What are the proper questions to be submitted to the jury 
when a person alleged to be afflicted with insane delusions respecting one 
or more particular subjects or persons, is charged with the commission of 
a crime — murder, e.g . — and Insanity is set up as a defence ? 

Answer. The jury ought to be told that every man should be con- 
sidered of sound mind, unless it was clearly proved in evidence to the 
contrary. That before a plea of insanity should be allowed, undoubted 
evidence ought to be adduced that the accused was of diseased mind, and 
that at jhe time ha committed the act he was not conscious of right or 
smog* This opinion related to every case in which a party Has charged 
with an illegal act, and a plea of ^nsanity was set up. Every person was 
Supposed to know what the law was,hnd therefore nothing could justify 
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a wrong flat, except it was dearly proved the party did not know right 
from wrong* If that was not satisfactorily proved, the accused was liable 
to punishment, and it was 'the duty of the judges so to tell the jury, when 
summing up the evidence, accompanied with those remarks and obser- 
vations which the nature and peculiarities of each case might suggest 
and require. 

pete the judges use the two expressions synonymously, “ knowledge 
pf what the law is,” and “ knowledge of right and wrong.” If they had 
kept to the first, as the House of Lords did in the questions, an immense 
deal of argument and confusion would have been saved. The answers 
throughout are not nearly so clear as the questions, and bear the marks of 
having been retouched by many hands. 

Question 3. In what terms ought the question to be left to the jury 
as to the prisoner's state of mind at the time when the act was committed ? 

This is really the most important question of all, but the judges gave 
no answer to it ; either not being agreed upon it, or deeming it not a 
question as to the law of the land, but rather as to the mode of procedure 
of the judge when summing up. 

Question 4. If a person under an insane delusion as to m ' jtf WpflW 11 
commits an offence in consequence thereof, is he thereby wowrifi? 

Answer. That the judges are unanimous m opinion that if the. diffusion 
were pnly partial, the party accused was equally liablg^ritb fc person of 
sane mind. If the accused killed another in selMeftnee he would be 
entitled to an acquittal ; but if committed for any supposed injury, he 
would then be liable to the punishment awarded fciy the laws to his mime. 

In this answer we have a very strange expression, vis. “ partial delu- 
sion,” which ought moot certainly to have been explained. What it means 
no one can say. In all probability the notion of partial insanity, as it is 
sometimes called, is that which the judges intended to convey. With 
regard to their exposition of the law respecting delusions, the difficulty 
always is to ascertain in an insane mind whether we have got to the end 
of the delusions. The connexion between an ascertainable delusion and a 
given act is one which frequently the patient himself is Unable to trace, 
still less can any one else. 

The sentence, “ If the accused killed another in self-defence,” 4c. is 
nonsense os it stands. The meaning obviously is, 41 If under a delusion he 
thinks another man is going to lake away his life, and he kills that man, 
os he supposes, in self-defence,” &c. This probably is an error of The 
Muss’ reporter. 

Qmtm 5. Qan a medical seen oonvertsot with Urn disease of insanity, 
who never saw the prisoner previous to the trial, but who was Jupsat 
d uring the whole trial, and rim aximinaSioa of all the wi£naase% be 
his opinion as to the state of rim prisoner’s mind at the tune of 9m nap* 
mission of the alleged crime, or his opinion whether the prisoner was 
sensrions at the time of dping.the act ^hst he was noting oariria py to tbs 
lew? or whether he was labouring undatany and what delusion* tha tipaf 
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Antwpr. Thjp jt *dges wore of opinion that the question oould not he put 
to the witness in* the precise form stated above, for by doing bo they would 
be assuming that the facts had been proved. • That was a question which 
qught to go to the jury exclusively. When the facts were 'proved and 
admitted, then the question, as one of science, could generally be put to a 
witness under the circumstances stated in the interrogatory. 

THis question refers altogether to a matter of procedure, and arose out 
of the way in which certain witnesses had been examined on the trial of 
Macnaughten. The question, be it observed, still speaks of “ conscious- 
ness of acting contrary to the law,” and avoids, as the House of Lords 
does throughout, the expression “ knowledge of right and wrong.” 

Of these questions and answers an eminent physioian has said : — -* c It 
is probable that they can do little good and little harm ; for not one of 
the able men engaged in their construction will be likely to do violence to 
his good sense or his humanity by allowing himself to be either restrained 
or constrained by them in opposition to trustworthy evidence of undoubted 
cerebro-montal disease.” Of this I can only say, would it were so. They 
are supposed to be the authoritative exposition of the law as it affects 
the insane, as juries are constantly told. That they are a very imper- 
fect exposition must be evident both to professional and lay readers. 
With the greatest deference to the illustrious bench and to the legal pro- 
fession generally, I venture to point out some imperfections. The ques- 
tions seem to have been put by the Lords with reference only to the trial 
of Macnaughten, and similar cases of delusional insanity. They appear 
to have arisen out of the debate in the House ; and in the same way. the 
answers seem to have been suggested by the opinions of former judges, 
quoted by the Lord Chancellor in his speech. There is a point which 
must be considered in every criminal case, which must be either directly 
or indirectly laid before every jury : this is, the freedom of the will of 
the accused person, be he of sound or unsound mind. The arraignment 
is for “ wilful murder.” An individual coerced in any way cannot be 
responsible. An individual whose volition is coerced by mental 
cannot be responsible. No one supposes, no one can suppose, that know- 
ledge of what the law forbids, or knowledge of right and wrong, neces- 
sarily implies a perfect power of will, a perfect facility of choosing 
between right and wrong. Judges recognizing this truth have oqo*- 
sionally eomufed up in direct opposition to these answers. One said, — 
u It w*p pot merely for them to consider whether the prisoner knew right 
from wrong? but whether he was at the time he committed the offence 
deranged of not" -This question of sound or unsound will is not alluded 
to in any way in these answer* of the judges. They cannot, therefore, he 
locked upon as a complete exposition of the law, but must be taken merely 
9f up mgflanatjoa of it in one particular. 

I will now consider the opinion of an eminent lawyer of the foment 
Art, Mr* Rfcjames Stephen, who haa pnbliabed an extremely interesting 
ppr on tip subject in the volume of the Social Science Association for 
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1864. Mr. Stephen points out much ton fusion which exists in people’s 
minds when they discuss this question, which is, Can a madman commit 
murder ? What are the mental elements of the crime of murder ? How 
far does the fact that a man is mad prove the absence of those elements, 
or any of them ? The question whether a madman ought to be hanged is 
quite irrelevant ; as is, of course, the whole question of capital punish- 
ment. Equally irrelevant is the question of procedure. How madness is 
to be established is quite a different thing from how it is to be dealt with 
when it is established. There is constantly a confusion between the 
evidence by which a proposition is proved, and the proposition to prove 
which the evidenoe is given. Madness is evidence of irresponsibility and 
incompetence, but does not constitute irresponsibility or incompetence. 
The issue in every criminal trial is, whether or not the act was wilful or 
malicious : the existence of madness would be evidence againBt will or 
malice. Thus limiting the subject, Mr. Stephen proceeds to show that 
the law is not to blame for the way in which it deals with questions of 
responsibility and mental competence in criminal cases. According to 
the law every crime - has, as a rule, three moral conditions: — 1. Its 
character as a voluntary act. 2t Knowledge of the character of the act. 
8. Knowledge of the fact that the law forbids it. Of these the law pre- 
sumes the presence of the last in every case. Mr. Stephen makes some 
remarks, however, on the other two. “The meaning of a wilful or 
voluntary act is a set of bodily motions preceded by an appropriate act of 
the 4rill. This can be made no dearer, simply because the only evidence 
to be had on the subject is that which each of us carries about in his 
own person.” ThiB may be a sufficient definition for a lawyer ; but the 
question of sound or unsound will is one of the greatest importance to the 
medical witness, who has to pronounce upon it according to the teaching 
of his science ; and to pronounce upon it, not os he himself, but as the 
accused “ cairies it about in his person.” Mr. Stephen’s second moral 
condition is knowledge of the character of the act, differing from the 
judge’s knowledge of right and wrong. This he confesses to be hard to 
define. If pushed to its limits, I think it means no more than his third- 
knowledge that the law forbids the act; for by fanatics and such like 
the character of an aot may be firmly believed to be not criminal but 
righteous. 

If a man has knowledge of either of these kinds, and the power to do 
or abstain from doing the act in question, he is competent and responsible 
in English law, and insanity comes .into contact with law as a feet given 
in evidenoe by a party interested in rebutting the legal presqmptUm, of 
competency as applied to a particular ease. This is Mr. Stephen's 
position, and it appears a perfectly good one. He afterwards goes on to 
apply tins to oases of insanity, and especially to one tan vis. ddu- 
flknal insanity. He gives three cases of crimes committed by persons 
under delusions. In two cases he says the delusions would exehse the 
crime. In the other, the lunatic would be. responsible. He suppose* 
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the delusion to t)6 that the man’s finger is made of glam; if we could 
remove the veil which conceals the operations of the mind, and trace 
them to their results, and we found that a murder was committed, not in 
consequence of this delusion, but from old-standing malice, and with the 
fullest knowledge of the nature of the act, the murderer would be 
responsible. But we never can look into the woiking of the mind; there- 
fore the external facts alone form the evidence from which the mental 
elements of the action must be inferred. Mr. Stephen very wisely says 
nothing about the power of distinguishing light from wiong, but as it is 
often discussed, especially by lawyers, it will be as well to examine it 
briefly We hear physicians, even psychological physicians, say that the 
insane, that is, the partially insane, or monomaniacs, as they are oalled, 
“ know right fiom wrong, 1 ' and that they are amenable to punishment 
And not unfrequently it has been said that the order and discipline of asy- 
lums is maintained by acting on this piinciple — by a system of rewards and 
punishments, and tliat without such discipline a large number of lunatics 
could not be managed by a small 6taff of attendants. Here there is a 
small element of tiuth, and n laige amount of enor. It is not to be 
denied that certain psychologists who hold peculiar views as to the nature 
of insanity, have taught that it is to be cured by rebuke and thieats and 
stripes. These physicians hold it to be a depraved condition of the 
spiritual essence; to be rcstoicd by moral treatment, i.e. rigour and 
punishment, not by medical treatment properly so called. But all 
modern research into the nature and pathology of mental disorder, tends 
to an opposite conclusion, and the w hole tenor of the observations and 
suggestions of the Commissioners in Lunacy is to prevent anything like 
the application of punishment to insane patients. A large asylum is 
managed by a comparatively small number of officers, not because the 
many are aft aid of the few, but because, though few, the officers are 
always many in respect of each one patient. The essential characteristic 
of insanity is that each insane patient is by his disease cut off and iso- 
lated from those around him. The combination of a number is a thing 
unknown* All sympathy with others, all power of uniting for alcommon 
object, is at an end. The insane live in an asylum, each self-centred, 
each constituting his own entire cosmos . There are many patients who 
conduct themselves quietly, and in most respects rationally, in an asylum. 
They are -quite capable of criticizing the conduct of others ; they are 
apparently, conscious of right and wrong. Such patients have indul- 
gences, recreations, and so on, accoiding as they behave; and this has 
been nailed a system of rewards and punishments, but it is a syrtem 
specially Adapted to the insane just as that which we apply to children 
is adapted to their mental calibre. For it is only supposed that they 
know right fiom wrong in a limited and clouded way. On points where 
their insanity causes misconduct, where they commit acts arising out 'of 
insane potions, no one even thinks of applying punishment in an asylum, 
Hill }m of handing them dver to the law. In « recent article in Th4 
yol. XH.—KO. 70. 21, 
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Times, an interesting account was given of a number of homicidal 
patients confined in the State Asylum at Broadmoor. If an attack is 
made on an attendant by one of these, no one would think of punishing 
the patient or of handing him over to the police. Some patients are 
perpetually attempting suicide, who tell you eveiy day they know that it 
is very wicked. Another is ever on the alert to set fire to the house ; 
another will steal ; another will destroy everything he can ; yet in the 
abstract all these patients know right from wrong. English lawyers base 
all their dogmas on the assumption that insanity is a lesion of the 
intellectual faculties only, but this is a very antiquated psychology. 
Over and over again we read in the speeches of counsel and in the 
summing-up of judges, that “ delusion is the true character of insanity. 
That where it cannot be predicated of a man standing for life or death 
for a crime, he ought not to be acquitted.”* Yet the ablest psychologists 
of this and foreign countries are of opinion that intellectual lesion, in the 
majority of cases, is a secondary phenomenon following lesion of some 
other portion of the mental or bodily organism. This is not the place for 
a medical treatise on insanity, but I cannot help mentioning certain 
classes of cases, and very different ones, in each of which homicide » the 
chief or a frequent symptom. We may divide them thus : — ‘ 

I. — Cases in which there is an ascertainable loss or aberration of 
intellect. 

II. — Cases in which the intellect is apparently unaffected. 

I. — In the first group we must place all cases from total loss of mind 
down to what is called monomania, evidenced by perhaps a single delusion. 

1. And first in this group we place the idiot, who, as Lord Coke says, 
is from his nativity by a perpetual infirmity non compos mentis. The 
idiot may commit murder from wanton mischief or utter folly. But in 
extreme cases the idiotcy will be apparent, and the accused would probably 
be always found insane on arraignment. Cases, however, not of unmis- 
takable idiotcy, but of congenital weakness of intellect or imbecility, 
often give rise to much contention. Not long after Mr. Drummond was 
murderejj, a man named Higginson was tried before Mr. Justice Maule. 
His imbecility waB sworn to by the surgeon and all the officers of the 
prison, but he waB hanged nevertheless. 

2. There may be loss of mind, dementia, not congenital, but the result 
of brain disease. 

8. There may be raving madness, mania, frenzy, which wilt b$ at 
once evident to judge and jury. In these forms* extreme idiotcy, dementia, 
and raving mania, the accused cannot be supposed to have true volition, 
or to know the true character of his act. ' * 

4. We next find delusional insanity, which is the form about Vftich 
there has been most debate, and the only one discussed by the judge* q* 
qoming under the deamination of monomania or partial infouhy. The 
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subjects of tlie most celebrated trials have been for tbe most part cases of 
delusional insanity. Lawyers go so far as to say that the delusion and 
the act must be connected to deliver fiom responsibility. But this is 
what can never be done. It is false philosophy and false psychology to 
attempt to do it. 

Instead of delusions proper, we may find hallucinations or illusions. 
As regards the legal question, these all oome under the same category. 
In all these states of mind, homicide may be and has been committed most 
frequently under the influence of delusion or hallucination. 

II. — In the second division are to be placed several classes of homicidal 
insanity, in which no intellectual deficiency or aberration is discoverable, 
and these are the great difficulties for the bench, the bar, and the jury. 
These are the cases which have caused the greatest outcry, where it has 
been said that mad doctors have set up wlmt they have termed moral 
or impulsive insanity ns a mere excuse, and where the whole trial has been 
looked upon bb a farce. The phrase moral insanity in no way conveys a 
true or adequate idea of these mental states. In the minority of them 
there is disease of some nerve-centre, recognizable by those who study 
such diseases, though they will hardly convince a jury of it. Many of 
them are analogous to certain bodily diseases, also connected with nerve- 
centres. 

1. First, we may mention one where the bodily and mental disease 
seem as it were to meet, where not unfrequently the one takes the place 
of the other. This is epileptic insanity. Csces are on record of furious 
homicidal attacks, which followed close upon an attack of epilepsy. Others 
are related where the epilepsy ceased, and in place of it a disturbance of 
mental cerebral action arose, so that instead of an epileptic fit a sudden fit 
of homicidal insanily manifested itself. These are cases where, by cerebral 
disorder, phenomena are produced which are closely allied to the convul- 
sive action of epilepsy, and during which volition, and the consciousness 
of right and wrong, and of the character of the act, are for the time sus- 
pended. 

2. Take another class of cases somewhat akin to the foregoing Often 
in women, and occasionally in men, we meet with a short transient attack 
of violent mania, which has been called hysterical or transitory mania. 
If, as not unfrequently happens, a person commits homicide in one of 
these short paroxysmal attacks, few would be able a week afterwards to 
find enough insanity in him, from mere personal examination, to deliver 
him from responsibility when tried before a jury. When the paroxysm 
has passed off, such persons are often unaware of what has happened* * 
On the other hand, they sometimes feel its approach, and beg to bo 
restrained ; nay, will even tie themselves, that they may commit no 
violence. 

8. Wo find ft number of people whose whole insanity is ft homieidal 
impulse; who feel it, not occasionally hut constantly; and whp will put 
it in practice whenever opportunity offers. It is a chronic desire te kill; 
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Many thought Macnaughten ought to have been hanged, because he 
ihowed purpose and design ; but these men will lay their plans for weeks 
and months. Witness the man who hid his knife under the floor, as 
related in The Time s’ article on the Broadmoor Asylum. Most asylum 
officers can point to cases of this sort; to patients who show no other 
insanity, but are known to have made homicidal attack after attack, and 
who have probably inherited the disease. In fact, thiB last class is 
generally hereditary. 

4. Arising also from hereditary taint, homicidal insanity sometimes 
sIiowb itself in quite young children — children of seven and eight years of 
age. These paroxysmal attacks of violence are valuable lessons in mental 
disease. They ought to teach us much which will assist us in the appre- 
ciation of disordered brain action as we find it in adults. They ought to 
teach us, and teach juries, that we must look to facts, and not to our own 
fancied and subjective consciousness of right and wrong.* 

These, then, are the conditions of a crime on which evidence has to 
be given before a jury. Was the prisoner’s volition , liis power of abstain- 
ing from the act, in a sound or a diseased state when he committed it ? 
Secondly, had he at tho same time an adequate knowledge of the character 
of his act? Did he, in plain words, know what he was about? - On 
these, which are both questions of mental science, evidence must be given 
which will enablo the jury to form an opinion on the responsibility of the 
accused, which is* the issue for them. The law, then, being perfectly 
clear, and the so-called legal tests of responsibility being also clear — 
supposing these teBts, and not half of them, are properly applied — where 
is the fault, whence arises the scandal, the dissatisfaction, the contradic- 
tion which prevails whenever a criminal trial takes place involving the 
question of insanity ? Clearly it must bo due to the mode of procedure. 
Let us. for a moment contrast the practice in this respect in civil and 
criminal cases. The commonest civil case is a commission de lunatico 
inquirendo . Here is tried the competency of an individual to manage his 
property. Consider what safeguards the law throws around him. First, 
a petition must be presented to the Lord Chancellor or the Lords Justices, 
and prirnd facie evidence given on affidavit that the party is a lunatic. 
When this petition is granted, and an inquiry ordered, the alleged lunatic 
may demand that it be held before a jury, which jury will be a special 
jnry. I need not remind my readers of the difference between the decision 
of a special and that of a common jury, when such a question as mental 
disease has to be investigated. Either the Commissioner is a Master in 
Lunacy, whose whole attention » given to such cases, or the Lord Chan- 
cellor may, if he think fit, direct that it shall be tried before a judge of 
one of the superior courts of common law. The counsel are men who are 
supposed to have practised specially in such inquiries. In fact, the whole 

* See sa article by Dr. Mandate/ on “ Homicidal Insanity/* in 'No. 47 of the 
Journal of Mental Science, , 
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court is adapted .sad devised to well and truly try the important question 
whether A. B. is,' or is not, competent to manage himself and his affairs. 
Nor is this all. The alleged lunatic is examined personally and orally 
before the jury ; and so they have the opportunity of testing the truth and 
falsehood of what is said of him. 

Now look at a criminal trial. An insane man kills some one, and in 
a few days perhaps he is put od his trial for wilful murder. The assize 
town may be obscure and remote ; he may be poor, far too poor to pay 
for any defence. If his insanity is not patent and undoubted, most 
probably he will be hanged without the slightest chance of his case being 
properly investigated. Some barrister will be asked to defend him, but 
he will not be able to procure scientific evidence at a moment’s notice. 
Bellingham, who shot Mr. Perceval, was an undoubted lunatic. He shot 
him about five o’clock on Monday afternoon, May 11 th. At the same 
hour of Monday, May 18 th, seven days after, his body was in the 
dissecting-room. Chief Justice Mansfield refused to postpone the trial, 
though affidavits were made that evidence could be procured from 
Liverpool which would certainly prove him to be insane. The prisoner 
then will be found guilt)', and next comes the question whether the trial 
hliall be turned into a farce by the case being reheard in the Home 
Secretary's office, or whether he Bhall be hanged forthwith. 

But supposing the accused is not a pauper, hut a man of means, and 
can pay for a defence, how docs it stand with him ? ^Witnesses are called 
for the defence : but these arc notoriously ex-parte witnesses, paid 
witnesses, who are retained, as are the counsel, for the defence. And on 
the other side the prosecution ranges its witnesses, also ex-parte wit- 
nesses, who say that the prisoner knows right from wrong. The Lord 
Chancellor iu his speech on Macnaughtcn's trial stated that two medical 
gentlemen watched the case on behalf of the Crown, but took the view of 
the witnesses for the defence. These gentlemen were not put in the 
witness-box at all. These witnesses are of course all experts, men versed 
in insanity ; but besides these there arc generally called by the Crown 
certain medical men, not practising amongst the insane, but following the 
general walk of their profession, who, however, in the eyes of a jury ana 
equally doctors, equally experts. A juryman in a country town thinka 
his own doctor, who doctors his wife and family, quite as good, or a great 
deal better, than M those mad doctors." And the doctor does not trouble 
the jury with any views about volition or knowletlge , but he says u he 
doesn’t see any insanity in the man," which is quite true. Trial by jury is 
a great institution, but trial of perhaps the very hardest point of all science 
or philosophy by a country common jury is pushing things a long way* 
Mr. Fitzjames Stephen in the before-mentioned paper saya tt It is not to 
be denies! that so long as great ignorance exists upon matters of physical 
end medical science in all classes, physicians will occasionally have to 
submit to the mortification of seeing not only the juiy, but the bar am) 
bench itself, receive, with scornful incredulity or self-satisfied ignorance, 
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etidfeaoe whieh ought to be received with respect and attention.” And 
* no lest eminent physician says : — “ The English public have a natural 
fondness for trial by jury, and like to be hanged or acquitted, as the coso 
may be, through their peers, however incompetent and casually chosen, 
rather than on any other terms. But in tlie above class of cases the 
interest at stake and tho distinction between madness and badness are 
for too fine for so coarse a tribunal. The philosopher, indeed, cannot 
foil to observe, that the views both of judges and advocates are insensibly 
lowered down to the dimensions of the very incompetent body on whom 
the decision ultimately rests.” 

There is another circumstance which tends to increase the doubt and 
difficulty arising in criminal trials where insanity is pleaded : this is their 
rarity and the magnitude of the crime. Acts of violence and breaches of 
the peace are of course committed every day by the insane ; but these, 
for the most part, never come before a jury. They are virtually tried by 
tlie magistrates, if they get so far as them ; and by them they are sent to 
asylums, or are given over to the custody of their friends. Every asylum 
contains patients who have committed breaches of the law of various 
kinds, but have never been brought to trial. So that the cases which do 
come before a jury are either cases of homicide, which cannot be disposed 
of in any other way, or cases where the insanity is very doubtful, and 
where the plea is locked on with great suspicion, as in the so-called cases 
of kleptomania , dec. The consequence of thfe is, that juries seldom see 
genuine and undoubted cases of insanity in persons charged with minor 
offences, but they chiefly have to deal with startling and terrible cases of 
hbmicide, about which men’s minds are greatly roused, and where all the 
feeling about capital punishment and the like comes in. If juries recog- 
nized insanity frequently in the former class of offenders, -they would be 
more prepared to recognize it in insane persons charged with a capital 
oflfenoe, and less disposed to look upon it merely as an excuse to avoid the 
punishment due to such a crime. 

If, then, the law is not at fault, if the whole difficulty with regard to 
thu question » one of procedure, it will not be difficnlt to find the 
remedy. Good and sufficient evidence must be given, and this must be 
laid before the jury with a scientific weight and method that is altogether 
wonting now. Above all, the scientific evidence must be preserved from 
the stigma, which is always attached to it now, of being altogether ex parte 
and paid. That independent evidence is of great weight, is shown by 
this incident When Macnaughten was tried, in addition to the witnesses 
who were retained for the defence, two medical men, Messrs.* Aston < Key 
and Winslow, volunteered their evidence as independent witnesses, and 
the Chief Justice when summing up said— “ We feel the evidence, espe- 
cially that of the two last medical gentlemen, who ate strangers to both 
sitfes, and only observers of the case, to be very strong, and sufficient to 
induce my learned brother and myself to stop the case.” 

The Witnesses in snch cases Should be officers of the Qtate, as indepta* 
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dent as are tlie Commissioners in Lunacy themselves, who shall give such 
evidence upon the -trial as shall satisfy the court, the jury, and the public, 
and put a stop to any demand that a case shall be reheard. TliJ* sugges- 
tion is nob new, but it is in leality the only one that can be made. If Buch 
assessors or State witnesses were appointed, we should not be told by Lord 
Chancellors “ that it is not necessary a man should have studied the subject 
of insanity in order to form a conclusion whether a man is or is not a 
lunatic.” They should be men who, by their scientific reputation, their 
character and position, would satisfy both juries and the public that their 
opinion ought to be listened to. 1 do not presume to lay down the exact 
mode in which such a scheme might be carried out. Doubtless difficulties 
will arise, and will present themselves to a legal mind. But there are 
none which may not be overcome. The principle iB not new, either in 
this country or in others. The Trinity brethren. are called in, in this way. 
In France, no trial where the plea of insanity is raised, is concluded 
without reference to experts. It will be long, however, before we can rival 
France in the treatment of disputed questions of science. In France a man 
of science is looked upon as a man of rank and mark. Here he is only a 
practising physician, who is perforce retained as a witness on this side or 
that, who is paid to give his evidence, and whose evidence is looked upon 
as worth just that which is paid for it. When a murder iB committed, and 
the plea of insanity raised, the Crown ought to commission its experts to 
examine the accused, his history and antecedents, and sufficient time should 
be allowed for this to be done thoroughly. Such experts assisting the 
court would analyze the evidence given tof the deft nee, and would control 
the questions put by counsel to witnesses, ' hich are often simply non- 
sensical, and lead to still more nonsensical am ors. If the accused were 
really insane, it would be the duty of such assessors to expound bis 
insanity to the jury independently of the witnesses for the defence. 

Lawyers are much aft-aid that doctors wish to usurp the functions of 
the bench, the bar, and the jury. Doctors, however, wish nothing of the 
sort. The great mass of medical men do not in the least degree desire to 
be called as witnesses in these cases. They would be glad that the honour 
of the whole profession Bhould be spared the scandals which constantly 
arise out of the present system of procuring evidence, and they would 
gladly depute to the chosen few of their order the task of assisting the 
officers pf the Crown. Some lawyers deny that medical men are the best 
judges of insanity. They maintain that it is a subject on which others 
are as competent to give an opinion as doctors. But it is true that mental 
Science has progressed just so far as it has o 'led in the aid of physiology. 
Notoriously the most eminent of living thinat-rs and writers on psycholo- 
gical subjects, are they who have most studied human and comparative 
physiology, and as mental science is a question oi physiology, so is mental 
disease a question of pathology ; and when a medical witness is 
in a court of justice, his evidence must not consist of statements of hit 
pwq ideas on insanity or depravity, or metaphysical disquisitions on right 



440 


“ACQUITTED OS THE GROUND OF INSANITY." 

or wrong, but be must be able to say, from his knowledge and expci icncc, 
whether in the accused there are, or are not, symptoms of disease, of diseased 
brain structure, or function, of which he can give a diagnosis such as he 
would give to other njedical men, such as he would give in any other 
case,— a diagnosis based on the history, age, antecedents, and physical 
appearance of the individual, hereditary tendency, previous disorders, 
accidents, or the like. Evidence like this alone is valuable, and if not 
ex parte , would be convincing to all. One reason why lawyers are so 
bitter against doctors is that they are totally powerless, unless assisted, 
to detect the medical fallacies propounded by witnesses for the defence. 
Witness the trials of Palmer and Smethurst, and many of those where 
the plea of insanity has been set up. If scientific assessors had been 
assisting the court, we should never have heard some of the theories 
which, on different occasions, have been put forward. 

One word in conclusion. People in the present day are very fond of 
boasting of the modern treatment of the insane. Wc don't shut them up 
now in gloomy bastilles ; we don't fasten them to a bar by a sliding 
chain ; nay, we don't even put them in strait-waistcoats ; yet it is much 
to be feared that of the real nature of insanity men's knowledge is but 
little advanced, while their feelings towards “ lunatics " are much what 
they were a great many years ago. Most people would far rather that 
they were buried as dead out of their sight. Hear the experience of 
those who at any time have taken some lmlf-dozen patients to a sea-side 
place — patients orderly, well-dressed, tranquil — the very class which 
lawyers call the tl partially insane.” Straightway the whole town rises 
in arms, and threats and imprecations are bestowed upon the “mad 
doctor” who davoB to brig his lunatics betwixt the wind and the visitors' 
nobility. Folks think of them qs pariahs and outcasts, and stare at them 
as if each was a Maonaughten. If the late Mr. Van Amburgh had walked 
every morning on the beach with his feline troupe, he would have excited 
for more interest and no more fear. But if one of these same lunatics, by 
reason of his lunacy, slays a man, Society rises and exclaims, “ He knows 
right from wrong : let him be hanged.” 
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Venice, liko many other beautiful widows, is not indisposed sometimes to 
throw off her weeds, and to display her singular and almost unparalleled 
beauty adorned as becomes it. She has mourned long, and there are 
rumours (no idle scandal, I believe,) that a younger, nobler, more powerful 
bridegroom, will ere long claim her. Meanwhile, though still in mourning 
when I saw her for the first time, nn accidental circumstance re\ ealed her 
to me, much as she might have appeared in the glorious days of old, and 
as she hopes, and we all hope, she again may one day be. 

The old Venetian festivals were usually held in the open air. The 
three elements which, so magically transfused into each other, make Venice 
tair, sky, and water), were all willed upon to contribute to the pleasures of 
the Vcuetians. Music and dancing and suppers, &c. &c. wore rarely 
enjoyed between four walls. The softness of the luxurious climate, the 
splendour of its glittering nights, had a part in nil their amusements. To 
all invitations to sing, to sup, or to play were added the words “ al fresco/' 
and finally 11 fresco" was the word used to ind.jnto all festivals. 

On the 12th of May, the second evening, I think, after our arrival, wje 
left the hotel with the mere expectation, exquisite as that of itself was, of 
spending a quiet moonlight night on the water. The gondola shot from 
the steps of the garden, and for a few minutgs we seemed to be alone on the 
canal. Above, was the Buft darkness of the sky ; around, a shimmering 
haze of transparent air, pregnant of stars soon to be born; below, the 
liquid shining blackness, through which we cut our way. But suddenly, 
far off, we heard sounds of music, and then, as if evoked by the sound, 
there floated slowly towards us a train of luminous apparitions ; gondolas, 
with rows of coloured lamps of every tint and shape, slung to the square 
rods of the awnings, and rowed by gondoliers in their holiday costume 
of white, with particoloured sashes looped up at the sides. We inquired 
what it was. It was a “ fresco ” in honour of some Austrian princess, 
who had arrived that afternoon, and was going to leave the next morn- 
ing. The militaiy bands had been ordered to serenade her, and this was 
the result. 

The eflfcot was beautiful. The two illuminated barges containing 
the two orchestras were moored, one at the Bi&lto and one at the Piax- 
zetta, and it seemed as if beds of gay flowers were gliding down the 
canal, from end to end, between two lofty variegated banks ; or as if a 
flight of those fairy birds, with silver beaks and peacock tails, of which 
Eastern stories tell us, were fluttering to and fro their jewelled nests 
over a magic lake. Without volition or apparent motion, and led on 
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only by this chord of melody, we followed the other boats. It was like 
a pas de fascination . Siren echoes sucked us in, as in a vortex, but 
happily to no tragical issue. 

All the palaces occupied by foreigners were illuminated. Those 
inhabited by Venetians were fast shut. But the music was Italian, though 
played by Austrians in honour of an Austrian, and must have pene- 
trated triumphantly within those barred shutters and closed jalousies. 
It is, after all, to the conquered that the conquerors owo all that refines, 
solaces, and exalts their lives. Art and nature are Btill noblest and 
fairest, here, and from this primacy no Teuton or Gaul can degrade the 
'Italians. 

So, vibrating to the Rialto from the Piazzetta, from the Piazzetta to 
the Rialto, we passed the night. Prom the wondrous single arch which 
curves over the Grand Canal, and which, illuminated as it then was, lifted 
its glittering crescent ns a barrier against the East, to the marvellous 
palace which yet retained the flush of sunset on its walls, majestic, stead- 
fast, and prophetic, the vanguard of the West, the whole history of 
Venice was enclosed between those two limits, and now, as ever, those 
extreme points were linked together by a wreath of pleasure. Then 
there was a pause, the music ceased, and the bond was broken. The 
crowd of boats, like a broken necklace, dropped, bead by bead, asunder, 
and were dispersed. 

In no other city of the world could such a f£te have been improvised 
on such a shoit notice. But the Venetians have an indolent adaptability 
to all that is called pleasure which is peculiarly their own. Are they not 1 
the descendants of that people who kept festival for the space of one whole 
year on the accession, in 1424, of Foscari to the Dogeship ? Poor Foscari ! 
did he recall that time, when, thirty-four years later, he stood on the great 
staircase, listening to the clanging of the bell which announced that (he 
yet living) Venice had chosen another Doge ? 

This city took possession of heart and mind and memoiy as none 
other has ever done ; and though I may never see it Again, I should be 
able after any length of time, to look back on recollections of it, clear, 
defined, and glowing ah its own pictures, or crystallised into marvellous 
fragments, like the glittering slides of a kaleidoscope. 

It is not, however, the Venice which defied the Pope and fought the 
infidel, not the queenljt Venice of Philip de Comynes, with its marble 
palaces inlaid with porphyry and serpentine, its mosaics and its gems, not 
the Venice of Tintoret and Titian, not the Venice of Shakspeare and 
Otway and Goethe and Byron, whioh was so livingly impressed on me, 
but the Venice of Arlecehino and Brighdla, of Pantalone and the doctor, 
the Venice which masqned itself during the whole carnival, and crowded 
the Piazza di San Msroo with Giarlatani and Pantaloni and Uhistrissimi 
and Tati, and danced and song, along the new and <dd procumtie, the 
. Venice tin* moved, breathed, and lived in pleasure, where cafos remained 
open all night long, and suppers and serenades and comedies filled tits 
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hours from sunset to sunrise — in short the Venice of Goldoni} the Venice 
of Galuppi, the Venice' 

Where young people took their pleasure when the sea was warm in May, 

Dalis and masks begun at midnight burning ever to midday.* 

It is always the fashion to connect Italy with daggers and secret 
societies and revolutions in the present, and mediaeval triumphs in the 
past, but there is also a middle region which is less known to us. 

The man who being asked to describe Italian landscape, made a 
succinct classification of its trees, by saying, he had Been nothing but 
umbrellas open and umbrellas shut, would describe its history under the 
same limitations. And yet, besides pines and cypresses are vines and 
olives, and between the lofty gloi ies of the past and the dark shadows of 
the first part of the present century, is a period which as naturally grew 
out of the former, and alas ! led to the latter, as the tree passes from the 
virile verdure of spiing to the biilliant hectic of autumn, and from thence 
to the withered ghastliness of winter. 

The best records of the Venice of this period are to be found in the 
plays and memoirs of Goldoni. Goldoni was born in 1707 during the 
brief dogeship of Alvisc Moccnigo. His memoirs are charming. His life 
was joyous, lively, fortunate throughout. He was a good son, brother, 
husband, and an indulgent and faithful fiiend. In spite of the impres- 
sionability of his nature, and the laxity of morals which was permitted to 
young men at that time, his shrewdness of temper as well as his Boundness 
of principle kept him pure from all grossness or prodigality in his diver- 
sions. But what a picture of sparkling Bohemian enjoyment he paints 
for us in this autobiogiaphy. Wherever wc open the genial pages we find 
such records as these : — 

“We there passed four montlib with thfc greatest delight in the world 
or, “ I there parted from the pleasantest persons in all Italy . ,f From the 
time in the early chapters when he describes a “ flight ” he made from 
college with some actors he had made acquaintance with at Bimini, 
and gives us details, graphic os a chromo-lithograph, of the journey from 
Rimini to Ghioggia, or, as he calls it, Chiozza, the book is a succession of 
Spirited scenes. “ Our company consisted of twelve men and women, dogs, 
cats, monkeys, parrots, birds, doves, and a lamb; in Bhort, a perfect Noah's 
ark. And we passed three days of continual enjoyment — such breakfasts, 
such dinners, such music, Buch laughter, and such flirtations! The 
actresses were pretty, and there was a dear little girl among them who 
always acted the part of the servant in their representations, for whose 
sake I have ever since had a tenderness for waiting-maids on the stage, 
and inch a prims donna ! " The account of his arrival, of bis friehd the 
manager leaving the truant in the ante-room while he prepared Madfune 
Goldoni, hit mother, to receive him, and the manner in which, having 
forgiven him fbr his escapade, the kind mother threw herself in the brtttch 
to obtain pardon from his frther, is fiill of humour. The fkthttf thought 
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it lit! duty to be severe at first, bat gradually as the names of the 
accomplices were revealed (they happened to be some far-famed come- 
dians,) the old Adam awoke in the avvocato Goldoni's breast, and after, 
awful denunciations on his son, he was startled, then interested, then 
charmed by these names, and finally went himself with his prodigal to 
the theatre. All this* is told in as admirable a scene as could be found in 
any comedy. 

Rather later is another journey, which seems literally to verify Gray’s 
famous line— 

Youth at the prow and pleasure at the helm. 

He and a company of eight other young men went by water from Pavia 
to Chioggia. They were all musicians but himself. Three played on the 
violin, there were two oboes, there was a French-horn, a violoncello, and a 
guitar, and Goldoni composed the songs, or declaimed poetical descriptions 
of their daily life. On each bank of the Po, crowds followed the barque, 
listening to the music, and as payment for the pleasure given by them, 
wherever they stopped to pass the night, they were received with the most 
courteous hospitality, and suppers nnd balls given in their honour. Then, 
with what quiet irony he tells us of his college life, under the Padre 
Gondini, “ who professed all the virtues, as well ob the science of scholastic 
logic, and was such a bore. Ilis digressions, his scholastic twiBts, seemed 
to me useless ; and his Barbara and Baralipton, ridiculous. A more 
useful, and certainly a more pleasant philosophy I found in Plautus, Terence, 
Aristophanes, and in fragments of Menander. In short, the philosophy 
which was then, taught to the young, was eternally that of St. Thomas 
Aquinas, or of Scotus ; the peripatetic, or the mixed ; and each and 
all only seemed to me , to remove me further from the philosophy of 
common sense." 

There is also something very naif and thoroughly Venetian in the 
ecstasy with which he describes a season of perfect rest he spent at Genoa 
after a very hardworked period at Venice. “ Oh ! " he says from his 
heart, “ how sweet it is, after having worked very hard, to pass a short 
time doing nothing . He is not ashamed of enjoying absolute idleness. 
And yet he was a good worker. Two hundred dramatic productions, 
comedies, burlettas, operas, dramas, bear his name. He was not an heroio 
person at all, not* a great genius, but he was beloved by his friends and 
relatives, and an author of great versatility, quick wit, buoyant humour 
and polished satire. * 

His comedies ore written in pithy, incisive, easy dialogue. His per- 
sonages talk brilliantly and < naturally. He made admirable use of his 
native dialect in some of his plays. The plots are closely knit and well 
unravelled. If the intrigue and the scope of them seem to turn on con- 
ventional proprieties, or commonplace virtues, we must remember it was 
the age par excellence of decorous platitudes and arithmetical morality. 
If so much was foregone on earth, so much was bestowed in heaven. It eras 
* the age of the and the Spectator. It is amusing to think how our 



A HOLIDAY IN VENICE. 


445 


loved and gentle Addison penetrated even to Venice, and that in those 
balconies with their twisted pillars, and elaborate iron-work, and marble 
inlaid cornices, lovely ladies bent over the sparkling pages, caught a faint 
reflection of their spirit, tried forthwith to instruct themselves, and in the 
intervals between coffee and love-making began to babble a soft philo- 
sophy to their lovers. 

In estimating Goldoni’s dramatic powers, we must remember the 
primitive and barbaric state in which he found the stage. In some parts of 
Italy, and throughout the Pontifical territory, the female parts were acted 
by youths and not women. It was then the custom to write commedie di 
Iraccio : plays in which the plots were settled, the parts cast, the knot to 
be cut through explained, and the actors were then left to improvise 
the rest. 

Four personages were always indispensable, whatever might be the 
subject of the play, whoever were the hero and heroine, and wherever 
was the mise en scene : Pantulone, the Venetian merchant (the pere noble), 
the doctor, a Bolognese advocate, Bi ighella and Arlccchino, Bergameaque 
servants. Brighclla was a knave and a rogue, Arlecchino a butt and 
a fool. 

The very dresses were traditional, and all wore masks. Pantalone 
was from time immemorial dressed in the old Venetian costume, black, 
with scarlet shirt, tights, and stockings. 

The doctor wore the costume of the University of Bologna. So faithful 
was the clothing of this type, that the disfiguring stain on the brow and 
nose of the mask was religiously adheied to, because a famous ancient 
lawyer of Bologna had a poit-wine maik. 

Brighelln’s mask was almost black ; a caricature of the sun-burned 
complexions of the poor peasants in the rugged and scorching country 
round Bergamo. There were varieties of Brighelli called Finocchio, 
Fichetti, Scappini, but under whatever name he appeared he was in- 
variably a thief, a liar, and a Bergamcsquc. 

The Arlecchini were called sometimes Troccagnini, Truffaldini, Gra- 
dellini, and Mezzettini, but they were always dolts and beggars. Their 
partiooloured costume was the representation of the different rags and 
scraps with which Buch persons clothe themselves, and the bare’s-tail 
which ornaments them is even now used by the contodini in the neigh- 
bourhood of Bergamo. 

The ladies'-maid who played such an ftnportant part as an inferior 
Dens ex machinl in these entertainments, was invariably represented as a 
Florentine. Tuscan piquancy and astuteness being much valued by the 
bland Venetians. 

It was Goldoni who first gradually emancipated himself from these 
restrictions. The necessity of four strongly-characterised and eternally 
identical personages, the use of the mask, so destructive to the verisimi- 
litude of the acting, were odious to him ; and thpugh, toplMMMMofhu 
frknda, 1 m occuioDally wrote comedies of thia kind with teat obligato 
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personages, travestied by masks, and allowed actors to improvise the 
dialogue, all his principal works were written according to the more 
wholesome and modern canons of dramatic composition. Anglo- Saxon 
nations can scarcely know what a power the stage is in the South. It 
took, and it still takes, the place of the imaginative literature which holds 
so largd a space iu the intellectual movement of Northern nations. 
Many of Goldoni's plays still keep the stage, one hundred years and 
Uiore after they have been wiittcn, and those who have Been them well 
acted, cannot be surprised that they do so. They are not cynical, they 
do not touch the Bolemn depths of human character which Moli&re'a 
sublime humour sounded, but they are racy and bright, and full of wit 
and mirth and incident, and unspeakably cheeiful and good-humoured. 
It was this feeling that I was treading the Venice of Goldoifi that 
made me take great pleasure in the by-paths of Venice, and I haunted 
chiefly the smaller canals and less known streets. 

These, with their innumerable one-arched bridges, dropped like rings 
half in and half out of the water, and their numerous involutions and 
intersections, I used to thread with unfailing perseverance and interest. 
In all these Btreets the houses are more or less dilapidated ; but, never* 
theless, the eye cannot fail to notice, even in the most ruined-looking, some 
quaint fragment of cornice, or balcony, or parapet of exquisite workman- 
ship, or graceful proportion, from which a la Cuvier you can build up the 
whole edifice, and ascertain the status of its former inhabitants. One of 
these I remember in the far-off regions of Sta. Maria dell' Orto, a house 
with balconies and curiously-arched windows. The ironwork of these 
balconies, though rusty and broken, yet retained a portion of their carving, 
and had been cut into arabesques of the lightest and mo&t intricate design. 
They would have ravished the soul of a connoisseur. The grimy wooden 
Shutters, though broken and pieced, were powerless to impart an air of 
Vulgarity to the windows. Of their kind, these were matchless. The 
barred apertures of the lower floor looked eyeless and blank, but even 
there the ghastliness was veiled by the elaborate festoons and draperies 
and embroideries of a million powdery cobwebs. The stone parapet and 
the marble inlaid wall of the house were irreparably injured, but running 
along the facade on a level with the second story from the water was an 
alto-relievo, half defaced and obliterated, but which must have been of 
groat antiquity. All that were left, and these were very rudely carved, 
were a palm-tree and a dromedary. Surely this must have been the 
abode in the good days long ago of some wealthy Don Leandro, with a 
purse ftdl of golden zechins, made by trade in the East What vistas Bf 
burning deserts and toiling caravans, of patient industry and daring enter- 
prise, of the virtues and qualities whioh formed the corner-stone on which 
wall reared the great republic, were brought to mind by that ruined 
'sculpture. 

I remember another, t passed it one gorgeous summer mfajttg when 
ths Iky was all crifnSon and gold. It was a dark ftmtt&l toffle* hfenifc, 
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linked by a bridge to e side street, in which were a few shops. All the 
upper part of the house seemed the abode of mice and of spiders, but in 
the centre was one exquisite lozenge-poncd window, with a pei^ct shrine 
of inlaid marble over it, and supported by Blender pillars barely projecting 
a hand’s breadth from the wall. An orange-striped awning hung partly 
over it, and threw a tawny shadow on an auburn-haired girl leaning out* 
With a carnation on her temple, and her large lazy white hands folded 
over the crimson cushions of the window-sill. In every corner of Italy 
one finds these exquisite bits of pictnresquenestf, but Venice is the 
consecrated home of that seven-robed daughter of light which men 
call colour. 

How could it bo otherwise beneath that Bky, and girdled by those 
lucid shallows? All the senses but one are eternally gratified in Venice, 
and that is only offended for a brief season. During the heat of summer 
beware of exploring the narrow canals in the heart of the city. If you 
do, you will, according to the courteous Spanish euphuism, “ sniff that 
which is not precisely * limoncs.’ " But in the early spring, when the 
sunshine traces its blight Orirntul characters in scintillating flow on the 
freshening lagoon ; when every Venetian girl places her flower-pots on 
window-ledge and balcony; when every old palace- wall and arched 
basement wesrs a clothing of tender green, and there is a perfume of 
carnations in the air, and the murmurous water lapses against the far-off 
sea-wall with a sound as of a distant hunt of bees, and the nightingales 
call from their leafy cages across the “ traghetti,” and caress each other 
with their ravishing song — then, own that every sense is blessed, and that 
it is good to be at Venice. 

The Venetians talk less than other Italians, and when they do speak, 
their voices are agreeable. They are felicitously deprived of the dust 
and ashes which parch the throat and thicken the utterance of other 
nations, and they have softened their own soft Italian to a velvety idiom 
which is like a spoken caress. It is this silence and this absolute freedom 
from dust which makes Venice such a boon to hypochondriacal or 
neuralgic patients. 

In spite, or perhaps more truly, on account of the softness of the 
climate, and the effeminacy which the habits of life of such a city 
involved, the Venetians deified vigour, manliness, and strength. To them 
these qualities were godlike. In other countries brutal habits enshrined 
purity, delicacy, sweetness; and the worship and delineation of the 
Madonna preponderated over that of Christ. Here churches, pictures, 
altars, are chiefly dedicated to CKrist and to his Saints. Out of sixty 
churches only five are devoted to the Madonna, and three to female ssinfe. 
In the galleries, both private and public, one oftener seed our 8aviwtr 
painted as man than as babe ; oftener, I mean, in propcrtfoA to inch 
pictures of Him in other countries. A cursory glance at any catalogue 
Will prove this. la 8t Mark's, Christ and the dross are , the dominant 
Hat The momkS and the scrolls bear witness to this* The altar in 
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the chapel .of St. Maria dei Mascoli, though Actually dedicated to the 
Virgin, and bearing on its priceless walls the most exquisite mosaics 
in the church, depicting her birth, presentation, visitation, and death, 
is another instance of this loftier religious feeling. On the parapet of 
the altar is a beautiful basso-relievo — two angels waving censers over 
-the cross. 

But even more than by the wonders of Tintorotto and Titian and 
Bonifazio was I riveted by those quaint pictures of Gentile Bellini and 
Vittorio Carpaccio which represent, the former, the old Piazza di San 
Marco (before the dock-tower and the third story of the old procuratie 
were built, with the addition of the old mosaics and gilding of the 
Basilica, and a large addition to the western side of the Campanile, of the 
existence of which some traces still remain), and the latter the old Rialto 
bridge of wood with its booths and gates, and which then, from the tolls 
levied there, was also called Ponte del Bnjutin. It was especially interest- 
ing to me to compare this old Venice with the new. 

There is nothing more beautiful than the Piazza St. Marco. It is like 
reading a marvellous history to walk up and down it. Its deathless 
interest arises from its combination of the past with the present, linked 
together by the living human element which circulates for ever under 
every vicissitude of government beneath its arcades and arches. In Pisa, 
the dome, the baptistery, and the sepulchre stand apart in their grass- 
grown desolation, and the whole city seems a mournful monument of 
a dead faith and a buried civilization ; here the mortal consecrates and 
immortalizes the spiritual; here the living mingle the humours, the 
sorrows, and the joys of this life with the church, the palace, and the 
clock-tower; and Faith, and Law, and Time, are old, yet ever young, linked 
to Eternity, age after age, by the deathless life of humanity. Enter that 
piazza at any time,, and you will be interested, from the earliest dawn to 
the late night. But perhaps the happiest moment is when the whole spot 
is basking in the glory of the shadowlcss noon, when the Byzantine 
mosaics of the church are shining like jewels, and its pinnacles and spires 
lift up their white beauty to the blue heaven, and the ground is one 
golden sheet of sunlight, and the pigeons cluster together like an iris-hued 
fleece over the dome, r r swoop in purple masses on the pavement, raising 
their dainty heads and gem-encireled throats to listen, as the bronze 
Moors on the dock-tower strike the hour. At all hours notice the motley 
groups around you, with all thfeir oddities and peculiarities exhibited in 
the frank, impulsive manner common to all Italians. Observing them, we 
can well understand how Goldoni usjd to And subjeots for his plays here. 
In faett he tells ns that being v9ry touch hurried to write a play which lie 
had promised for the end of the Carnival, and finding that the penultimate 
8unday had arrived and it was not written, he betook himself to the piazza, 
in the hope that some parting “ jnaschera " or “ darlatano" would suggest 
a subject to him. ** I found myself,” he says, <* at last standing under the 
dock-tower, and there in five minutes a man passed who exactly fulfilled 
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the object I required. An old Armenian, with a long beard and clothed 
most dirtily and shabbily, Who sold dates and dried fruits^ which he called 
* abagigi.’ He was so inveterately assiduous in his trade that he obtained 
the nickname of Abagigi, and his appearance was so ridiculous that it 
became customary in Venice, among the 1 gamins,' to tease any pretty 
girl by proposing Abagigi to her as a husband. As soon as I saw him I 
was quite contented, and went home and wrote a play, whicbj under tho 
name of Le Pettegolczze (Scandal), had a great success." 

It was one of my perpetual marvels that in all these respects Venice 
was so little changed. The piazza still overflowed with subjects which 
would have been the fortune of a playwright ; comedy and drama are so 
interfused with daily life here, that a writer of comedies has only to trans- 
port the groups he secs before*him to the theatre, or the spectator at the 
theatre can find again in his next evening's stroll, the types similar to those 
which convulsed him with laughter or touched him to tears the evening 
before. The very countenances are unaltered, both in their beauty and in 
their grotesqueness. Those noble gentlemen who look down upon us from 
the pictures of Tintoretto and Titian and Bassano have bequeathed their 
lordly features to their descendants, and the grotesque beings described by 
Goldoni exist still in his native city. Physically and morally, no people 
are less changed. In the very hotel at which we stayed I could recognize 
familiar types. 

The master of the hotel was one. He was a short, thick-throated man 
of fair complexion and good features. lie would have been good-looking 
but for his low stature. lie moved w ith a kind of aggressive strut which I 
have often noticed in very Bhort men ; and gesticulated, talked, and dressed 
with a good deal of foppish pretension. Gaudy waistcoats and bright 
chains gave undue preponderance to his swelling chest, and the tight 
way in which he fastened his cravat made his speech stertorous and hia 
face apoplectic. He had an ambition to be a linguist, and would gasp out 
feeble sentences in maimed French and choking English, and roll his eyes 
after the effort as if he would full down in a fit. lie might have taken his 
place in any one of Goldoni’s plays as the typical Venetian innkeeper. 
His daughter was a tall, fair, stout girl, very young, but so developed in 
person that she looked much older than she was. She was welt educated, 
according to Italian ideas, and very pretty and gentle-looking. She spoke 
French with the 41 grusseyant” Venetian accent, and had a soft, pleading, 
lady-like manner which would have gained her admittance into any 
society ; but beneath all the languor of her step and voice I detected the 
true Venetian thirst for pleasure, for change, for excitement. M Oh 1 mon 
Dieu ! ** she said to me one day, 41 comme e’est ennu) ant de voir toqjouis 
cette eau.” I could not help smiling at the eternal tautology of human 
nature. Was there not a certain Marquis of Queensberxy who was equally 
bored by the constant flow of the Thames ? 

I asked her one day if she bad ever left Venice. She answered, with a 
spark of Are in her brown eyes, “ J’ai iti une fois h Milan," as if Milan, 
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with Its nokjr streets and glaring shops, was a paiadise ulkr Venice ! I 
am afraid that in the simplest and most innocent woman there is always 
a very subtle germ of Bohetnianism. 

By-the-by, Bianca Capello must have looked in her' youth like this 
’bmwn-eyed, auburn-haired gill. If so it is easy to Understand how so fair 
and phtmp a creature must have ravished the Duke of Tuscany. There 
seems certainly a resemblance, too, iu the idiosyncrasy. A little tired 
of the Canal Grande, on which our pretty casements look, a little of that 
love of adventure and excitement which from the days of Desdemona 
and Bianca to those of Lady Glencora give such a piquancy to a charming 
woman — a sympathetic, impressionable, impulsive nature — et voila we 
leave our homes and follow the Moor Xp Cyprus, or our plebeian lover 
to Florence. But the mother of this girl was no Emilia. She was a 
plain, plaintive-looking woman, thin and sallow and hollGW-eyed. At a 
glance one could see her life had been a failure. She had been a puppet 
in the hands of her husband. No independence of action, or necessity for 
occupation had braced her character or exercised her faculties. Bigotry 
and excesses in bonbons had prematurely aged her. Sometimes, how- 
ever, in crossing the court of the hotel, I used to hear her playing on the 
piano with great taste and some power, and thus I guessed how much 
sensibility and force had been immured between the walls of this house 
and the slow, calm waters which bounded it. 

The gardener of the hotel (for the hotel boasted of a tiny garden) 
looked as if he had walked out of one of the pictures of Bassano in the 
ducal palace. He had curly dark hair, a square forehead, and a full red 
lip, but a great refinement and delicacy of form and figure. His manner 
was lethargic and reserved; and there was something patrician in the 
dignity with which he answered, monosyllabically, the troublesome and 
mostly unintelligible questions of burly foreigners. As to working in the 
garden, I never saw him do anything but smoke there, if that may be 
considered one of the duties of a gardener ; but he came at sunrise and 
lounged about all day in picturesque attitudes, with a black velvet skull- 
cap on his head, and at sunset he entered his gondola, which remained 
till then moored to the boat-house, and, bending his graceful figure, 
rowed himself home. He certainly served his purpose as a decoration, 
but for a work-a-day world Florio seemed to mo somewhat of an anachro- 
nism. He was very poor, he told me, but quite contented. 41 To make 
the groat a pound” never enters the ideas of Venetians now. 44 Let us 
make the groat last*’ is the pith of their political economy. 

Of course I heard many lamentations on the present state of tiling! — not 
so much any overt acts of tyranny on the part of the Austrians, but on 
the titter stagnation of all trside, die decay of the Carnival, and the in- 
creasing poverty. I firmly believe the Austrian occupation will cease. 
All wrong qnd evil cease in this world after a time or times; but I do not 
think, comparing the last years of the republic with what la passing now, 
that the preference would be given to Venice aa it waa then ; and ytt dll 
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the traditions of the people, and their pride, are connected with the time 
when Venice was a republic. u Give us back our republic ” is their cry. 
But the republic of Venice did its great work for the people, and f* their 
name , but not by them. The nobles bearded the Doge and indulged the 
populace, but they alone governed. In these days it is the capacity for 
self-government which gives the measure of a nation's manhood. Are the 
Venetians ripe for this, or do they still need the dictatorship of the one, 
or the rule of the few, to hold and to sway the many ? The only hope 
for Venice in the future is this, that she dares not separate herself from the 
rest of Italy. The old effete republic died and was buried, and all things 
must now be made new. There is resurrection from death always, but 
never under the same form. But it is not of politics and the future that 
I can now think, as I look from my window on the view before me — a 
view which every day baptizes into fresh beauty. 

Opposite is the church of Our Lady of Salvation, with its flight of 
broad marble steps to the water. Beyond is the low, long stone building 
of the Custom-House, crowned by the bronze figure of Fortune on its 
golden ball. Lower still, and standing almost athwart the end of the 
canal, u St. George, with its well-grouped buildings and its tall cam- 
panile flinging* its red reflection like a flame in the water. The sunBet 
catches the vcrmilion-Btriped sail of that boat ob it glides away into 
die yellow light, and the rude figure of the saint pinted on it stands 
out in bold relief. As the evening deepens, aild the glowing colours fade 
from the softest blue to yet solter neutral tint, and then into deepest 
purple, fitfully and at first afar off, and then gradually nearer and nearer, 
gondolas, with bonds of singers or instruments, float hither and thither, 
and enrich the night with music. If the days in Venice are silent, 
the nights are vocal, and Venezia 1 Venezia ! is the burden of all their 
songs. 
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One of the most interesting questions connected with the atudy of Plato, 
is the relation of the Platonic to the real Socrates. There is, indeed, no 
reason to doubt that Plato, with much independent speculation of his own, 
has retained a very accurate picture of the life and habits of his great 
master. The manner of Socrates — his argumentative dexterity, his 
playfulness, his professed inability to make long speeches, and decided 
preference for investigations conducted by skilful questioning, his practical 
good sense, the plainness and familiarity of his illustrations, by which he 
shocked the rhetoricians of his day, and the purpose of Socrates — the high 
moral aim which pervaded all he said, and his unceasing efforts to convince 
his fellow-citizens of the paramount importance of truth and virtue, and 
the superiority of the soul to the body, while they are set forth tu the 
pages of Plato with the most wonderful dramatic power, and with un- 
rivalled beauty of language, have too much verisimilitude and too real a 
root in history to be regarded merely as the work of that glorious imagi- 
nation. The teaching and method of Socrates, os represented by Plato, 
are quite consistent with the known facts of his life, with the hatred 
excited against him in the minds of the Sophists, and his subsequent con- 
demnation by the Athenian people; and the impression produced by 
Xenophon is not of such a different kind as to prevent us accepting the 
pictures of Plato, at all events in their more prominent features. On the 
other hand, it might be too much to assert that any one of the Platonic 
dialogues is more than a very distant approach to a literal reproduction of 
any actual scene, while the greater number are, of course, purely imogi- 
nary, and, retaining only the manner of the master, convey the doctrines 
and speculations of the disciple. It would certainly have been strange if the 
skilled opponents of Socrates had so readily allowed themselves to be in- 
duced to give categorical answers to questions whose tendency was so plain, 
without the addition of some qualifying or explanatory remarks. Plato, 
indeed, describes their resistance to the cross-examining process with 
admirable skill, but real interlocutors, though they might be persuaded to 
desist from making orations, would never consent to answer with simple 
“yes ” and “no.'* In this respect much allowance must be made for the 
dialogio form.* It need not be doubted that Socrates often gained decided 
victories over alls opponents, and convicted them of not knowing that which 
they professed to know, nor that he sometimes sent them away angry and 
ashamed; butrit would not have been human nature for them tolpave 
contributed id their own humiliation to such an extent as they often do 
in the pages o t Plato. Again, there ore some dialogues in which there is 
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no question that the real Socrates is left altogether out of sight. The 
speculations of the- Timam and the Republic belong to Flato and not to 
his master, and though the dramatic situation of the Banquet is exquisitely 
truthful, its doctrines as well as those of the Phadrus contain little of the 
genuine Socratic flavour. 

It is a remarkable fact that many of the Platonic dialogues apparently 
come to no conclusion whatever. A question is started— What is Piety ? 
what is Temperance ? what is Fortitude ? Everybody has a definition ready 
except Socrates, who, professing to be unable himself to give any answer, 
takes to pieces the definitions submitted to him for consideration, con- 
vinces the proposers that they will not hold, and finally takes his depar- 
ture, leaving the matter entirely undecided. In his defence before tho 
Athenian people, as reported by Plato — and the report has all the appear- 
ance of being substantially correct — Socrates, referring to the oracle 
which had declared him the wisest mnn in Greece, explained that he had 
been for some time unable to understand its meaning, but discovered at 
length that he wus wiser than others inasmuch as he was aware of his 
own ignorance, while they, though equally ignorant, deemed themselves 
wise ; and further stated that he believed himself to have a divine mission 
to go about convincing men of their ignorance, and persuading them to 
follow virtue rather than wealth and honour. These are the facts upon 
which Mr. Grote. in liis recent work,* founds his conclusion that the aim 
of Socrates was purely negative and intellectual. Abstract ideas, he says, 
had not before been made the subject of though, nor had pains been taken 
to define them accurately. The orators, the Sophists, the young men wlio 
would hereafter have the control of the State, talked loudly and freely 
about justice, honour, prudence, and such words were continually heard 
^n the street, and on the exchange. No one, however, when brought to 
the test, could give a satisfactory explanation of any of these terms. There 
were many who professed to know what justice was, or what honour wa«, 
and it was the special business of the Sophists to give such instruction as 
would enable their pupils to argue upon questions of this kind ; but all 
broke down before the cross- examining power of Socrates, and stood con- 
victed of shameful ignorance, not knowing the very things with which 
they professed to huve a special acquaintance. The result, therefore, was 
a painful shock, from which proceeded no knowledge indeed, but the 
impulse to further investigation. Mr. Grote admits that there may be 
different opinions about the usefulness of this procedure, but thinks there 
cannot be any reasonable doubt that it was really that of Socrates. Yet 
it would surely be very strange if one who stands before the world in tho 
character of a martyr to truth, had spent his whole life in annoying his 
fellow-citisens by his ingenious questionings, with the sole view of con- 
vincing them that their fancied knowledge was worthless, and that they 
were unable to give faultless definitions of the abstract terms they were 
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in the habit of using. That this was a part of tlie work of the great 
Athenian sage, that this was the form which his teaching frequently 
assumed, that this work even in its purely negative aspect was eminently 
useful, as tending to incite thought, and stimulate inquiiy, may all ho 
legitimately conceded ; but it appears to us, notwithstanding, that Mr. 
Grote’s view is very inadequate. Not only does Xenophon fail to justify 
that view, but the veiy dialogues of Plato, which are chiefly relied upon 
as being of a purely negative character, are not so entirely negative as 
Mr. Grote represents them. It was the aim of Plato in these dialogues, 
as we shall presently see, and it was the aim of Socrates, so far as his 
conversations are fairly represented there, to prove that the several vi it ues 
were not what the Athenian people thought them ; to separate them fiom 
all partial interests, and as it were to disentangle the universal and the 
absolute from the particular and the relative. Socrates probably had no 
system of philosophy ; but it was undoubtedly his conviction that the 
just and the honourable were absolute realities, not dependent upon the 
opinions which prevailed in Greece, or in Persia, at Athens, or at Sparta, 
but the same everywhere, and for all men ; and it was the task of his life 
to lead his countrymen, in what WAy best he could, to see this truth. He 
wanted the language, perhaps, to give his doctrine the precision it after- 
wards acquired, but if it be supposed that this was what he aimed at, 
though perhaps in n somewhat dim and groping way, it will be understood 
how Plato, following the track upon which he had been set, subsequently 
developed the hints received from his master, and worked out the spirit of 
his teaching into a complete system of philosophy. 

The doctrine of ideas, with all its splendid allegorical and poetical accom- 
paniments, is peculiarly associated with the genius of Plato. But there is no 
reason why the germs of it, at least, may not belong to Socrates. Plato # 
was clearly inspired by the intensest admiration of his master, and must 
have felt that he owed almost everything to his influence ; otherwise, he 
would neither have written of him with such enthusiasm, nor made him 
the mouthpiece of his own philosophy. And if Socrates, upon the day on 
which he died, held a conversation resembling that described in the 
Phcedo—e nd it can hardly be entirely fictitious — there is sufficient 
ground for believing that he gave bis disciples a history, of his own 
mind, and explained to them how he advanced, step by step, towards the 
doctrine of ideas, while he cheered them with the assurance that, after his 
decease, his soul would return to that ideal world whence it had come 
down. On the other hand, it might, no doubt, be plausibly nrged that 
this mental history is more likely to be that of Plato himself. In the 
Phcedo there are many ttaits which are probably genuinely historical, and 
which eeitainly no one would abandon so long as it was at all possible to 
retain them. Such, for example, are the celebrated last words-*-** We 
owe a cock to Jfreulapius ’’—and still more the answer of Socrates, when 
Onto asked him .how he would wish to be buried — ** Just as you please, if 
you can catch me, and I do not escape from you* I cannot persuade 
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Crito, my friend, that I am the Socrates who now converses with you j 
but he tninkB I am he whom he will presently see lying dead, and there** 
fore he asks how he shall* bury me.” But it is quite possible that the 
main body of the dialogue may have no other foundation than the faot 
that Socrates conversed with his disciples upon the immortality of the 
soul, and expressed his own belief in the truth of the doctrine. The debt 
which Plato owed to his master mr,y have been simply the stimulus to 
thought which he imparted to all who conversed with him, and his own 
devotion to the person of Socrates may be thought a sufficient warrant 
for the use he made of him in his writings. Undoubtedly, when we have 
to deni with an imagination such ns Plato’s, it is extremely difficult to aay 
when we are treading upon the solid ground and when we are coursing 
with him, upon the winged horses of his own Pkcedrus , through the 
boundless realms of thought. It is unnecessary to strike the balance 
between such conflicting views as those which he has just indicated, or to 
determine precisely what share Socrates may claim in the origination of 
the doctrine of ideas. Let our attention now be given to the doctrine itself. 

According to this doctrine, then, there is mingled with the material 
world in which we live a world of forms and ideas, not perceived by sense, 
and apprehensible through the intellect alone. Those ideas are eternal, 
self-existent, and uncreate, And they alone are real beings. Visible things 
have a quasi-existence through participation in these real essences, and 
ai r e what they are — beautiful or large or round — for no other reason than 
that they have in them the abstract ideas of beauty or size or rotundity. 
There dwell justice itself, truth itself, and all other universal ideas which 
are reflected in the world of sense ; and not only such sublime entities as 
these, but also the typical forms of all common things — the original man, 
tree, table, by partaking of whoBO essence all particular men, ( trees, and 
tables are what they are. Of this real world, the mind .of man would 
have no knowledge had it not conversed with it in a former existence; and 
only a few are able so far to overcome the influence of the senses as to 
perceive it clearly. The mind, however, is immortal, not only as being 
incapable of destruction, but as having already enjoyed a purer and 
happier existence than the present, and of that blessed state some traces 
still remain. In the well-known language of Wordsworth, who ^ na 
■imply translated into poetry this Platonic doctrine : — 

Onr birth is but a sleep and a forgetting: 

The soul that rises with us, our life's star, 

Ha|h had elsewhere its setting, 

And cometh from afar : 

Hot in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness, 

But Wafting clouds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home. 

Here, bound up in walls of flesh, and impeded by peahen mid 
appetite, we dwell but in a world of shadows, and sea nothing ** it. 
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really is. But la that former state we were surrounded by realities, and 
beheld justice sad truth and beauty, and all other forma as they are in 
themselves, apart from all accident and change, and from the conditions 
of time and place. In this world, therefore, we are in a state lower 
than that which is by nature ours. Those who are guided by philo- 
sophy, aspire ever towards that more perfect knowledge which they once 
possessed, and search among the shadows for those realities with Which 
they formerly held converse ; and after death, if they have been faithful 
here in their efforts to overcome passion nnd desire, they will be com- 
pletely freed from their bondage and permitted to re-enter the happy 
etate from which they descended. 

In the Phcedo, as has been already mentioned, Socrates (or Plato) 
gives an interesting account of the process by which he was led to adopt 
this doctrine. When a young man, he says, he was a keen investigator 
into the causes of things, and was most anxious to discover what it was 
that produced the various phenomena of mind. At firet be gave his 
attention to physical causes only, but soon becoming dissatisfied with 
them, and meeting at the same time with the works of Anaxagoras, he 
welcomed with delight the doctrine of that philosopher, who taught that 
intelligence is the cause of all things. Here lie hoped he had found the 
solution of his difficulties, but he was speedily undeceived. A further 
acquaintance with the works of Anaxagoras proved to him that intelli- 
gence was merely put forward as a general cause, but not made use of 
as the explanation of particular phenomena, all of which were accounted 
for by physical antecedents, and by anything rather than the wise order- 
ing of a superior intelligence directing all things to the best At length, 
however, Socrates adopted a solution of his own, which he found satis- 
factory. He assumed the existence of ideas as absolute and eteinal 
entities, and whenever he was called upon to account for anything 
pomeasuDg a certain abstract quality, he explained it by assuming that 
it possessed the idea itself, and that there could be no other cause what- 
ever. He would never-admit, therefore, that a thing was beautiful owing 
to the arrangement of its parts, its colour, its adaptation to any particular 
purpose, but only on account of its possessing somewhat of the true and 
essential beauty. Previously he had been puzzled how one man oould 
be said, to be greater than another by the head (which was itself a small 
thing), while the other was said to be less than the first by the. very same 
thing. Now he knew that such expressions were absurd, and that a man 
couldjbe great only by greatness, and little only by littleness. The ideas 
- thus were the sole causes of all things, and were themselves independent 
entities. 


Such is a general sketch of the doctrine of ideas, which, however, 
Plato has illustrated in various ways, and with all the wealth eC bis 
Splendid genius. In one passage he compares the state of man with Qmt of 
dwellers in a nave, whose backs are towards the light, sad trho, b*htg [*d 
fettered that thqy CaAnot turn their heads, smoothing save the «Mow* xt 
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things moving before them upon the opposite wall. In another place ho 
describes the earth -as being fur larger and more beautiful than is 
generally supposed, the surface being indeed above the visible heavens, 
while we who think we occupy the upper parts, really dwell in a mere 
cavity, and arc very much in the position of men living at the bottom of 
the sea, or like frogs round a marsh. Here there is a dull and heavy 
atmosphere, in which we ignorantly suppose the heavenly bodies move 
and which we call heaven ; but could wc ascend above it we should find 
that the true heaven was still far distant, and should feel ns it might be 
fancied the fish would, were they to come up from the bottom of the sea 
and dwell upon our earth. With us, too, everything bears the marks of 
corruption. But above there is a purer and larger air ; the earth is of 
wondrous beauty and of colours far surpassing anything our eyes have 
ever looked upon, and its mountains are composed of precious stones 
which arc not, as among us, subject to corrosion or waste. Then, there 
are animals and men much supciior to those here, and longer lived and 
free fiom disease, and who have intercourse with the gods, and sec things 
as they really aie. And in that happy woild they shall hereafter dwell 
who have been sufficiently purified by philosophy, “and shall ani\e at 
abodes yet more fair than those, which it is not easy to describe." Again, 
the soul in its disembodied state is compared to a charioteer driving a 
pair of winged Greeds. And this comparison is applicable to the gods 
themselves, whose horses, however, are perfectly obedient to the rein and 
are therefore driven with ease; but in the case of all other souls, the 
horses — by which no doubt must be understood the natuial impulses 
towards virtue and vice — differ in quality, the one being beautiful and 
noble, the other restive and not easy to be conti oiled. When, therefore, 
the gods ascend, as they often do, to the region above the heaven, and 
career round through the world of realities, those spiiits which havo 
succeeded in taming that restive and unmanageable steed ]\n\ e no difficulty 
in following, but among the rest there ensues great confusion and struggling, 
and a wild chase to get above the surface of heaven, and in the tumult 
many fail and arc carried round without ever gaining a glimpse of that 
blesfied world above ; and some of the horses moreover break their wings, 
and in consequence drop down to the earth. Those, then, who have been 
happy enough to gain the upper world and feast themselves upon the tn^e 
essences of things, continue secure against change, but they, upon the 
other hand, who have fallen to the earth, are doomed to enter a human 
life, and receive different lots according to the number of times they* have 
enjoyed the Divine vision. The noblest life — that of a philosopher- — is 
reserved for those that have seen most of the world of reality, while the 
others enter variously the forms of kings, statesmen, poets, down to the 
sophist and the tyrant. Their after-fiite is regulated according to the way 
in which they pass their lives ; but not for ten thousand yean does the 
aonl return to its former abode, nor recover its wings, but dining that 
period goes through various lives and suffers various punishments. Only 
VOL. xii.— ho. 70. ‘ 22. 
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in the cote of the philosopher is there any exception to this rule. Ilia 
apul| if he has three times preferred that life, is permitted to return to 
the upper world after three thousand years, and the wings, which even 
m this life began to shoot, once more attain their full vigour. For the 
distinction of the philosopher is that he dwells, to the best of his memory, 
upon those realities which he once beheld. Other souls may be so 
weighed down by the body, and so misled by appetite, as to mistake* 
shadows fbr realities, but philosophy already partly frees the soul from 
its prison-house, and enables it to look behind the sensible world to those 
self-existent realities which are mingled with its changing appearances. 

WhiJher, now, tend all these sublime speculations? They tend to 
this : that truth, beauty, and all other abstract ideas are ultimate realities, 
self-existent, independent, and unconditional. The poetical descriptions 
of the upper world, of the experiences of the disembodied spirit, of the 
struggles of the soul in its pre-existent state to 

Soar above th’ empyri&l sphere 
To the first good, first perfect, and first fair, 

are introduced by Plato as fables, or at least os of very doubtful authen- 
ticity. He evidently intends that the poetic and imaginative elements in 
them shall be recognized, while, at the same time, they are to be regarded 
as the vehicles through which the deepest truths of his philosophy are 
conveyed. The doctrine of the soul’s pre-existence was no doubt per- 
fectly seriouB, and so probably was the doctrine that all knowledge worthy 
of the name, all acquaintance with things in themselves, is but the remem- 
brance of that former happy state. And that sensible thingB are but 
shadows, and abstract ideas the only realities, is the central truth of the 
entire system; but all the rest is merely the clothing which Plato has 
furnished from his own abounding imagination. Now, if abstract ideas 
are ultimate facts, they will, of course, refuse to resolve themselves into 
anything else, and to define them in words must be extremely difficult or 
impossible. The mind must be brought into direct contact with them in 
order to apprehend them ; and it is only by relying upon its own inborn 
power, and refusing the guidance of the senses, that it can attain this end. 

. We have already ventured to express an opinion that those dialogues 
of Plato which seem to be entirely negative, and to conduct to no oondu- 
non, are in reality positive in their aim, and lead to that conclusion 
which is the very centre of the Platonic system, vie. that ideas ere the 
sole and ultimate realities. They seem to us designed to prepare the way 
fbr the doctrine whiph the later dialogues subsequently developed ; and, 
.on the" other hand, the definitions which Plato himself gives of abstract 
terms— as that of Justice in the Republic — and which Mr. Grote truly says 
would never have held their ground against the battery of the Sooratic 
dialectic— are hardly consistent with bis own theory. The dialogues of 
search, according to thia view, are simply attempts to separate fete abstract 
Idea from all connection with individual things, and set it forth as a afelf- 
ainatent entity^ Both Socrates and those who convene with him have 
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some notion of what the/ ace looking for, otherwise they could not look ; 
but they fail to perceive the difference between the idea itself and its 
partial embodiments ; while he knows that the bright object of his quest is 
distinct from all sensible and particular things. And now let us take just 
one example of the negative dialogues, and consider whether it will bear this 
interpretation. Take the Hippias Major, than which there is no better illus- 
tration of our meaning. The question here is about the beautiful, or, if wo 
would retain the comprehensive meaning of the Greek word, the fair, and 
the discussion is carried on with Ilippias, a Sophist, who is introduced as 
expressing the utmost confidence that he can answer all the difficulties of 
Socrates. In the course of the conversation, Hippias offers three several 
definitions of the beautiful, all of which he is compelled to abandon by the 
questions of his opponent. These definitions are so remote from the point 
that they have been regarded as utterly unworthy of a man who was 
reputed wise in his own age, and as, therefore, very far from truth and 
probability. Of course it is impossible to say whether they are such 
definitions as the real Hippias would have given, but their fault is only 
thin, that they confound the idea with the object in which it resides, or, 
ns it may be expressed, the common attribute with the particular thing to 
which it belongs, and Buch a mistake was not ridiculous when Plato wrote. 
In fact, Sociates has the utmost difficulty in making Hippias understand 
the nature of the question. Having brought him to admit that there is 
such a thing as justice distinct from the juri man, he tries to convince 
him that, in the same way, there must be a beauty distinct from the 
things that are beautiful. No sooner, however, is the question put — 
What » the beautiful ? — than Hippias forgets the lesson, and gives as his 
definition, 41 a beautiful maiden . 11 Socrates speedily convinces him that 
a maiden cannot be possessed of absolute beauty, because, though much 
more beautiful than an ape, .she is not beautiful as Compared with the 
gods, and explains that what ho is looking for is that by the possession of 
which other things, as well os the beautiful maiden herself, ore beautiful. 
Hippias, however, is still so far from the apprehension of a universal idea 
that he now replies that gold is the thing by which all things else art 
made beautiful. Soorates, in reply, shows that there are other things 
besides gold which impart beauty, and that gold itself is not always 
beautiful — namely, when it is not becoming : for example, a ladle of fig- 
tree 'wood » more becoming and therefore more beautifhl thaw one of 
gold.* Driven from this position, the Sophist at length ' appears for 
a moment to have a glimmering of the real object of search, and asks, is it 
not something which will appear beautifuj at all times and in all* places ti 
His next answer, however, shows that he is still in the dark. “ It is,* he 
says, *< always and everywhere the most beautiful thing for a nffin after 
a happy life, and having laid his parents in the grave, to be himself 
splendidly buried by his children . 11 But this does not apply to gods and 
heroes, and is, therefore, as futile as the .rest Soorates, accordingly, now 
takes his turn, and proposes several definitions of the beautiful— it is the 
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becoming, the useful, the pleasurable, which are, one after the other, 
eagerly welcomed by Hippias, and then, after examination, rejected both 
by him and by Socrates, and the dialogue ends with a speech from the 
latter, pointing out the folly of attempting to judge what is beautiful and 
what in not, no long as one does not know what is beauty itself. 

Here the purpose of Plato seems to be quite unmistakable. There 
can hardly be a doubt that the result aimed at is the conviction that 
beauty is a thing by itself, altogether distinct from the objects in which 
it resides, and that there is no other quality into which it can be resolved* 
And the same purpose, applied to oilier general ideas, run through other 
dialogues. It is unnecessary to illustrate the subject at greater length, 
but any one who will read the most negative and the most apparently 
unsatisfactory of Plato’s dialogues, will hardly fail to perceive that they 
all tend to the same conclusion — to the separation, namely, of the general 
idea, whatever it may be — temperance, or holiness, or law— from the 
particular persons or things which partake of its essence. 

Enough has been said now to render Plato’s doctrine of ideas in- 
telligible to our non-Platonic readers, and it is only for Buch we write. 
Whether the doctrine is entirely absurd, or contains some grain of truth, 
is a question which the reader will probably be able to answer for him- 
self, and to which we need not devote much space. In some respects the 
doctrine that abstract ideas are real entities, is highly absurd. There 
can be no doubt that the words animal, tree, man, &c. are simply names 
carried about in the memory, to be applied to all those several objects 
which resemble one another in such, particulars as are included in the 
definition, and it is difficult to undei stand liow any one could over have 
maintained the contrary. There can be no doubt that justice is also a 
word applicable to certain understood relations and actions of intelligent 
befogs, and that there is no such entity as justice, apart from intelligent 
beings and their doings. In this respect Plato was certainly misled 
by words. But in one respect his doctrine was not absurd. What 
he intended tQ teach wa% that justice and truth, and other such 
abstractions , 4 are not mete matters of human opinion, dependent 
jrpon the customs of different countries, and changing with the revo- 
lutions of time; but that there is an absolute standard somewhere, 
known indeed only to the wise, but by them capable of being so 
applied as to enablq them to form a judgment in all particular eases. 
And every one feels that this is bo. Evcty one feels that though all men 
were to act unjustly, this would not destroy justice itself, or make in- 
justice that though all men were agreed in a lie, this wqpld not 

alter the nature oftruth. And this, doubtless, is the grain of tfuth which 
lies, almost drowned In splendour, beneath the gorgeous imagery of the 
JPhctdm and Che gentle beauty of the Phmdo? and which is the purpose 
indirectly sfyed at jf m fo the apparently negative discug do na . 
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FTER waiting to hold a prelimi- 
nary consultation with his son, 
Mr. Pedgifl the elder set forth 
alone for his interview with 
Allan at the great house. 

Allowing for the diffeience 
in their ages, the son was, in 
this instance, so accurately the 
reflection of the father, that an 
acquaintance with either of the 
two Pedglfts was almost equi- 
valent to an acquaintance with 
both. Add some little height 
and size to the figure of Pedgifl 
Junior; give some additional 
/ breadth and boldness to- his 
humour, and some additional 
solidity and composure to Bis 
confidence in himself— and the 
presence and diameter of Ped- 
gift Senior stood for all general 
purposes revealed fetfbre you. v 
Jhe lawyer's Conveyance to 
Thorpe- Ambrose was his own smart gig, djaw* by his 4 fiunou» faU 
trotting mare. It was his habit to drive himself; and it was one mnong 
the trifling extern4' ^peculiarities in which he and his son differed'* 
little, to sffcot something of a character in Us dress. The drab 

trousers of Pedgiit the elder fitted close to his kgs; his boots he dry 
weather add wet alike, were equally thick in the sole; bis ooat pockets 
overlapped hi* Ups, and hie fisvoorite summer cravat Was of light e p e tt dd 
muslin, tied 4n the nebtett and smallest of bow* He ueqd tebaeso fifce 
his son, but in a dMhwfat form. While the younger ma&'tonnka^ the 
elder took snuff ss^ouriy; audit was noticed among his intimates that 
he always field his “pinch” in a mate of suspense betas** Ik -box and 
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bis nose, when he was going to clinch a good bargain, or to say a good 
thing. The art of diplomacy enters largely into the practice of all success- 
ful men in the lower branch of the law. Mr. Pedgifl’s form of diplomatic 
practice had been the same throughout his life, on every occasion when 
he Ibund his arts of persuasion required at an interview with another man. 
He invariably kept his strongest argument, or his boldest proposal, to the 
last, and invariably remembered it at the door (after previously taking 
' his leave), as if it was a purely accidental consideration which had that 
instant occurred to him. Jocular friends, acquainted by previous ex- 
perience with this form of proceeding, had given it the name of “ Pedgift’s 
postscript. 1 ' There were few people in Thorpe-Ambrose who did not 
know what it meant, when the lawyer suddenly cheeked his exit at the 
opened door ; came back softly to his chair, with his pinch of snuff sus- 
pended between his box and his nose ; said, “ By-the-by, there's a point 
occurs to me and settled the question off-hand, after having given it 
up in despair not a minute before. 

This was the man whom the march of events at Thorpe-Ambrose had 
now thrust capriciously into a foremost place. This was the one friend 
at hand to whom Allan in his social isolation could turn for counsel in the 
hour of need. 

“ Good evening, Mr. Armadale. Many thanks for your prompt atten- 
tion to my very disagreeable letter," said Pedgift Senior, opening the 
cdhversation cheerfully the moment he entered his client's house. u I 
hope you understand, sir, that 1 had really no choice under the circum- 
stances, but to write as I did ? " 

“ I have very few friends, Mr. Pedgift," returned Allan simply. “And 
I am sure you are one of the few." 

¥ Much obliged, Mr. Armadale. I have always tried to deserve your 
good opinion, and I mean, if I can, to deserve ft now. You found yourself 
oomfortahle I hope, sir, at the hotel in London ? We call it Our hotel. 
Some rare old wine in the cellar, which i/fhoujd have introduced to your 
notice if I had had the honour of being with you. My son unfortunately 
.knows nothing about wine." . 

Allan felt his false position in the neighbourhood far too acutely to be 
Capable of talking q£ anything but the main business of the evening. His 
lawyer's politely roundabout method of approaching the painful subject to 
j»e distfttssed between ’them, rather irritated than composed him. He 
come at mice to the point, in his own bjgptly straightforward way. 

“The hotel was very comfortable, Mp. Pedgift, and your sqp was very 
kind lb me. But we are not in London now; and I want to falk to you 
about hew I am to meet the lies that are toing told of me in thiapliujg, 
Only point me out anyone man," cried Allan witb.n rising yoioe soda 
mounting colour,— any one man who says I am efipid to show my facte 
in the neighbourhood ; and I'll horsewhip him patiioljJMore another day 
is over his heed 1" 



ARMADALE, 

Pedgift .Senior helped himself io a pinch of snuff, and held it cairn!/ 
in suspense midway between bis box and his nose. 

“ You can horsewhip a man, sir ; but you can't horsewhip a neigh* 
hourhood,” said the lawyer in his politely epigrammatic manner. “We 
will fight our battle, if you please, without borrowing our weapons of the 
coachman yet awhile, at any rate." 

11 But how are we to begin ? ” asked Allan impatiently. “ IIow am I 
tcf contradict the infamous things they say of me ? ” 

44 There are two ways of stepping out of your present awkward post* 
tion, sir — a short way, and a long way,” replied Pedgift Senior. 44 The 
short way (which is always the best) has ooourred to me since I have 
heard of your proceedings in London from my son. I understand that you 
permitted him, after you reoeived my letter, to take me into your confi- 
dence. I have drawn various conclusions from what he hAB told me, 
which I may find it necessary to trouble you with presently. In the 
meantime I should be glad to know under what circumstances you went 
to London to make these unfortunate inquiries about Miss Gwilt ? Was 
it your own notion to pay that visit to Mrs. Mandeville ? or were you 
acting under the influence of some other person ? ” 

Allan hesitated. “ I can’t honestly tell you it was my own notion,* 1 
he replied — and said no more. 

“ I thought as much 1 ” remarked' Pedgift Senior in high triumph. 
44 The Bhort way out of our present difficulty, Mr. Armadale, lies straight 
through that other person, under whose influence you acted. That other 
person must be presented forthwith to publio notice, and must stand in 
that other person’s proper place. The name if you please, sir, to begin 
with — we’ll come to the circumstances directly.” 

44 1 am sorry to say, Mr. Pedgift, that we must try the longest way, if 
you have no objection,” replied Allan quietly. 44 The short way happens 
to be a way I can’t take on this occasion.* 

The men who rise in the law are the men who decline to ta k e No for 
an answer. Mr. Pedgift the elder had risen in the laif ; and Mr. Pedgift 
the elder now declined to take No for an answer. But all pertinacity — 
even professional pertinacity included — sooner pr later finds its Hmitrf 
and the lawyer, doubly fortified as he was by long experience and copious 
pinches of snuff, found 1 \w limits st the very outset of the interview, ft 
was impossible that Allah could respect die confidence which Mrs.'Miboy 
•had treacherously affected to place in him. But he had an honest maids 
regard for his* own pledged w o r d * the regard which looks straightforward 
at the fact, and which never gllhces sidelong at the <asetfoummoie-«and 
the utmost pe rs is ten c y of Pedgift Senior idled to move him 
breadth ftpm the petition wlnoh'he had taken up. 44 No" » the tiifisigssi 
word in 'the English language, in the mouth of any man who bastbe 
courage to repeat it often enough — and Allan Jiad the ootttige tit repeat 
it often enough am this occasion. 

44 Very 'good, tir” said die lawyer, accepting his defititwithoolthe 
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tightest loss of temper. 44 The choice rests with you, and you have chosen. 
We will go the long way. It starts (allow me to inform you) from my 
offioe ; and it leads (as I strongly suspect) through a very miry road to— • 
Mies Gwilt." 

Allan looked at his legal adviser in speechless astonishment 

44 If you won't expose the person who is responsible, in the first in- 
stance, sir, for the inquiries to which you unfortunately lent yourse^" 
proceeded Mr. Pedgift the elder, “ the only other alternative, in your 
present position, is to justify the inquiries themselves." 

“ And how is that to be done ? ” inquired Allan. 

“By proving to the whole neighbourhood, Mr. Armadale, what I 
firmly believe to be the truth — that the pet object of the public protection 
is an adventuress of the worst class ; an undeniably worthless and dan- 
gerous woman* In plainer English still, sir, by employing time enough 
and money enough to discover the truth about Miss Gwilt." 

Before Allan could say a word in answer, there was an interruption at 
the door. After the usual preliminary knock, one of the servants came in. 

“ I told you I was not to be interrupted," said Allan irritably. “Good 
heavens ! am I never to have done with them ? another letter ! " 

“ Yes, sir," said the man, holding it out. “ And," he added, speaking 
words of evil omen in liis master's ears, “ the person waitB for an answer." 

Allan looked at the address of the letter with a natural expectation of 
encountering the handwriting of the major's wife. The anticipation was 
not realized. IIIb correspondent was plainly a lady, but the lady was not 
Mrs. Milroy. 

“ Who can it be ? " he said, looking mechanically at Pedgift Senior 
as he opened the envelope. 

Pedgift Senior gently tapped his snuff-box, and said without a 
moment's hesitation — 44 Miss Gwilt." 

AHan opened the letter. The first two words in it were the echo of 
the two wolds the lawyer had just pronounced. It ivaa Miss Gwilt ! 

Once more, Allan looked at his legal adviser in speechless astonishment, 

44 1 have known a good many of them in my time, sir," explained 
Pedgift Senior, with a modesty equally rare and becoming in a man of 
his age. 44 Not its handsome as Miss Gwilt, I admit. But quite as bad, 
I dare say. Read your letter, Mr. Armadale— read your letter." 

41 Allan read these lines 

44 Miss Gwilt presents her compliments to Mr. Armadale, and begs to 
know if it will be convenient to him to fevour her with an Interview, 
either this evening or to-morrow morning. Miss Gwilt offers no apology 
for making her present request She believes Mr. Armadale will grant it 
as an act of justice towards a friendless wothan whom he has been 
innocently the means of injuring, and who is earnestly desirous to set 
herself right in his estimation." 

Allan handed the letter to his lawyer in silent perplexity and distress. 
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The face of Mr. Pedgift the elder expressed but one feeling when he 
had read the letter in his turn and had handed it back — a feeling of pro- 
found admiration. “ What a lawyer she would have made/’ he exclaimed, 
fervently, “ if she had only been a man 1 ” 

“ I can't treat this as lightly as you do, Mr. Pedgift," said Allan. “ It's 
dreadfully distressing to me. I was so fond of her," he added, in a 
lower tone, — “ I was so fond of her once." 

Mr. Pedgift Senior suddenly became serious on his side. 

“ Do you mean to say, sir, that you actually contemplate seeing Miss 
Gwilt ? " he asked, with an expression of genuine dismay. 

“ I can’t treat her cruelly,” returned Allan. “ 1 have been the means 
of injuring her — without intending it, God knows l — I can’t treat her 
cruelly after that 1 " 

“ Mr. Armadale," said the lawyer, “ you did me the honour, a little 
while since, to say that you considered me your friend. May I presume 
on that pobition to ask you a question or two, before you go straight to 
your own ruin ? ” 

“Any questions you like,” said Allan, looking back at the letter — tho 
only letter he had ever received from Miss Gwilt. 

“ You have had one trap set for you already, sir, and you have fallen 
into it. Do ) ou want to fall into another ? ” 

“ You know the answer to that question, Mr. Pedgift, as wjell as 
I do." 

“ I’ll try again, Mr. Armadale ; we lawyers are not easily discouraged. 
Do you think that any statement Miss Gwilt might make to you, if you do 
see her, would be a statement tg be relied on, after what you and my son 
discovered in London ? " 

“ She might explain what we discovered in London,” suggested Allan, 
still looking at the writing, and thinking of the haud that had traced it. 

“ Might explain it ? My dear sir, she is quite certain to explain it 1 
I will do her justice : I believe she would make out a case without 
a single flaw in it from beginning to end." 

That last answer forced Allan’s attention away from the letter. Tho 
lawyer’s pitiless common sense showed him no mercy. 

“ If you see tbyat woman again, sir,” proceeded Pedgift Senior, “ you 
will commit the rashest act of folly I ever heard of in all my experience. 
She can have but one object in coming here — to practise on your weakness 
for her. Nobody can aay into what false step she may not lead you, jf 
you once give her the opportunity. You admit yourself Jthafc you have 
been fond of her — your attentions to her have been the subject of general 
remark — if you haven’t actually offered her the chance of becoming 
Mrs. Armadale, you have done the next thing to it — and knowing &U 
this, you propose to see * her and to let her work on you with her devilish 
beauty and her devilish cleverness, in the character of your interesting 
victim ! Yon, who are one of the best matches in England t You who 
are the natural prey of all the hungry single women in the oommupity 

* 
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I never heard the like of it; I never, in all my 'professional experience, 
heard the like of it 1 If you must positively put yourself in a dangerous 
position, Mr. Armadale/’ concluded Pedgift the elder, with the everlasting 
pinch of snuff held in suspense between his box and his nose, “ there’s 
a wild-beast show coming to our town next week. Let in the tigress, sir, 
—don't let in Miss Gwilt ! ” 

For the third time Allan looked at his lawyer. And for the third time 
his lawyer looked back at him quite unabashed. 

“ Tou seem to have a very bad opinion of Miss Gwilt,” said Allan. 

“ The worst possible opinion, Mr. Armadale,” retorted Pedgift Senior, 
coolly. “ We will return to that, when we have sent the lady’B messenger 
about his business. Will you take my advice ? Will you decline to see 
her ? ” 

“ I would willingly decline — it would be so dreadfully distressing to 
both of us,” said Allan. “ I would willingly decline, if I only knew how.” 

“ Bless my soul, Mr. Armadale, it’s easy enough 1 Don’t commit 
} ourself in writing. Send out to the messenger, and say there’s no 
answer.” 

The short course thus suggested, was a course which Allan positively 
declined to take. “It's treating her brutally,” he said; “I can't and 
won’t do it.” 

Oace more, the pertinacity of Pedgift the elder found its limits — and 
once more that wise man yielded gracefully to a compromise. On 
receiving his client’s promise not to see Miss Gwilt, he consented to Allan's 
committing himself in writing — under his lawyer’s dictation. The letter 
thus produced was modelled on Allan's own style ; it began and ended in 
one sentence. “ Mr. Armadale presents his compliments to Miss Gwilt 
and regrets that he cannot have the pleasure of seeing her at Thorpe- 
Ambrose.” Allan had pleaded hard for a second sentence, explaining 
that he only declined Miss Gwilt’s request from n conviction that an 
interview would be needlessly distressing on both sides. But his legal 
adviser firmly rejected the proposed addition to the letter. “ When you 
say No to a woman, sir,” remarked Pedgift Senior, “ always say it in one 
word. If you give her your reasons, she invariably believes that you 
mean Yes.” 

Producing that little gent of wisdom from the rioh mine of his 
professional experience, Mr. Pedgift the elder sent out the answer to Miss 
Gwilt's messenger, and recomnfended the servant to “see the fellow, 
whoever he was, well clear of the house.” 

“Now, sir/' said the lawyef, “ we will come back, if you like, to my 
opinion of Miss Gwilt. It doesn’t at all agree with youis, I'm afraid. 
You think her an object fbr pity — quite natumlqft your age. I think 
her au object fbr the inside of a prison— quite natural at mine. You 
shall hear the grounds on which I have formed my opinion direetiy. 
Let me show you that I am in earnest by putting, *he optofien* itself in the 
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first place, to a practical test. Do you think Miss Gwilt is likely to 
persist in paying you a visit, Mr. Armadale, after the answer you have 
just sent to her ? ” 

“ Quite impossible ! ” cried Allan, warmly. 44 Miss Gwilt is a lady ; 
after the letter I have sent to her, she will never come near me again.’ 1 

44 There we join issue, Bir,” cried Pedgift Senior. “ I say she wiH 
snap her fingers at your letter (which was one of the reasons why I 
objected to your writing it). 1 Bay, she is in all probability waiting her 
messenger’s leturn, in or near your grounds at this moment. I say, she 
will try to force her way in here, before four-aad-twenty hours more are 
over your head. Egad, sir 1 11 cried Mr. Pedgift, looking at his watch, 
“ it’s only Beven o’clock now. She’B bold enough and clever enough to 
catch you unawares this very evening. Permit me to ring for the servant 
— permit me to lequest that you will give him orders immediately to say 
you are not at home. You needn't hesitate, Mr. Armadale ! & you’re 
right about Mibb Gwilt, it’s a mere formality. If I’m right, it’s a wise 
precaution. Back your opinion, sir,” said Mr. Pedgift, ringing the bell, 
4< I back mine 1 ” 

Allan was sufficiently nettled when the bell rang, to feel ready to give 
the order. But when the servant came in, past remembrances got the 
better of him, and the words stuck in his throat. 14 You give the order,” 
he said to Mr. Pedgift — and walked away abruptly to the window. 
44 You’re a good fellow ! ” thought the old lawyer, looking after him, 
and penetrating his motive on the instant. 14 The claws of that she-devil 
shan’t scratch you if I can help it.” 

The servant waited inexorably for his orders. 

44 If Miss Gwilt calls here, either this evening, or at any other time,** 
said Pedgift Senior, 44 Mr. Armadale is not at home. Wait 1 If she 
asks when Mr. Armadale will be back, you don't know. Wait I If she 
proposes coming in and sitting down, you have a general order that nobody 
is to come in and sit-down, unless they have a previous appointment with 
Mr. Armadale. Gome 1 ” cried old Pedgift, rubbing his hands cheerfully 
when the servant had left the room, 44 I’ve stopped her out now, at any 
rate 1 The orders are all given, Mr. Armadale. We may go on with our 
conversation.” 

Allan came back from the window, f 4 The convocation is not a very 
pleasant one,” he said. 44 No offence to you, but I wish it was over. 1 * 

44 We will get it over as soon as possible, sir,” said Pedgift Senior, 
still persisting as only lawyers and women ecu persist, in forcing hie way 
little by little nearer and nearer to his own object 41 Let us go back, 
if yon please, to the practical suggestion which I offered to yon when the 
servant came in with Miss Gwilt’s note. There is, I repeat* only one 
way left for you, Ity Armadale, out of your present awkward position. 
You must pursue your inquiries about this woman to an tid op the 
chance (which I consider nest to a certainty) that the end will jurtifo yon 
in the estimation of thq neighbourhood.” 
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11 1 wish to God I had never made any inquiries at all ! ” said Allan, 
14 Nothing will induce me, Mr. Pedgift, to make any more.” 

44 Why ? ” asked the lawyer. 

44 Gan you ask me why,” retorted Allan, hotly, 11 after your son has 
told you what we found out in London ? Even if I had Iosb cause to be 
— 4o be sorry for Miss Gwilt than I have ; even if it waB some other 
woman, do you think I would inquire any further into the secret of a 
poor betrayed creature — much less expose it to the neighbourhood ? I 
should think myself as great a scoundrel as the man who has cast her out 
helpless on the world, if I did anything of the kind. I wonder you can 
ask me the question — upon my soul, I wonder you can ask me the 
question 1 ” 

44 Give me your hand, Mr. Armadale 1 ” cried Pedgift Senior, warmly ; 
41 1 honour you for being 60 angry with me. The neighbourhood may 
say wbat it pleases ; you're a gentleman, sir, in the best Bense of the 
word. Now,” pursued the lawyer, dropping Allan’s hand, and lapsing 
back instantly from sentiment to business, “just hear what I have got to 
say in my ow n defence. Suppose Miss G wilt’s real position happens to be 
nothing like what you are generously determined to believe it to be ? " 

44 We have no reason to suppose that,” said Allan resolutely. 

44 Such is your opinion, sir,” persisted Pedgift. 44 Mine, founded on 
what is publicly known of Miss Gwilt’s proceedings here, and on what 
I have 6een of Miss Gwilt herself, is that she is as far as I am from being 
the sentimental victim you are inclined to make her out. Gently, 
Mr. Armadale ! remember that I have put my opinion to a practical test, 
and wait to condemn it off-hand until events have justified you. Let me 
put my points, sir, — make allowances for me os a lawyer — and let me put 
my points. You and my son are young men ; and I don't deny that the 
circumstances, on the surface, appear to justify the interpretation which, 
as young men, ydU have placed on them. I am an old man — I know that 
circumstances are not always to be taken os they appear on the surface — 
and I possess the great advantage, in the present cose, of having had years 
of professional experience among some of the wickedest women who ever 
walked this earth.” 

Allan opened his lips to protest, and checked himself, in despair of 
producing the slightest effect. Pedgift Senior bowed in polite acknow- 
ledgment of his client's self-restraint, and took instant advantage of it 
to go on. 

44 All Miss Gwilt’s proceedings,” he resumed, 44 since your unfortunate 
correspondence with the major, show me that she is an old hand at deceit. 
The moment she is threatened with exposure— exposure of some kind, 
there can be no doubt, after what you discovered in London— she turns 
your honourable silence to the best possible account, and leaves the 
major's service in the character of a martyr. Once out of the house, what 
does she do next? She boldly stops in the neighbourhood, and terves 
three excellent purposes by doing so. In the first place, she shows every* 
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body that. she is Aot afraid of facing another attack on her reputation. Ia 
the second place, she is close at hand to twist you round her little finger, 
and to become Mrs. Armadale in spite of circumstances, if you (and I) 
allow her the opportunity. In the third place, if you (and I) are wiso 
enough to distrust her, she is equally wise on her Bide, and doesn't give 
us the first great chance of following her to London, and associating her 
with her accomplices. Is this the conduct of an unhappy woman who 
has lost her character in a moment of weakness, and who has been driven 
unwillingly into a deception to get it back again ? ” 

11 You put it cleverly, 1 ’ said Allan, answering with marked reluctance ; 
11 1 can’t deny that you put it cleverly.” 

41 Your own common sense, Mr. Armadale, is beginning to tell you 
that I put it justly,” said Pedgift Senior. 44 I don’t presume to say yet 
what this woman’s connection may be with those people at Pimlico. All 
I assert is, that it is not the connection you suppose. Having Btated the 
facts so far, I have only to add my own personal impression of Miss 
Gwilt. I won’t shock you, if I can help it — I’ll try if I can’t put it cleverly 
again. She came to my office (ns I told you in my letter), no doubt to 
make friends with your lawyer, if she could — she came to tell me in the 
most forgiving and Christian manner, that she didn’t blame you," 

“ Do you ever believe in anybody, Mr. Pedgift ? ” interposed Allan. 

44 Sometimes, Mr. Armadale,” returned Pedgift the elder, as unabashed 
as ever. il I believe as often as a lawyer can. To pioceed, Bir. When I 
was in the criminal branch of practice, it fell to my lot to take instructions 
for the defence of women committed for trial, from the women’s own lips. 
Whatever other difference there might be among them, I got, in time, to 
notice, among those who were particularly wicked and unquestionably 
guilty, one point in which they all resembled each other. Tall and short, 
old and young, handsome and ugly, they all had a eecret self-possession 
that nothing could shake. On the surface they were as different as 
possible. Some of them w ere in a state of indignation ; some of them 
were drowned in tears ; some of them were full of pious confidence ; and 
Borne of them were resolved to commit suicide before the night was out. 
But only put your finger suddenly on the weak point in the Btory told by 
any one of them, and there was an end of her rage, or her tears, or her 
piety, or her despair — and out came the genuine woman, in full possession 
of all her resources, with a neat little lie that exactly suited the circum- 
stances of the case. Miss Gwilt was in tears, sir, — becoming tears that 
didn’t make her nose red, — and I put my finger suddenly on the weak 
point in her story. Down dropped her pathetic pocket-handkerchief from 
her beautiful blue eyes, and out came the genuine woman with the neat 
little lie that exactly suited the circumstances ! I felt twenty yean younger, 
Mr. Armadale, on the spot. I declare I thought I was in Newgate again, 
with my note-book in my hand, taking my instructions for the defence 1 ” 
44 The next thing, you’ll say, Mr. Pedgift,” cried Allan, angrily, 44 is 
that Mill Gwilt has been in prison 1 ” 
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Pedgift Senior calmly rapped hia snuff-box, and had his answer ready 
at a moment's notice. 

44 She may have richly deserved to see the inside of a prison, Mr. 
Armadale; but, in the age we live in, that is one excellent reason for her 
never having been near any place of the kind. A prison, in the present 
tender state of public feeling, for a charming woman like Miss Gwilt ! 
My dear sir, if she had attempted to murder you or me, and if an inhuman 
judge and jury had decided on sending her to a prison, the first object of 
modern society would be to prevent her going into it ; and, if that couldn't 
be done, the next object would be to let her out again as soon as possible. 
Bead your newspaper, Mr. Armadale, and you'll find we live in piping 
times for the black sheep of the community — if they are only black enough. 
I insist on asserting, sir, that we have got one of the blackest of the lot to 
deal with in this case. 1 insist on asserting that you have had the rare 
luck, in these unfortunate inquiries, to pitch on a woman who happens 
to be a fit object for inquiry, in the interests of the public protection. 
Differ with me as strongly as you please — but don’t make up your mind 
finally about MisB Gwilt, until eventB have put those two opposite opinions 
of ours to the test that I have proposed. A fairer test there can’t be. I 
agree with you, that no lady worthy of the name could attempt to force 
her way in here, after receiving your letter. But I deny that Miss Gwilt 
» 8 worthy of the name ; and I say she will try to force her way in here 
in spite of you.” 

“ And I say Bhe won’t ! ” retorted Allan, firmly. 

Pedgift Senior leaned back in his chair and smiled. There was a 
momentary silence — and in that silence, the door-bell rang. 

The lawyer and the client both looked expectantly in the direction of 
the hall. 

*< No 1 ” cried Allan, more angrily than ever. 

44 Yes 1 ” said Pedgift Senior, contradicting him with the utmost 
politeness. 

They waited the event. The opening of the house-dopr was audible, 
but the room was too far from it for the sound of voices to reach the 
ear as well.* After a long interval of expectation, the (ffoaing of £he 
door was beard at last. Allan rose impetuously, and rang the bell. 
Mr. Pedgift the elder sat sublimely calm, and enjoyed, with a gentle zest, 
the largest pinch of snuff he had taken yet. 

“ Anybody for me ? ” asked Allan, when the aervant came in. 

The man looked at Pedgift Senior, with an expression of unutterable 
reverence, and answered— 44 Mias Gwilt.” 

44 1 don't waat to crow over you, sir,” said Mr. Pedgift the elder, when 
the aervant had withdrawn. 44 But what do you think of Miss Gwilt woi? ? ” 

Allan shook his head in silent discouragement and distress. 

M Time u of some importance, Mr. Armadale. After what has just 
happened, do you still object to t a kin g the count I hart had the honour 
of suggesting to you ? ” 
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44 I fc&n’t, Mr. Pedgift,” said Allan. 44 1 can’t be the means of dis- 
gracing her in the neighbourhood. I would rather be disgraced myself — 
as I am. 11 

44 Let me put it in another way, sir. Excuse my persisting. You 
have been very kind to me and my family ; and I have a personal 
interest, as well as a professional interest in you. If you can’t prevail on 
yourself to show this woman's character in its true light, will you take 
common precautions to prevent her doing any more harm ? Will you 
consent to having her privately watched, as long as she remains in thiB 
neighbourhood ? ” 

For the second time, Allan shook his head. 

44 Is that your final resolution, sir ? ” 

44 It is, Mr. Pedgift ; but I am much obliged to you for your advice, 
all the same." 

Pedgift Senior rose in a state of gentle resignation, and took up his 
hat. 44 Good evening, sir," he said, and made sorrowfully for the door. 
Allan rose on his side, innocently supposing that the interview was at an 
end. Persona better acquainted with the diplomatic habits of his legal 
adviser, would have recommended him to keep his seat. The time was 
ripe for 44 Pedgift’s postscript,” and the lawyer’s indicative snuff-box was 
at that moment in one of his hands, as he opened the door with the other. 

44 Good evening,” said Allan. 

Pedgift Senior opened the door — stopped — considered — closed the 
door again— came back mysteriously with his pinch of snuff in suspense 
between his box and his nose — and repeating his invariable formula, 
44 By-tke-by, there's a point occurs to me,” quietly resumed possession of 
his empty chair. 

Allan, wondering, took the seat, in his turn, which he had just left. 
Lawyer and client looked at each other once more, and the inexhaustible 
interview began again. 


CHAPTER VI 
Pedgift’s Postscript. 

41 1 mentioned that a point had occurred to me, sir,” remarked Pedgift 
Senior. 

44 You did,” said Allan. 

44 Would you like to hear what it is, Mr. Armadale ? ” 

44 If you please,” said Allan. 

14 With all my heart, sir ! This is the point. I attach considerable 
importance — if nothing else can be done — to having Miss Gwilt privately 
locked after, as long as she stops at Thorpe- Ambrose. It struck me just 
now at the door, Mr. Armadale, that what you are not willing to do ibr 
your own security, you might be willing to do for the security of anothe r 
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u What other person ? ” inquired Allan. 

U A young lady who is a near neighbour of yours, sir. Shall I 
mention tho name, in confidence ? Miss Milroy.” 

Allan started, and changed colour. 

“ Miss Milroy 1 ” he repeated. “ Can she be concerned in this 
miserable business ? I hope not, Mr. Pedgift; I sincerely hope not.” 

“ I paid a visit, in your interests, sir, at the cottage, this morning,” 
proceeded Pedgift Senior. “ You shall hear what happened there, and 
judge for yourself. Major Milroy has been expressing his opinion of you 
pretty freely ; and I thought it highly desirable to give him a caution. It's 
always the way with those quiet addle-headed men — when they do once 
wake up, there's no reasoning with their obstinacy, and no quieting their 
violence. Well, sir, this morning I went to the cottage. The major and 
Miss Neelie were both in the parlour — miss not looking so pretty as 
usual ; pale, I thought, pale, and worn, and anxious. Up jumps the 
addle-headed major (I wouldn’t give that, Mr. Armadale, for the brains of 
a man who can occupy himself for half his lifetime in making a clock !) 
— up jumps the addle-headed major, in the loftiest manner, and actually 
tries to look me down. Ha ! ha 1 the idea of anybody looking me down, 
at my time of life. I behaved like a Christian ; I nodded kindly to old 
Wliat’s-o'clock. ‘Fine morning, major,’ says I. * Have you any business 
with me ? * says he. 4 Just a word,’ says I. Miss Neelie, like the sen- 
sible girl she is, gets up to leave the room ; and what docs her ridiculous 
father do? He stops her. 4 You needn’t go, my dear ; I have nothing to 
say to Mr. Pedgift,’ Bays this old military idiot, and turns my way, and 
tries to look me down again. 4 You are Mr. Armadale’H lawyer,* says he ; 
4 if you come on any business relating to Air. Armadale, 1 refer you to 
my solicitor.' (His solicitor is Darch ; and Darch has had enough of me 
in business, I can tell you 1) ‘My errand here, major, doeB certainly 
relate to Air. Armadale,’ says I ; 4 but it doesn’t concern your lawyer — at 
any rate, just yet. I wish to caution you to suspend your opinion of 
my client, or, if you won’t do that, to be careful how you express it in 
public. I warn you that our turn is to come, and that you arte not at 
the end yet of this scandal about Misb Gwilt.* It struck me as likely 
that he would lose his temper when he found himself tackled in that way, 
and he amply fulfilled my expectations. lie was quite violent in his 
language — the poor weak creature — actually violent with me l I behaved 
like a Christian again ; I nodded kindly, and wished him good morning. 
When I looked round to wish Miss Neelie good morning too, she was 
gone. You seem restless, Mr. Armadale,” remarked Pedgift Senior, as 
Allan, feeling the sting of old recollections, suddenly started out of his 
chair, and began pacing up and down the room. 44 1 won't try your 
patience much longer, sir ; I am coming to the point.” 

44 1 beg your paidon, Mr. Pedgift,” said Allan, returning to his seat, 
aa4 trying to look composedly at the lawyer through the intervening 
image of Neelie which the lawyer had called up. 
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44 Well, si;, I left the cottage,” resumed Pedgift Senior. 44 Just as I 
turned the comer from the garden into tfye park, who should I stumble 
on but Miss Neelie herself, evidently on the look-out for me. ‘ I want 
to speak to you for one moment, Mr. Pedgift ! ’ says she. 4 Does 
Mr. Armadale think me mixed up in this matter ? ' She was violently 
agitated — tears in her eyes, sir, of the sort which my legal experience has 
not accustomed me to sec. * I quite forgot myself ; I actually gave her my 
arm, and led her away gently among the trees. (A nice position to find 
me in, if any of the scandal-mongers of the town had happened to be 
walking in that direction 1) 4 My dear Miss Milroy,’ says 1, 4 why should 

Mr. Armadale think you mixed up in it ? * ” 

44 You ought to have told her at once that I thought nothing of the 
kind 1” exclaimed Allan, indignantly. 44 Why did you leave her a moment 
in doubt about it ? ** ' 

44 Because 1 am a lawyer, Mr. Armadale,” rejoined Pedgift Senior, drily. 
44 Even in moments of sentiment, under convenient trees, with a pretty 
girl on my arm, I can’t entirely divest myself of my professional caution. 
Don’t look distressed, sir, pray ! I set things right in due course of time. 
Before I left Miss Milroy, 1 told her, in the plainest terms, no such idea 
had ever entered your head.” • 

44 Did she Bcem relieved ? ” asked Allan. 

44 She was able to dispense with the use of my arm, sir,” replied old 
Pedgift, as diily as ever, 44 and to pledge me to inviolable secresy on the 
subject of our interview. She was particularly desirous that you should 
hear nothing about it. if you are at all anxious on your side, to know 
why I am now betraying her confidence, 1 beg to inform you that her 
confidence related to no less a person than the lady who favoured you 
with a call just now — Miss Gwilt.” 

Allan, who had been once moie restlessly pacing the room, stopped, 
and returned to his chair. 

44 Is this serious? ” he asked. 

44 Most serious, sir,” returned Pedgift Senior. 44 1 am betraying Miss 
Ncelie’s secret, in Miss Ncclie's own interest. Let us go back to that 
cautious question I put to her. She found some little difficulty in answer- 
ing it — for the reply involved her in a narrative of the pasting interview 
between her governess and herself. This is the substance of it. The two 
were alone when Miss Gwilt took leave of her pupil ; and the words she 
used (as reported to me by Miss Neclic) were these. She said, 4 Your 
mother has declined to aHow me to take leave of her. Do you decline 
toe ? Miss Neelie’s answer was a remarkably sensible one for a girl of 
her age. 4 We have not been good friends,’ she said, 4 and I believe We 
are equally glad to part with each other. But I have no wish to decline 
taking leave of you. 9 Saying that, Bhe held out her hand. Miss Gwilt 
stood looking at her steadily, without taking it, and addressed her in these 
words : — 4 You are not Mrs. Armadale yet,' Gently, sir 1 Keep your 
temper. It’s not at all wonderful that a woman conscious of having her 



474 


ABMADALE. 


own mercenary designs on you, should attribute similar designs to a young 
lady who happens to be your near neighbour. Let me go on. Miss 
Neelie, by her own confession (and quite naturally, I think), was execs* 
lively indignant. She owns to having answered, < You shameless creature, 
how dare you say that to me 1 ’ Miss Gwilt’s rejoinder was rather a 
remarkable one — the anger, on her side, appears to have been of the cool, 
still, venomous kind. 4 Nobody ever yet injured me, Miss Milroy,’ she 
■aid, * without sooner or later bitterly repenting it. You will bitterly 
repent it. f She stood looking at her pupil for a moment in dead silence, 
and then left the room. Miss Neelie appears to have felt the imputa- 
tion fastened on her, in connection with you, far more sensitively than 
she felt the threat. She had previously known, as everybody had known 
in the house, that some unacknowledged proceedings of yours in London 
had led to Miss Gwilt’s voluntary withdrawal from her situation. And 
she now inferred, from the language addressed to her, that she was actually 
believed by Miss Gwilt to have set those proceedings on foot, to advance 
herself, and to injure her governess, in your estimation. Gently, sir, 
gently 1 1 haven’t quite done yet. As soon as Miss Neelie had recovered 
herself, she went upstairs to speak to Mrs. Milroy. Miss Gwilt’s abomi- 
nable imputation had taken her by surprise ; and she went to her mother 
first for enlightenment and advice. She got neither the one nor the other. 
Mrs. Milroy declared she waB too ill to enter on the subject, and she has 
remained too ill to enter on it ever since. Miss Neelie applied next to 
her father. The major stopped her the moment your name passed her 
lips: he declared he would never hear you mentioned again by any 
member of his family. She has been left in the dark from that time to 
this — not knowing how Bhe might have been misrepresented by Miss 
Gwilt, or what falsehoods you might have been led to believe of her. At 
my age and in my profession, I don’t profess to have any extraordinary 
softness of heart. But I do think, Mr. Armadale, that MisB Neelie’s 
position deserves our sympathy.” 

44 I’ll do anything to help her ! ” cried Allan, impulsively. 44 You don’t 

know, Mr. Pedgift, what reason I have ” He checked himself, and 

confusedly repeated his first words. 44 I’ll do anything,” he reiterated 
earnestly — 44 anything in the world to help her ! ” 

44 Do you really mean that, Mr. Armadale ? Excuse my asking — but 
you can vory materially help Miss Neelie if you ohoose ! ” 

44 How ? ” asked Allan. 44 Only tell me how 1 ” 

44 By giving me your authority, sir, to proteot her from Miss Gwilt.” 

Having fired that shot point-blank at his client, the wiae lawyer 
waited a little to let it take its effect before he said any more. 

Allan's face clouded, and he shifted uneasily from side to aide of his 
chair. 

44 Your son is hard enough to deal with, Mr. Pedgift,” he said. 44 And 
you are harder than your son.” 

44 Thank you, sir,” rejoined the ready Pedgift , 44 in my son’s name and 
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my own, for a handsome compliment to the firm. If yon really wish to 
be of assistance to Miss Neelie,” he went on more seriously, “ 1 have shown 
yon the way. Yon can do nothing to quiet her anxiety, which I have 
not done already. As soon os I had assured her that no misconception 
of her conduct existed in your mind, she went away satisfied. Her 
governess 1 * parting threat doesn’t seem to have dwelt on her memory. I 
can tell you, Mr. Armadale, it dwells on mine 1 You know my opinion 
of Mias Gwilt ; and you know what Miss Gwilt herself has done this 
very evening, to justify that opinion even in your eyes. May I ask, after 
all that has passed, whether you think she is the sort of woman who can 
be trusted to confine herself to empty threats 7 ” * 

The question was a formidable one to answer. Forced steadily book 
from the position which he had occupied at the outset of the interview, 
by the iuesistible pressure plain facts, Allan began for the first time to 
show symptoms of yielding on the subject of Miss Gwilt. “Is there no 
other way of protecting Miss Milroy but the way yon have mentioned 7 ” 
he asked uneasily. 

“ Do you think the major would listen to you, sir, if you spoke to 
him 7 ” asked Pedgift Senior sarcastically ; “ I’m rather afraid he wouldn't 
honour me with his attention. Or perhaps you would prefer alarming 
Miss Neelie by telling her in plain words that we both think her in 
danger 7 Or, suppose you send me to Miss Gwilt, with instructions to 
inform her that Bhe has done her pupil a cruel injustice? Women are so 
proverbially ready to listen to reason ; and they are so universally dis- 
posed to alter their opinions of each other on application— especially when 
one woman thinks that another woman has destroyed her prospect of 
making a good marriage. Don’t mind ms, Mr. Armadale— I'm only a 
lawyer, and I can sit waterproof under another shower of Miss Gwilt's 
tears ! " 

“ Damn it, Mr. Pedgift, tell me in plain words what you want to do 1 " 
cried Allan, losing his temper at last. 

“ In plain words, Mr. Armadale, I want to keep Miss Gwilt’s proceed* 
ings privately under view, as long as she stops in this neighbourhood. I 
answer for finding a person who will look after her delicately and dis- 
creetly. And I agree to discontinue even this harmless superintendence 
of her actions, if there isn’t good reason shown for continuing it, to your 
entire satisfaction, in a week’s time. I make that moderate proposal, sir, 
in what I sincerely believe to be Miss Milroy’s interest, and I wait your 
answer, Yes or No." 

“ Can't I have time to consider 7 " asked Allan, driven to the last 
helpless expedient of taking refuge in delay. 

“ Certainly, Mr. Armadale. But don't forget, while you axe can* 
sidering, that Min Milroy is in the habit of walking qpt alone in yonr 
park, innocent of all apprehension of danger— and that MW Gwilt » 
perfectly free to take any advantage of that circumstanoe that Min Gwilt 
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, M Do as you like 1 ” exclaimed Allan in despair. u And, for God’s 
sake, don't torment me any longer 1 ” 

Popular prejudice may deny it — but the profession of the law is a 
practically Christian profession in one respect at least. Of all the large 
collection of ready answers lying in wait for mankind on a lawyer’s lips, 
none is kept in better working order than “ the soft answer which tumetli 
away wrath.” Pedgift Senior rose with the alacrity of youth in his 
legs, and the wise moderation of age on his tongue. “Many thanks, 
sir,” he said, “ for the attention you have bestowed on me. I congra- 
tulate you on your decision, and I wish you good evening.” This time, 
his indicative snuff-box was not in his hand, when he opened the door, 
and he actually disappeared, without coming back for a second postscript. 

Allan’s head sank" on his breast, when he was left alone. “ If it was 
only the and of the week 1 ” he thought longingly. “ If I only had 
Midwinter baok again ! ” 

As that aspiration escaped the client’s lips, the lawyer got gaily into 
his gig. 11 Hie away, old girl I ” cried Pedgift Senior, patting the fast- 
trotting mare with the end of his whip. “ I never keep a lady waiting 
—and I’ve got business to-night with one of your own sex 1 ” 


CHAPTER VII. 

The Mautyudom of Miss Gwilt. 

Tiie outskirts of the little town of Thorpe-Ambrose, on the side nearest to 
“thegrent house,” have earned some local celcbiityas exhibiting the prettiest 
suburb of the kind to be found in East Norfolk. Here, the villas and 
gardens are for the most part built and laid out in excellent taste ; the trees 
are in the prime of their growth ; and the heathy common beyond the 
houses, rises and falls in picturesque and delightful variety of broken 
ground. The rank, fashion, and beauty of the town make this place their 
evening promenade; and when a stranger goes out for a drive, if he leaves 
it to the coachman, the coachman starts by way of the common as a 
matter of course. 

On the opposite side, that is to say, on the side farthest from “ the 
great house,” the 6uburbB (in the year eighteen hundred and fifty-one) 
were universally regarded as a sore subject by all persons zealous for the 
reputation of the town. 

Here, Nature was uninviting ; man was poor ; and social progress, as 
exhibited under the form of building, halted miserably. The streets 
dwindled feebly as they receded from the centre of the town, into smaller 
and smaller houses, and died away on the barren open ground into an 
atrophy of skeleton cottages. Builders hereabouts appeared to have 
universally abandoned their work in the first stage of its creation. ^ Land- 
holders set up poles on loBt patches of ground ; and, plaintively advertising 
that they were to let for building, raised sickly little crops meanwhile, in 
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despair of ‘finding a purchaser to deal with them. All the waste paper of 
the town seemed tb float congenially to this neglected spot ; and all ike 
fretful children came and cried here, in charge of all the slatternly 
nurses who disgraced the place. If there was any intention in Thorpu- 
Ambrose of sending a worn-out horse to the knackers, that horse was 
sure to be found waiting his doom in a field on this side of the town. No 
growth flourished in these desert regions, but the arid growth of rubbish ; 
and no human creatures rejoiced but the creatures of the night — the 
vermin here and therein the beds, and the cats everywhere on the tiles. 

The sun had set, and the summer twilight was darkening. The ftetful 
children were crying in thdr cradles ; the horse destined for the knacker 
dozed forlorn in the field of his imprisonment ; the cats waited stealthily 
in corners for the coming night. But one living figure appeared in the 
lonely su/Virb — the figure c f Mr. Bash wood. But one fiunt sound dis- 
turbed the dreadful silence — the sound of Mr. Boshwood's softly-stepping 
feet. 

Moving slowly past the heaps of bricks 1 ising at intervals along the 
road ; coasting carefully round the old iron, and the broken tiles scattered 
here and theic in his path, Mr. Boshwood advanced from the direction 
of the country towards one of the unfinished Btreots of the suburb. His 
personal appearance had been apparently made the object of some special 
attention. His false teeth were biilliautly white ; his wig was carefully 
brushed ; his mourning garments, renewed throughout, gleamed with the 
hideous and slimy gloss of cheap black cloth. lie moved with a nervous 
jauntiness, and looked about him with a vacant smile. Having reached 
the first of the skeleton cottages, his watery eyes settled steadily for the 
firBt time on the view of the street before him. The next instant he 
started ; his breath quickened ; he leaned trembling and flushing against 
the unfinished wall at his side. A lady, still at some distance, was 
advancing towards him down the length of the street, “ She’s coming ! 11 
he whispered, with a strange mixture of rapture and fear, of alternating 
colour and paleness, showing itself in his haggard face. “ I wish I was the 
ground she treads on 1 I wish I was the glove she’s got on her hand 1 " 
He burst ecstatically into those extravagant words, with a concentrated 
intensity of delight in uttering them that actually shook his feeble figure 
from head to foot. 

Smoothly and gracefully the lady glided nearer and nearer, until she 
revealed to Mr. Bashwood’s eyes, what Mr. Bash wood’s instincts had 
recognized in the first instance — the face of Miss Gwilt. 

She was dressed with on exquisitely expressive economy of outlay. 
The plainest straw bonnet procurable, trimmed sparingly with the cheapest 
white ribbon, was on her head. Modest And tasteful poverty expressed 
itself in the speckless cleanliness and the modestly-proportioned skirts of 
her light “ print ” gown, and in the scanty little mantilla of cheap blade 
ailk which she wore over it, edged with a simple frilling of the — 
material The lustre of her terrible red hair showed itself unshrinkingly 
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in a plaited coronet above her forehead, and escaped in one vagrant love- 
lock, perfectly curled, that dropped over her left shoulder. Her gloves, 
fitting her like a second skin, were of the sober brown hue which is 
slowest to show signs of use. One hand lifted her dress daintily above 
the impurities of the road ; the other held a little noBegay of the com- 
monest garden flowerB. Noiselessly and smoothly Bhe came on, with a 
gentle and regular undulation of the print goWn ; with the lovelock softly 
lifted from moment to moment in the evening breeze ; with her head a 
little drooped, and her eyes on the ground — in walk, and look, and 
manner, in every casual movement that escaped her, expressing that subtle 
mixture of the voluptuous and the modest which, of the many attractive 
extremes that meet in women, is in a man's eyes the moBt irresistible 
of all. 

44 Mr. Bashwood ! ” Bhe exclaimed, in loud clear tones indicative of 
the utmost astopishment, 44 what a surprise to find you hero ! I thought 
none but the wretched inhabitants ever ventuied near this side of the 
town. Hush 1 " Bhe added quickly in a whisper. — “ You heard right, 
when you heard that Mr. Armadale was going to have me followed and 
watched. There’s a man behind one of the houses. We must talk out 
loud of indifferent things, and look as if we had met by accident. Ask 
me what I am doing. Out loud ! Directly 1 You shall never see me 
again, if you don't instantly leave off trembling, and do what I tell you I ” 

She spoke with a merciless tyranny of eye and voice — with a merciless 
use of her power over the feeble creature whom she addressed. Mr. Bash- 
wood obeyed her in tones that quavered with agitation, and with eyes 
that devoured her beauty in a strange fascination of terror and delight. 

41 I am trying to earn a little money by teaching musio,” she said, in 
the voice intended to reach the Bpy’s ears. 44 If you are able to recommend 
me any pupils, Mr. Bashwood, your good word will oblige me. Have 
you been in the grounds to-day ? ” she went on, dropping her voice again 
to a whisper. “Has Mr. Armadale been near the cottage? Has Miss 
Milroy been out of the garden ? No ? *Are you Bure ? Look out for 
them to-morrow, and next day, and next day. They are oertain to meet 
and make it up again, and I must and will know of it. Hush 1 Ask me 
my terms for teaching music. What are you frightened about? It's 
me the man's after — not you. Louder than when you asked me what 
I waB doing, just now ; louder, or I won't trust you any more; Til go to 
somebody else 1 " 

Once more Mr. Bashwood obeyed. “ Don't be angry with me," he 
murmured faintly, when he had spoken the necessity words. 41 My heart 
beats so— you'll kill me 1 " 

44 You poor old dear I ” die whispered bank, with a sudden change in 
her manner— with an easy satirical tenderness. 44 What business have you 
with a heart at your age ? Be here to-morrow at the same time, and tell 
me what you haye seen in the grounds. My terms are only five shillings 
ft lesson," she went on, in her louder tone; 44 I'm sure that's not much. 
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Mr. BashWood, — I give such long lessons, and I get all my pupils' mnsio 
half-price. 11 . 6he -‘suddenly dropped her voice again, and looked him 
brightly into instant subjeotion. “ Don't let Mr. Armadale out of your 
sight to-morrow 1 If that girl manages to speak to him, and if I don't 
hear of it, I'll frighten you to death. If I do hear of it, I’ll kiss you ! 
Hush 1 Wish me good-night, and go on to the town, and leave me to go 
the other way. I don't want you — I’m not afraid of the man behind the 
houses ; I can deal with liifa by myself. Say good-night, and I'll let you 
shake hands. Say it louder, and I'll give you one of my dowel's, if you'll 
promise not to fall in love with it.” She raised her voice again. “ Good- 
night, Mr. Boshwood ! .Don’t forget my terms. Five shillings a lesson, 
and the lessons last an hmr at a time, and I get all my pupils' music half- 
price, which is an immense advantage, isn’t it ? ” She slipped a flower 
into his bend — frowned him into obedience, and Bmiled to reward him for 
obeying, at the same moment — lifted her dress again above the impurities 
of the road — and went on her way with a dainty and indolent deliberation, 
as a cat goes on her way when she has exhausted the enjoyment of 
frightening a mouse. 

Left alone, Mr. Bashwood turned to the low cottage wall near which 
he had been standing, and, resting himself on it wearily, looked at the 
flower in his hand. Ilis past existence had disciplined him to bear disaster 
and insult, as few happier men could have borne them — but it had not 
prepared him to feel the master-passion of humanity, for the first time, at 
the dreary end of his life, in the hopeless decay of a manhood that had 
withered under the double blight of conjugal disappointment and parental 
sorrow. u Oh, if I was only young again I ” murmured the poor wretch, 
resting his arms on the wall, and touching the flower with his dry fevered 
lips, in a stealthy rapture of tenderness. “ She might have liked me when 
1 was twenty ! ” He suddenly started back into an erect position, aud 
stared about him in vacant bewilderment and terror. “ She told me to 
go home,” he said, with a startled look. “ Why am I stopping here ? ” 
He turned, and hurried on to the town — in such dread of her anger, if 
die looked round and Baw him, that he never so much as ventured on a 
backward glance at the road by which she had retired, and never detected 
the spy dogging her footsteps, under cover of the empty houses and the 
brick-heaps by the road-side. 

Smoothly and gracefully, carefully preserving the speckles# integrity 
of her dress, never hastening her pace, and never looking aside to the 
right hand or the left, Miss Gwilt pursued her way towards the open 
country. The suburban road branched off at its end in two directions* 
On the left, the path wound through a ragged little coppice, to the grasiag 
grounds of a neighbouring farm. On the right, it led across a hillock of 
waste land to the high road. Stopping a moment to consider, but not 
showing the spy that she suspected him, by glancing behind her, while 
there wae a hiding-place within his reach, Mias Gwilt took the peth across 
the hillock. “ HI catch him there,” she said to herself, looking op quietly 
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at the long Btraight line of the empty high road. Once on the ground 
that she had chosen for her purpose, she met the difficulties of the position 
with perfect tact and self-possession. After walking some thirty yards 
along the road, she let her nosegay drop — half turned round, in stooping 
to pick it up — saw the man stopping at the same moment behind her — 
and instantly went on again, quickening her pace, little by little, until she 
was walking at the top of her speed. The spy fell into the snare laid for 
him. Seeing the night coming, and fearing that he might lose sight of 
her in the darkness, he rapidly lessened the distance between them. Miss 
Gwilt went on faster and faster, till she plainly heard his footsteps behind 
her — then stopped — turned — and met the man face to face the next 
moment. 

44 My compliments to Mr. Armadale,” she said, 44 and tell him I’ve 
caught you watching me.” 

44 I’m not watching you, miss,” retorted the spy, thrown off liis guard 
by the daring plainness of the language in which she had spoken to him. 

Miss Gwilt’s eyes measured him contemptuously from head to foot. 
He was a weakly, undersized man. She was the taller, and (quite possibly) 
the stronger of the two. 

“Take your hat off, you blackguard, when you speak to a lady,” 6he 
said — and tossed his hat in an instant across a ditch by which they were 
standing, into a pool on the other side. 

This time the spy was on his guard. lie knew, as well as Miss Gwilt 
knew, the use which might be made of the precious minutes, if he turned 
his back on her, and crossed the ditch to recover his hat. 44 It’s well for 
you you’re a woman,” he said, standing scowling at her bareheaded in the 
fast-darkening light. 

Miss Gwilt glanced sidelong down the onward vista of the road, and 
saw, through the gathering obscurity, the solitary figure of a man, rapidly 
advancing towards her. Some women would have noticed the approach 
of a stranger at that hour and in that lonely place with a certain anxiety. 
Miss Gwilt was too confident in her own powers of persuasion not to 
count on the man’s assistance beforehand, whoever he might be, because 
he was a man. She looked back at the spy with redoubled confidence in 
herself, and measured him contemptuously from head to foot for the 
second time. 

44 1 wonder whether I’m strong enough to throw you after your hat ? ” 
she said. 44 I’ll take a turn and consider it.” 

She sauntered on a few steps towards the figure advancing along the 
road. The spy followed her close. 44 Try it,” he said brutally. 44 You’re 
a fine woman — you’re welcome to put your arms round me if you like.” 
As the words escaped him, he too saw the stranger for the first time. He 
drew back a step and waited. Miss Gwilt, on her side, advanced a step 
and waited too. 

The stranger came on, with the lithe light step of a practised walker, 
swinging a stick in his hand, and carrying a knapsack on his shoulders. 
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A few paces, nearer, and his face became visible. He was a dark man, 
his black hair was powdered with dust, and his black eyes were looking 
steadfastly forward along the road before him. 

Miss Gwilt advanced with the first signs of agitation she had shown 
yet. “ Is it possible ? ” she Baid softly. * “ Can it really be yon ! ” 

It was Midwinter, on his way back to Thorpe-Ambrose, after his 
fortnight among the Yorkshire moors. 

Ho stopped and looked at her, in breathless surprise. The image of 
the woman had been in his thoughts, at the moment when the woman 
heiself spoke to him. '* Miss Gwilt 1 ” he exclaimed, and mechanically 
held out his hand. 

She took it, and pressed ii gently. “ I should have been glad to see 
you at any time,” she said. “ You don’t know how glad I am to see you 
now. May I trouble you to speak to that man ? He has been following 
me, and annoying me, all the way from the town.” 

Midwinter stepped post her, without uttering a word. Faint as the 
light was, the spy saw what uos coming in his face, and turning instantly, 
leapt the ditch by the roadside. Before Midwinter could follow, Miss 
G wilt's hand was on his shoulder. 

il No,” she said. 41 You don’t know who his employer is.” 

Midwinter stopped, and looked at her. 

44 Strange things have happened since you left us,” she went on. tl I have 
been forced to give up my situation, and I am followed and watched by a 
paid .spy. Don’t ask who forced me out of my situation, and who pays 
the spy — at least not just yet. I can’t make up my mind to tell you till 
I am a little more composed. Let the wretch go. Do you mind seeing 
me Bafe back to my lodging ? It’s in your way home. May I — may I 
ask for the support of your arm ? My little stock of courage is quite 
exhausted.” She took his arm and clung close to it. The woman who 
had tyrannized over Mr. Bashwood was gone, and the womau who had 
tossed the spy's hat into the pool was gone. A timid, shrinking, interest- 
ing creature filled the fair Bkin, and trembled on the symmetrical limbs of 
Miss Gwilt. She put her handkerchief to her eyes. 44 They say necessity 
has no law,” she murmured faintly. “ I am treating you like an old 
IHend. God knows I want one 1 ” 

They went on towards the town. She recovered herself with a tou chi ng 
fortitude — she put her handkerchief back in her pocket, and persisted in 
turning the conversation on Midwinter’s walking tour. 44 It is bad enough 
to be a burden on you,” she said, gently pressing on his arm as she spoke. 
“ I mustn’t distress you as welL Tell me where you have been, and what you 
have seen. Interest me in your journey ; help me to escape from myself.” 

tfbey reached the modest little lodging, in the miserable little suburb*. 
Him Gwilt sighed, and removed her glove before she took Midwinter's 
band. “I have taken refuge here,” she said, simply. “ It is dean end 
quiet — I am too poor to want or expect mere. We must say good-by, I 
•Oppose, unless — ” die hesitated modestly, and satisfied herself by a guide 
vol. xn.— -no. 70. 28, 
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look found that they were unobserved — “ unless you would like to come 
in and rest a little ? I feel so gratefully towardB you, Mr. Midwinter ! 
Is there any harm, do you think, in my offering you a cup of tea ? ” 

The magnetie influence of her touch was thrilling through him while 
she spoke. Change and absence to which he had trusted to weaken her 
hold on him, had treacherously strengthened it instead. A man exception- 
ally sensitive, a man exceptionally pure in his past life, he stood hand in 
hand in the tempting secresy of the night, with the first woman who had 
exercised over him the all-absorbing influence of her sex. At his age 
and in his position, who could have left her ? The man (with a man’s 
temperament) doesn’t live who could have left her. Midwinter went in. 

A stupid, sleepy lad opened the house-door. Even he, being a male 
creature, brightened under the influence of Miss Gwilt. “ The urn, John,” 
she Baid, kindly, “ and another cup and saucer. I’ll borrow your candle 
to light my candles upstairs — and then I won’t trouble you any more to- 
night.” John was wakeful and active in an instant. “ No trouble, miss,” 
he said, with awkward civility. Miss Gwilt took his candle with a smile. 
“ How good people are to me ! ” she whispered innocently to Midwinter, 
as she led the way upstairB to the little drawing-room on the first floor. 

She lit the candles, and, turning quickly on her guest, stopped him at the 
first attempt he made to remove the knapsack from his shoulders. “ No,” 
she said, gently. “ In the good old times, there were occasions when the 
ladies unarmed their knights. I claim the privilege of unarming my 
knight.” Her dexterous fingers intercepted his at the straps and buckles; 
fend she had the dusty knapsack off, before he could protest against her 
touching it. 

They sat down at the one little table in the room. It was very poorly 
famished — but there was something of the dainty neatness of the woman 
who inhabited it in the arrangement of the few poor ornaments oh the 
chimney-piece, in the one or two prettily-bound volumes on the cheffonier, 
in the flowers on the table, and the modest little work-basket in the 
window. u Women are not all coquettes,” she said, as she took off her 
bonnet and mantilla, and laid them carefully on a chair. “ I won’t go 
into my room, and look in my glass, and make myself smart— you shall 
take me just as I am.” Her hands moved about among the tea-things 
with a smooth, noiseless activity. Her magnificent hair flashed crimson 
in the candle-light, ns she turned her head hither and thither, searching, 
with an easy grace, for the things she wanted in the tray. Exercise had 
heightened the brilliancy of her complexion, and had quickened the rapid 
alternations of expression in her eyes — the delicious languor that stole over 
(hem when sihe was listening or thinking, the bright inteUigenoq that 
flashed from them softly when she spoke. In the lightest ward trite said, 
in the thing she did, there was something thaVgently solicited the 
heart 6f the man who sat with her. Perfectly modest in her manner^ 
possessed to perfection of the graceful restraints and refinements! of a lady, 
she had all the allurements that feast the eye, all die Shen-invHatioM 
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that seduce the sense — a subtle suggestiveness in her silende, and a sexual 
sorcery in her smile. 

11 Should I be wrong/’ she asked, suddenly suspending the conversation 
which die had thus far persistently restricted to the subject of Midwinter’s 
walking tour, 11 if I guessed that you have something on your mind — 
something which neither my tea nor my talk can charm away ? Are men 
os curious as women ? Is the something — Me ? ” 

Midwinter struggled against the fascination of looking at her and 
listening to her. “I urn very anxious to hear what has happened Bince I 
have been away,” he bUO, “ But I am still more anxious, Miss Gwilt, 
not to distress you by Freaking of a painful subject.” 

She looked at him gratefully. 44 It is for your sake that I have 
avoided /^e painful 'subject.” she said, toying with her spoon among the 
dregs in her empty cup. 44 But you will hear about it from others, if you 
don’t hear about it from me ; and you ought to know why you found me 
in that Btrange situation, and why you see me here. Pray remember one 
thing to begin with. I don’t blame your friend Mr. Armadale — I blame 
the people whose instrument he is." 

Midwinter started. “ Is it possible,” he began, “ that 4-Han can be in 

any way answerable ? ” He Btopped, and looked at Miss Gwilt in 

silent astonishment. 

61ie gently* laid her liand on his. “ Don’t be angry with me for only 
telling the truth,” she said. 44 Your friend is answerable for everything 
that has happened to me — innocently answerablo, Mr. Midwinter, I 
firmly believe. We are both victims. lie is the victim of his position as 
the richest single man in the neighbourhood ; and I am the victim of 
Miss Milroy’s determination to marry him.” 

44 Miss Milroy ? ” repeated Midwinter, more and more aatonished. 
44 Why, Allan himself told me ” He stopped again. 

41 He told you that I was the object of his admiration ? Poor fellow, 
he admires everybody — his head is almost as empty as Ibis,” said MW 
Gwilt, smiling indicatively into the hollow of her cup. She dropped the 
spoon, sighed, and became serious again. 44 1 am guilty of the vanity of 
having let him admire me,” she went on penitently, 44 without the excuse 
of being able, on my side, to reciprocate even the passing interest that he feh 
in me. I don’t undervalue his many admirable qualities, car the 
position he can offer to his wife. But a woman’s heart is not to be 
commanded — no, Mr. Midwinter, not even by the fortunate of 

Thorpe- Ambroae who commands everything eke.” 

She looked him fell in the free as she uttered that ma gnanimo us 
sentiment. His eyes dropped before hers, and hie dark colour deepened. He 
had felt his heart leap in him at the decimation of her indifference to 
Allan. Her the first time since they had known each ether, hie interests 
now stood self-revealed before him as openly adverse to the intermtaof his 
friend. 

44 I hare keen guilty of the vanity of Jetting Mr. Armadale sfonim me, 
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and I have suffered for it,” resumed Miss Gwilt. 41 If there had been 
any confidence between my pupil and me, I might have easily satisfied her 
that she might become Mrs. Armadale — if she could — without having any 
rivalry to fear on my part. But Miss Milroy disliked and distrusted me 
from the first. She took her own jealous view, no doubt, of Mr. Armadale’s 
thoughtless attentions to me. It was her interest to destroy the position, 
such aB it was, that I held in his estimation ; and it is quite likely her 
mother assisted her. Mi's. Milroy had her motive also (which I am really 
ashamed to mention) for wishing to drive me out of the house. Anyhow, 
the conspiracy has succeeded. I have been forced (with Mr. Armadale’s 
help) to leave the major’s service. Don’t be angry, Mr. Midwinter ! 
don’t form a hasty opinion ! I dare say Miss Milroy has some good 
qualities, though I have not found them out ; and I nssure you again and 
again that I don’t blame Mr. Armadale— I only blame the people whose 
instrument he is.” 

41 How is he their instrument ? How can he be the instrument of any 
enemy of yours ? ” asked Midwinter. “ Pray excuse my anxiety, Miss 
Gwilt — Allan’s good name is as dear to me as my own I ” 

Miss Gwilt’s eyes turned full on him again, and Miss Gwilt's heart 
abandoned itself innocently to an outburst of enthusiasm. 44 How I admire 
your earnestness I ” she said. 44 How I like your anxiety for your friend I 
Oh, if women could only form such friendships ! Oh, you happy, happy 
men 1 ** Her voice faltered, and her convenient teacup absorbed her for 
the third time. “ I would give all the little beauty I possess,” Bhe said, 
44 if I could only find such a friend as Mr. Armadale has found in you . 1 

never shall, Mr. Midwinter, I never shall. Let us go baok to what we 
were talking about. I can only tell you how your friend is concerned in 
my misfortunes, by telling you something first about myself. I am like 
many other governesses ; I am the victim of sad domestic circumstances. 
It may be weak of me, but I have a horror of alluding to them among 
strangers. My silence about my family and my fritnds exposes me to 
misinterpretation in my dependent position. Does it do me any harm, 
Mr. Midwinter, in your estimation ? ” 

44 God forbid 1 ” said Midwinter, fervently. “ There is no man living,” 
he went on, thinking of his own family story, “ who has better reason to 
understand and respect your silence than I have.” 

Miss Gwilt seized his hand impulsively. “ Oh,” she said, 44 I knew 
it, the first moment I saw you ! I knew that yon, too, had snffered, that 
yon too had sorrows which you kept sacred 1 Strange, strange sympathy ! 
I believe in mesmerism — do you ? " She suddenly recollected herself 
and shuddered. 44 Oh, what have I done ? what must you think o^me ? ” 
she exclaimed, ad he yielded to the magnetic fascination of her touch, and 
forgetting everything but the hand that lay warm in his own, bent over 
it and kissed it. 14 Spare me ! ” she said, frintly, as she fblt the burning 
touch ofhis lips. 44 1 am so friendless, lam so completely pt your mercy l ” 

H^jkrned away from her, and hid his free in his hands— he was 
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trembling/ and die saw it. She looked at him, while hie face was hidden 
from her — she looked at him with a furtive interest and surprise. “ How 
that man loves me 1 " she thought. “ I wonder whether there was a time 
once when I might have loved him ? " 

The silence between them remained unbroken for some minutes. He 
had felt her appeal to his consideration as she had never expected or 
intended him to feel it — he shrank from looking at her or from speaking 
to her again. 

“ Shall 1 go on with my story ? ” she asked. “ Shall we forget and 
forgive on both sides 7 *' A woman’s inveterate indulgence for every 
expression of a man’s admiration which keeps within the limits of per- 
sonal respect, curved her lips gently into a charming smile. She looked down 
meditatively at her dress, and brushed a crumb off her lap with a little 
fluttering sigh. u I was telAdg you,” she went on, 44 of my reluctance to 
speak to strangers of my sad family story. It was in that way, as I 
afterwards found out, that I laid myself open to Miss Milroy’s malice 
and Miss Milroy’s suspicion. Private inquiries about me were addressed 
to the lady who was my reference — at Miss Milroy’s suggestion, in the 
first instance, I have no doubt. 1 am sorry to say, this is not the 
worst of it. By some underhand means of which I am quite ignorant, 
Mr. Armadale’s simplicity was imposed on — and when application was 
made secretly to my reference in London, it was made, Mr. Midwinter, 
through your friend.” 

Midwinter suddenly rose from his chair and looked at her. The 
fascination that she exercised over him, powerful as it was, became a sus- 
pended influence, now that the plain disclosure came plainly at last from 
her lips. He looked at her, and sat down again like a man bewildered, 
without uttering a word. 

44 Remember how weak he is,” pleaded Miss Gwilt gently, 44 and make 
allowances for him as I do. The trifling accident of his failing to find my 
reference at the address given him seems, I can’t imagine why, to hare 
excited Mr. Armadale’s suspicion. At any rate, he remained in London. 
What he did there, it is impossible for me to say. I was quite in tbe 
dark ; I knew nothing ; I distrusted nobody ; I was as happy in my little 
round of duties as I could be with a pupil whose affections I had failed to 
win — when, one morning, to my indescribable astonishment, Major Milroy 
showed me a correspondence between Mr. Armadale and himself. He 
spoke to me in his wife’s presence. Poor creature, I make no complaint 
of her — euch affliction as she suffers excuses everything. I wish I could 
give you some idea of the letters between Mhjor Milroy and Mr. Armadale 
— buj my head is only a woman’s head, and I was so confused and dis- 
tressed at the* time 1 All I can tell you is, that Mr. Armadale chose to 
preserve silence about his proceedings in London, under circ ums t a nces 
which made that silence a reflection on my character. The major was 
most kind ; his confidence in me remained unshaken — but cou ld his con- 
fidence protect me against his wife’s prejudice and his daughter'lKll-trill ? 
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Oh, the hardness of women to each other ! Oh, tho humiliation if men 
only -knew some of us as we really are ! What could I do ? I couldn't 
defend myself against mere imputations ; and I couldn't remain in my 
situation after a slur had been cast on me. My pride (Heaven help me. 
I was brought up like a gentlewoman, and I have sensibilities that are not 
blunted even yet 1) — my pride got the better of me, and I left my place. 
Don't let it distress you, Mr. Midwinter 1 There's a bright side to the 
picture. The ladies in the neighbourhood have overwhelmed me with 
kindness ; I have the prospect of getting pupils to teach ; I am spared the 
mortification of going back to be a burden on my friends. The only 
complaint I have to make is I thiuk a just one ? Mr. Aimadalc has been 
back at Thorpe-Ambrose for some days. 1 have entreated him, by letter, 
to grant me an interview ; to tell me what dreadful suspicions he has of 
me, and to let me set myself right in his estimation. Would you believe 
it ? he has declined to see me — under the influence of others ; not of his 
own fiee will, I am sure I Cruel, isn't it? But he has even used me 
more cruelly still — he persists in suspecting me — it is ho who is having 
me watched. Oh, Mr. Midwinter, don't hate me for telling you what you 
must know 1 The man you found persecuting me and frightening me to- 
night was only earning his money after all as Mr. Armadale's spy." 

Once more Midwinter staited to his feet ; and this time the thoughts 
that weie in him found their way into words. 

“ I can’t believe it ; I won’t believe it I ” he exclaimed indignantly. 
lt If the man told you that, the man lied. I beg your pardon, Miss Gwilt ; 
I beg your pardon from the bottom of my heart. Don’t, pray don’t think 
I doubt you ; I only say there is some dreadful mistake. I am not suro 
that I understand ns I ought all that you have told me. But this last 
infamous meanness of which you think Allan guilty, I do understand. I 
swear to you, he is incapable of it 1 Some scoundrel has been taking 
advantage of him ; some scoundrel has been using his name. I'll prove ib 
to you if you will only give me time. Let me go and clear it up at onoe. 
I can't rest; I can't bear to think of it ; I can’t even enjoy the pleasure of 
being here. Oh," he burst out desperately, “ I'm sure you feel for me, 
after what you have said — I feel so for you / " 

He stopped in confVuion. Miss Gwilt's eyes were looking at him 
again; and Miss Gwilt's band had found its way once more into 
his own. 

“ You are the most generous of living men," die said softly ; “ I will 
believe wliat you tell me to believe. Go," she added in a whisper, 
suddenly releasing his hand and turning away from 1dm. u For both 
our sakes, go 1 " 

His heart beat fast ; he looked at her as she dropped into a chair and 
put her handkerchief to her eyes. For one moment he hedtated — the 
next, ha snatched up his kn a p sack from the floor, and left her precipi- 
tately without a backward loos, or a parting word. 

She roes when the door closed on him. A change 


her the 
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instant she was alone. The colour faded out of her cheeks ; the beauty 
died out of her eyes ; her face hardened horribly with a silent despair. 
“ It’s even baser work than I bargained for/’ she said, 41 to deceive Atm. 1 ' 
After pacing to and fro in the room for some minutes, she stopped wearily 
before the glass over the fireplace. 44 You strange creature 1” she mur- 
mured, leaning her elbows on the mantel-piece, and languidly addressing 
the reflection of herself in the glass. 44 Have you got any conscience left; ? 
And has that man roused it ? ” 

The reflection of her face clianged slowly. The colour returned to her 
cheeks, the delicious languor began to suffuse her eyes again. Her lips 
parted gently, and her quickening breath began to dim the surface of the 
glass. She drew back from it, after a moment’s absorption in her own 
thoughts, with a start of terror. 44 What am I doing ? ” she asked herself 
in a sutaen pai.ic of astoLhhment. 44 Am I mad enough to be thinking 
of him in tha* way ? ” 

She buist into a mocking laugh, and opened her desk on the table 
recklessly with a bang. 44 It’s high time I had some talk with mother 
Jezebel,” she said, and sat down to write to Mrs. Oldershaw. 

44 1 have met with Mr. Midwinter/’ she began, 44 under very luoky 
circumstances ; and I have made the most of my opportunity. He has 
just left me for his friend Armadale ; and one of two good things will 
happen to-morrow. If they don’t quarrel, the doors of Thorpe-Ambrose 
will be opened to me again at Mr. Midwinter’s intercession. If they do 
quarrel, l shall be the unhappy cause of it, and I shall find my way in for, 
myself, on the purely Christian errand of reconciling them.” 

She hesitated at the next sentence, wrote the first few words of 
scratched them out again, and petulantly tore the letter into fragments and 
threw the pen to the other end of the room. Turning quickly on her 
chair, she looked at the seat which Midwinter hod occupied; her foot 
restlessly tapping the floor, and her handkerchief thrust like a gag between 
ner clenched teeth. 44 Young as you are,” she thought, with her mind 
reviving the image of him in the empty chair, — 44 there has been some- 
thing out of the common in your life — and I must and will know it 1 ” 

The house-dock struck the hour and roused her. She sighed, and 
walking back to the glass, wearily loosened the fastenings of her dies*; 
wearily removed the studs from the chemisette beneath it, and put them on 
the chimney-piece. She looked indolently at the reflected beauties of her 
neck and bosom, as she unplaited her hair and threw it bade in one great 
masa over her shoulders. 44 Fancy,” she thought, 44 if he saw me now I” 
She turned back to the table, and sighed again aa she extinguished one of 
the candles and took the other in her hand. 44 Midwinter ? ” she said, es 
Bhe*paaaed through the folding-doors of the room to her bedchamber. 44 1 
don’t believe in bis name, to begin with ! ” 

The night had advanced by more than an hour before Midwinter was 
back again at the great house. 
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Twice, well as the Homeward way was known to him, he had strayed 
out of the right road. The events of the evening — the interview with 
Min Gwilt herself, after his fortnight’s solitary thinking of her ; the 
extraordinary change that had taken place in her position since he had 
seen her last ; and the startling assertion of Allan’s connection with it— 
had all conspired to throw his mind into a state of ungovernable contusion. 
The darkness of the cloudy night added to his bewilderment. Even the 
familiar gates of Thorpe- Ambrose seemed strange to him. When he tried 
to think of it, it was a mystery to him how he had reached the place. 

The front of the house was dark and closed for the night. Midwinter 
went round to the back. The sound* of men’s voices, as he advanced, 
caught liis ear. They were soon distinguishable as the voices of the first 
and second footman, and the subject of conversation between them was 
their master. 

“ I’ll bet you an even half-crown he’s driven out of the neighbourhood 
before another week is over his head,” said the first footman. 

“ Done ? ” said the Becond. “ He isn’t as easy driven as you think.” 

“ Isn’t he ? ” retorted the other. “ He’ll be mobbed if he stops here 9 
I tell you again, he’s not satisfied with the mess he’s got into already. I 
know it for certain he's having the governess watched.” 

At those words, Midwinter mechanically checked himself before he 
turned the comer of the house. Ilis first doubt of the result of his 
meditated appeal to Allan ran through him like a sudden chill. The 
influence exercised by the voice of public scandal is a force which acts in 
opposition to the ordinary law of mechanics. It is strongest, not by con- 
centration, but by distribution. To the primary sound we may shut our 
earB ; but the reverberation of it in echoes is irresistible. On his way 
back, Midwinter’s one desire had been to find Allan up, and to speak to 
him immediately. His one hope now was to gain time to contend with 
the new doubts and to silence the new misgivings — his one present anxiety 
was to hear that Allan had gone to bed. He turned the corner of the 
house, and presented himself before the men smoking their pipes in the 
back garden. As soon as their astonishment allowed them to speak, they 
offered to rouse their master. Allan had given his friend up for that 
nighty and had gone to bed about half an hour since. 

It was my master’s particular order, sir,” said the head footman, 
“ that he was to be told of it if you came back.” 

“ It is tny particular request,” returned Midwinter, “ that you won't 
disturb him.” 

The men looked at eaoh other wonderingly, as he took his candle and 
left them; 
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On tlie coast of Normandy, in the department of Calvados, and at the 
mouth of the little river Toucques, there has arisen, within the last 
quarter of a century, most fashionable watering-place on the French 
side of the British Choroid. According to certain imaginative antiqua- 
rians the name is a corruption of Turns Villa , but aB not a single trace 
of Roman occupation has ever been discovered, and as no allusion to 
any such place occurs in any book or manuscript that has yet been * 
brought to light, it is quite as probable that the true derivation of the 
word may be found in the fact that Trouville was, once upon a time, a 
hole of a town, and that it is still a town in a hole. 

Some forty years ago an eminent artist, named Mozin, roaming 
through Normandy in search of the picturesque, chanced to alight upon 
what was then a mere fishing hamlet, and was so charmed with the varied 
beauties rf tlie site and neighbourhood, that he filled his album with 
sketches, which became the talk of the artistic and pleasure-seeking world 
of Paris. His enthusiasm made many converts, and visitors flocked to 
the spot to judge with their own eyes of the justice of his praises. Their 
enterprise wa9 well repaid, and every succeeding year has furthered the 
development of Trouville into its present goodly proportions. 

Though the port and original hamlet lie somewhat in a hole, such 
is by no means the case with the numerous villas and ch&lcts that stud 
the foot of the cliff facing the sea. For the most part these are built in 
imitation of the German- Swiss style, and boast of pretty gardens abun- 
dantly stocked with flowere ; and nowhere do carnations, German asters, 
petunias, and pelargoniums flourish in greater beauty or profusion. 
The wild carnation, be it parenthetically remarked, grows luxuriantly on 
the ruined walls of William the Conqueror's old ch&tean at Bonneville. 
As seen from the pier-head, or from on board the Havre steamer, these 
are few places more coquettishly picturesque than Trouville. Imme- 
diately above the broad expanse of fine hard sand the eye rests upon 
a broken line of houses, of what may be called the fantastic order of 
architecture, painted yellow ; with bright green Venetian blinds, and embel- 
lished round the windows with bricks of a deep red hue. A little farther 
off tpwards the other end of the plage, and dotting the hill-side, the dark 
red-brown of the mingled brick and wood-work of the oh&leta contrasts 
pleasantly with the dense masses of verdant foliage in which they seem 
to nestle, while silver-grey patches of restless, ever-murmuring aspens 
east a quivering light over the hill-side and impart a cheerfal sensation 
of life and motion. To the eastward the promontory of La Hfrre, with 
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its two lighthouses, stands out boldly and conspicuously, and at times the 
port and town of Havre-de-Gr&ce may be seen with tolerable distinctness'; 
hut this is a pleasure which visitors little enjoy, for it u the sure har- 
binger of lain. On the other side, that is, looking down channel to the 
south-west, an indented undulating coast-line stretches as far as the 
mouth of the Orne and the mussel-clad rocks known to the cow-keeping 
Normans aB the Yaches Noires. 

On the opposite side of the Toucqucs, and connected with Trouville by 
an excellent ferry and a still more excellent and considerably more 
modem biidgc, a new and yet more fashionable watering-place is rapidly 
taking form and shape. This highly favoured annexe — for it was a pet 
of the late Due de Momy, and is consequently still directly patronized by 
the Government — bears the name of Deauville, apparently because it is 
built upon dry sand-hillocks, baibarously levelled to suit the indolent 
habits of the Parisians. Had Lot’s wife ficen turned into salt while seated 
in a chair, the example would have been thrown away upon your tiue 
Parisian ; and it is morally certain, if there be any truth in the doctiine 
of development, and if in the natuial as in the social system a demand 
will create a. supply, that in the next generation, or at the latest, in the 
one after, the Parisian exquisite, whether male or female, will, instead 
of legs, be furnished with a chair as a finish to the human figure. The 
Prince in the Arabian Nights , who was marble from the waist downwards, 
is a fair type of tho Parisian beauty of the present day, only that in her 
case the process of petrifaction has extended to the heart, compensation, 
however, being afforded by a corresponding softening of the brain. For 
all that, Deauville promises to Bupplant Trouville within a very brief 
period, and is already beginning to attract the preference of the creme de 
la creme. It enjoys the advantage of a really splendid hotel, of standing 
in spacious pleasure-grounds and sheltering the new and tasteful Casino. 
Thefe is also a good sprinkling of comfortable villas, called pavilions , while 
a level terrace, upwards of a mile in length, affords an agreeable proine- 
nade at all times of the tide. The Hippodrome — the French equivalent for 
a racecourse — is likewise within gunshot of the “ Hfitel du Casino ; ” while 
another advantage is the entire absence of “ ancient and fish-like ” smells. 
To English visitors the extent and firmness of the sands, covered in 
plaoes with a vast quantity of beautiful shells, may be mentioned as an 
additional attraction ; but your genuine Parisian belle asks only for 
sufficient space to crowd together three or four hundred rash-bottomed 
chairs. That is her notion of a marine Paradise. With one chair to sit 
upon, one to rest her feet upon, and one to protect hen eapaUrivo skirts, 
die envies not Buddha himself, -sitting on his lotus-leaf eternally cross- 

legged. 

In one respect, Trouville will always, perhaps, be profaned to Deau- 
ville by £sm lias overburdened neither with lichee nor oftpriag. Not 
only dees it pemsss an ample store of villnr capable of ooatmmuga Britannia 
gathering of qKvo branches and of taatiegthe reseuitea of mmt toitnnUna 
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hia purse, but it lias also scores of small houses suitable for an exiguous 
purse, and a party of four or five persons. These may not be magnificently 
furnished, nor is the parlour adapted for the reception of fastidious com- 
pany, but they are clean and not inoommodious, and are sufficiently 
supplied with all that one really wants. As there is no entrance-hall, the 
street-door opens into the sitting-room ; but the people of the place are so 
civil and well-conducted that no annoyance is ever experienced, and even 
pedlars, and vendors of perishable articles, go round to the back-door. It 
is true, that as your only window also opens out upon the street, you 
must cither be contend to re-consume your own oxygen, or submit to 
overhear the conversations of your neighbours and be distracted by noises 
multitudinous. After a little time, however, one becomes interested, in 
spite of oneself, in the sayings and doings of le voisin — not to mention 
la vomne — and the ieeling cl loneliness that is apt to steal over one in a 
strange place, fail of people moTo or less known to each other, is chastened 
down to one of repose and pleasing languor. The furniture of the parlour 
is decidedly simple. The brick or tiled floor is guiltless of a carpet ; but 
either a large round mat is placed under the table, or a small one is pro- 
vided for the feet of each individual. A couple of upright arm-ohairs, 
half-a-dozen ordinary chairs, with wondrously hard seats, and two foot- 
stools, complete the mobilter. On the mantelpiece there is, of course, 
a showy timepiece, between two monster vases, and beyond these, two 
glass bells, respectively covering the inevitable bandit and equally 
inevitable shepherdess or flower-girl in evening costume. On the first floor 
are two good bedrooms, and above that, two other rooms scarcely inferior, 
and all furnished with capital beds and bedding. The one occupied by 
the writer of this instructive and amusing narrative, happened to belong 
to a “ capitaine do long cours,” who seems to have been in the habit of 
bringing home to his wife, after each voyage, some useful tokeu of remem- 
brance. Among the treasures thus accumulated are at least a dozen 
teapots of all shapes and sizes, a small jug purporting to be " a present 
from Swansea,” a sugar-basin, commemorating some Odd Fellows' festival 
at Manchester, and an enormous pudding-basin, adorned on one aide with 
the view of a bridge over the Wear, and on the other with the following 
cheerful prayer of a contented mind, springing from a sound dig est i on 
and untroubled liver : — 

A little health, a little wealth, 

▲ little house o£ freedom ; 

And at the end a little friend, 

With little cause to need him. 

After it brief visit to the wife of hia bosom, Pifgrim thst 

might have been hia name had he not been a Frenchman— being obliged 
to rejoin hia schooner,, repaired from hie u good lady 19 a touching proof 
of the interest she took in his welfare. She had obtained the herns pf * 
large stag-beetle, which ahe carefully placed on board her ksfhwlkdig 
in the sore hope that they would bring him good laqL 
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The chief objection to these little houses is the thinness of the party 
walls, whereby a snoring or too musical neighbour becomes a positive 
nuisance. They likewise swarm with mice, large, swarthy, and as strong- 
scented as musk-rats. Item : there are fleas, lively, hungry, and enter- 
prising. Upon the whole, therefore, an unencumbered couple will do 
better to go to an hotel — and there ore several excellent establish- 
ments. The best, perhaps, because commanding the best view of the 
sea, is the 11 Hdtel de Paris ; ” but the 14 Bellevue ” and the 44 Bras d’Or ” 
are also to be commended. Living is by no means cheap in Trouville, 
prices being quite equal to those at Paris, with the exception of fruit and 
vegetables. Fish is scarce, and not choice, as the best is packed up and 
sent off by rail. The hotels, however, are favoured to a certain extent, 
and generally provide finer fish than a private family would have any 
chance of purchasing in the open market. 

On Wednesday mornings, the Place de l’H6tel de Yille, in fiont of the 
44 Hdtel Bellevue,” presents a very stirring scene. A large portion of the 
open space is covered with booths, at which are offered for Bale, not only 
live poultiy and all kinds of garden produce of good quality, and in con- 
siderable quantity, but also crockery, calico, boots and shoeB, woollen goods, 
baskets of every form, hats, caps, and ironmongery. Iron bedsteads even, 
and heavy pieces of furniture, are disposed of by auction ; and at times 
the town-crier goes about beating a drum to announce a sale of horses — an 
episode that is sure to create considerable sensation among the frequenters of 
the market. In the town itself, however, there is no lack of shops for all 
kinds of articles of clothing and fancy goods, kept by tradespeople from 
Paris, who come for the season and take their leave with tho swallows. 
The season, to speak correctly, is supposed to commence on the 15th June, 
to culminate on the 15 th August, and to terminate on the 15 th October ; 
after which date the gay and populous town shrinks back into its original 
aspect of a hamlet of fishermen. Two hotels alone remain half open — the 
u Bras d’Or ” and the 44 Hfitel de la Plage ; ” but not even an Englishman 
has yet been known to brave the monotony of a winter at Trouville— not 
impossibly because, from its unprotected position — facing every wind that 
blows by the north from S.W. to E. — it can hardly be regarded as a 
desirable winter residence. 

Independently of the weekly market, or fair, there are peripatetic 
dealers and hawkers, who make the streets resound with their strangely 
modulated cries 44 from morn to noon, from noon to dewy eve.” At seven 
in the morning the postman rattles the handle of the door and shouts 
aloud, 44 Fao-teur ! ” Then a couple of fishwives, carrying between them 
a large basket of live Bhrimps, and it may be a smaller one of prawns, 
utter a sharp shrill ery — 44 Voilk la marchande de crevettes 1” or 44 Dee 
crevettes! des bouquets 1” The first time 41 the present writer” heard 
this cry he hastened to secure a nosegay, but discovered that in w ma 
Normandie” a bouquet means nothing sweeter than a prawn. For reasons 
possibly not known even to themselves, the Trouville shrimps reftoe to 
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turn red when boiled, and remain in death, as in life, of a greyish brown 
hue. Next is heard a dolorous and funereal note announcing the advent 
of a “ needy knife-grinder,” or a coaxing female voice invites you to buy 
her apricots, or “ reines- claudes.” Presently an old woman appeal's in the 
wake of an almost stately donkey, laden with baskets of fruit and vege- 
tables. Scarcely has the ass and his driver passed when a hand-barrow 
comes trolling along, and an individual with a facetious voice bellows out 
— “ Zolis bas 1 Zolis bas ! Demandez, m’sieurs et dames I Bas I Chaus- 
settes I ” The demand for woollen goods, such as stockings, socks, com- 
forters, jerseys, and pittlioats for children, appeal's to be incessant, bright 
colours being preferred to those of a sober hue. And now a brisk rattling 
sound, caused by a loose iron handle striking against a flat piece of wood, 
gives i>*+icc of the approach of “ La marchande de gauffres,” with her 
sweet vanille-fUv^ired dainties in a tin, inscribed “ Vivent lea plaisirs 
de Bordeaux I ” And so it goes on all day, varied now and then by a 
ragged urchin with a ciacked huidy-gurdy, or the scraping of the fiddle 
of one of the musicians of the “ Salon,” patiently practising his part in a 
concerted piece. 

The aborigines arc a fine manly race, with broad shoulders and bull 
necks, and with a thoroughly English cast of countenance — blue eyes, 
fair ruddy complexions, hair bordering on red, and a frank, honest, kindly, 
straightforward aspect and demeanour. Bold, hardy sailors, they manage 
their splendid fishing-boats with the courage and address of the old North- 
men, but on shore they are the gentlest and best-natured creatures in the 
world. There are few more pleasing sights at Trouville than to watch 
these Herculean fellowB standing at the doors of their cottages, each with 
a baby in his arms, or going out for a stroll with a little fellow toddling 
by liis side and engrossing his whole attention. It is true they are not 
much troubled with the petty annoyances of a humble household, the 
greater part of their time being passed at sea ; and no doubt the occa- 
sional repose from toil and danger exercises a soothing influence on 
their rugged, uncultured natures. The house exactly opposite the one 
in which these lines are written, is inhabited by a small colony of fisher- 
men and their wiveB, with a sprinkling of little ones, who are not always 
“ good ” in the nurserymaid's acceptation of the word. When anything 
goes wrong in this department of the human menagerie, a middle-aged 
man, the father of two of the married women, undertakes to restore peace 
and harmony, by playing after a fashion with the fractious delinquent. 
The baby he continues to pacify, by shouting to her as if he were hniijng 
the mast-head — u Ha 1 Marie ! Ha ! p'tite 1 Ha ! diddy-dee 1 Paw, paw, 
paw, row-ri-ri-row, row-ri-ri-row, r-r-r-r-row,” — the last syllable being 
jerked out something like the bark ef a mastiff. Loud voioe% it must be 
owned, are one of the worst defects of these sea-dogs, and their woman- 
kind have also picked up the habit of screaming like seagulls before 
a storm. Never was there a more sober nos of men. When they dp 
indulge in anything more exciting than bad “ caft an kit," ilk in cider; 
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but during a «k weeks* residence not a single tipsy man Has been seen. 
And the least thing amuses them. One evening a fishing-boat missed her 
opportunity of getting dear out to sea, and was obliged to run high up on 
the Bands. All the next day she lay there idle and inactive, while her 
cro w of three men and a boy, instead of repairing to a public-house, 
passed the time in playing at hop-scotch, in throwing summersaults, and 
ha swinging on a rope hanging from the bowsprit. When the wind and 
are unfavourable the boats are towed out to the end of the pier by a 
long file of women, whose white cotton nightcaps go bobbing up and down 
in a most ludicrous fashion. How these poor women do work ! A large 
portion of the labours of the field is done by them, and — not for that 
reason, let us hope — nowhere in England will you find the land 60 
neglected, or so overgrown with coarse weeds. When the tide is out 
and the river Toucques carries its waters to the sea unpolluted with 
brine, there may be seen on either bank groups of women kneeling in 
little boxes, and bending over the stream, dragging the dirty linen 
through the running stream, or beating it upon a board placed before 
them. And on bighdays and holidays how these women do dress out 
themselves and their children ! It is pitiable to look upon it, for it 
showB what an evil influence u being exercised upon the lower strata 
of society m this place by the fertile example of the Parisian visitors. 
To the extravagant costumes of the latter it is impossible to do justice 
by any attempt at description, and they are equally beyond caricature. 
The most delicate silks are worn as recklessly as if they were but bom- 
bazine. How many changes of costume take place m a single day, 
Bishop Colenso himself would be puzzled to enumerate. The effect of 
such bright and varied colours is pleasant enough for the spectator whose 
“ withers are unwrung ” by the milliner's bills ; but how these bills can 
ever be paid ia one of those things which, as Lord Dundreary would 
say, no fellow con understand. Bonnets are unknown, except among a 
few English ladies, and here and there m the case of a grandame. But, 
on the other hand, every variety of hat is worn, with every variety of 
ornament. The dress and the petticoat are equally smart and fanciful, 
and seem to try which Bhall be the shortest. From the ear enormous 
gold plates axe suspended by way of ear-rings, and in the hand a long 
white polished cane of holly, or cornel wood, is carried to assist the 
yellow-booted feet in tripping over the hundred yards that lead from the 
hones to the Bands. That goal once reached, the party pounce upon as 
many chairs as they can seize without a personal encounter with acme 
ottos "party equally considerate, and then settle down for an hour or eo’s 
meXdnft chatter. The canes are laid each over its own chair, umbrellas 
are opened out, and every well-dressed person who passes is subjected to 
a critical analysts as to the terte and costliness of her attire. When this 
amusement is exhauteed they mount, always with the aid of the white 
cane, the todf-doeea steps leading up to the terrace or verandah of the 
eaten \ and there again settle down like a covey of partrid ge * A Aw 
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stroll into tBe* reading-room and cany off the best papers — it being of 
course strictly forbidden to remove them under any pretext whatever. 
But this is the only reading in which they ever indulge. And their 
industry is on a par with their love of letters. Some German ladies having 
appeared in public with network baskets, it suddenly became the fashion 
to be seen with baskets of a similar pattern, but it is doubtful if they 
contain anything but bonbons and chocolate. Twice a day there is 
instrumental music — a little thin perhaps, but decidedly good so far as 
it goes. Dancing lessons, also, are given, and every evening from eight 
to nme there is a pupils 7 ball, for the edification of cynical bachelors. 
Every Sunday and Thursday night there is a ball in the principal saloon, 
at which a dozen or twenty gentlemen figure with young ladies in round 
hats and ihort skirts — the cane being left to take care of the chair. 
Each dance seldom {ttceeds ten minutes in duration, at the end of which 
the cavalier conducts his partner to her cane, bows, and retires; but 
there is no attempt at conversation, and such a solecism as an interchange 
of ideas would be deemed ill-mannered and impertinent. It is nearly 
always the same men who venture to exhibit their “ fantastic toe,” while 
the bulk of their compeers look on disdainfully from the doorway. There 
is little, if any, intercourse between the two sexes. It is not only married 
people wbb keep apart, but the unmarried also appear indifferent to each 
other f B society ; nor is there any of that delectable 11 spoonying ” which 
is the great charm of an English watering-place. The consequences of 
this rapidly increasing alienation are naturally prejudicial. The women' 
have become selfish, frivolous, and supercilious, while the men are growing 
coarse, egotistical, and regardless of everything but money and sensual 
enjoyments. 

In addition to the regular balls and concerts at Trouville, there aro 
frequently extra nights, uncovered by the subscription to the salon, on 
which more stately balls are given (though even at them iull dress is not 
indispensable), and likewise seenic representations when a dramatic planet 
can be induced to gravitate in this direction. Besides, there is a theatre, 
in external appearance not unlike a Methodist chapel, and from time to 
time a mam en nwsique is announced at one or other of the churches, 
after which a collection is made by lady-patronesses in the gayest and 
most coquettish attire. Now and then, too, a choir will visit the piaoe 
for a couple of days* sea-bathing, and cover their expenses by a monad 
mass, the collection after which is equally divided between themselves 
and the church favoured by their choice. Then, os if all this gaiety 
and dhriguttion were mat enough for one season, the visitors have the 
pleasure of witnessing a race between fishing-boats, all the way teas 
Havre, and — if the weather permit — of seeing a tolerable display of fire- 
works en fiie evening of the fete of BL Napoleon, once levered as the 
anniversary of the assumption of the Virgin Mary. Eve n if the irwthnr 
be unfavourable, it is only a p leasure defer re d until the following fey; 
end, be it fine or wet, they can at least listen to a sahro of artillery, 'fired 
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daring the celebration of the Te Deum. Nor is this all. On two con- 
secutive days the Deauville racecourse gathers together all that is beautiful 
and sublime in the twin watering-places, and, according to the Journal 
de Trouville et de Deauville , “ Epsom and Ascot do not offer greater attrac- 
tions for real amateurs, or assemble a more numerous or more select 
crowd." The running is at least fair and above-board, and the horses 
seem to go quite as fast as their riders dare let them. In one particular 
race, for which five horses started, the leading jockey was perched like a 
monkey on his beast, No. 2 eat rigid and bolt upright, and No. 3 was 
trying to rise in his stirrups as if trotting, while the fourth and fifth were 
courteously contending which Bhould be the hindermost. 

It has already been said that the sands on either side of the harbour 
are admirable for their extent and firmness. It follows, therofore, that the 
bathing is good, especially for ladies, but it is also peculiar. The bathing- 
giound is equally divided into three 11 quartiers.” One is set apart 
exclusively for ladies, attended or not by professional “ baigneurs ; ” the* 
next division is for men and women mixed ; and the third for men only. 
The actual barrier between the different quarters is a rope. It is required, 
however, that in the “ quartier commun,” the men Bhould dOn a costume 
nearly similar to that worn by the ladies, leaving only the arms bare, 
and the legs from the knee downwards. In the men’s quarter a simple 
caleqon is held sufficient, though certainly not so decent as a Bengalee’s 
dhoty. But the funniest part of the business is, that ladies go up the 
rope and converse across it with their unclad acquaintances of the other 
sex — the conversation being held in rather less than twelve inches of 
water. Very few venture in above “ the giant bole," but the fair sex 
is also the most daring, and will occasionally disappear up to tho 
waist. As a rule, the men prefer a mixture of sand and water, like the 
cockles, and will lie down in the back-water left by the receding tide, 
where the depth varieB from three inches to a foot. An extra charge is 
made for a cabane a flot y that is, for taking the machine down to the 
water’s edge, but the majority content themselves with the machines that 
are drawn up high and dry, and run like lamplighters over the intervening 
space of a hundred yards or so, past admiring groups of spectators, male 
and female. This, to our notions, odd proceeding bears at least one good 
fruit. As the feet, even if protected by list shoes, get covered with 
sand in racing back from the sea, it is customary to place in each machine 
a foot-pail of hot water, than which nothing can be imagined more 
refreshing'Or wholesome. 

No matter how strong a swimmer you may be, you cannot go beyond 
a certain easy distance from the Bhore. Two boats are kept continually 
moving up and down to prevent any rash, adventurous spirit from 
getting beyond his depth ; and after all it is perhaps just as well that 
no one should be permitted to drown himself, to the annoyance of his 
neighbours. A favourite amusement, however, with men; who are known 
to be stout swimmers, is to hire a double canoe, connected by a raised 
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bridge or styt,* and' propelled by a double-headed Indian paddle. In these, 
or rather, on these, cole^on-clad heroes disport themselves even in the 
ladies' quarter, paddling in and out in all directions, seated on high, and, 
with the exception of the aforesaid dhoty, as naked as on the day they 
were bprn. 

At the eastern extremity of the Trouville sands are a range of low 
rocks covered with mussels and anemones — the latter in great variety. 
Towards Villerville, a tiny watering-place two and a half miles distant, 
whether by the road or the rocks, a queer-looking anemone may bo picked 
up among the weeds. It lb the size of a crown-piece, and is covered with a 
thick green leathery hide. Its feelers are seldom displayed, but it, turns 
out of its interior economy a sort of transparent bladder, beautifully 
maiked with thin filaments. The sea-cucumber may also occasionally, 
but rarely, be fouiO on the Deauville sands, and only after a stiff gale 
from a particular quarter. From the gravel and blue clay of the cliff 
above the Trouville locks, innumerable specimens of grypliites, echinites, 
ammonites, and other fossils may be gathered in very perfict and beautiful 
condition ; but one solitary English couple alone were ever seen troubling 
themselves with these memorials of another age and another clime. 

In the neighbourhood of Trouville are many delightful walks and rides. 
To the English visitor the still interesting remains of William the Conqueror's 
castle at Bonneville will prove almost os attractive os the field of Waterloo 
to a touiist at Brussels. The forest of St. Gatrin, too, is a tempting 
place for a picnic, while along the coast there is a pleasant drive to Hon- 
fleur in one direction, and to Villers in the exactly opposite one. The 
flourishing seaport town of Havre-de- Grace, with its pretty marine suburb 
of Ste. Adrease, will likewise furnish abundant amusement for a couple 
of dayB, and the passage across may be effected daily in leBs than an 
hour for the trifling charge of fifteenpence. The easiest access to Trou- 
ville from England is by way of Southampton to Havre, and tbenee by 
steamer across the mouth of the Seine. The journey, however, from. 
Paris lies through one of the most fertile districts of France, and ia 
accomplished in little more than four hours. 
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The present stagnation of the New Zealand war is scarcely more satis- 
factory than the sanguinary skirmishes of last year. The events in 
the colony which we had hoped to civilize according to the newest 
recipe are eminently vexatious. If the operations of our troopB had 
been more successful, we might comfort ourselves with the theory that 
we were administering with kind energy that coup de grace which some 
suppose to be the best mercy of civilized towards uncivilized nations. 
Distinguished bishops, eager in missionary enterprise, could be “ thankful 
that new districts were opened to the Gospel by our arms, 1 ’ ii the 
progress of our arms had not been so halting. But we cannot sing 
Te Deums when some hundred tatooed savages hold at bay some thou- 
sand of our best troops. We are puzzled by our fail me. Those among 
us of an inquiring spirit try to comprehend Auckland politics, but our 
leading articles, in which we put our trust, give forth an uncertain 
sound, and do not rejoice over British deeds in New Zealand as loudly 
as usual. The aborigines’ piotectors prick our consciences by their 
pamphlets £nd protests. The colonists cut holes in our purse which we 
do not even know of till two months after the event. Yet surely in these 
affairs we have done nothing particularly wrong or stupid. We have sent 
out one of our best generals, who commands ten thousand of our best troops. 
Sir George Grey seems to us, if not to Sir D. Cameron, to do tolerable 
justice between the advancing civilizers and the retreating savages. 

But it is unaccountable that these umeasonable persons should defy 
equally our philanthropy and our rifles. They break from our Christianity 
and “ rush ” our pickets. What sort of men are these Tamihanas and Neros 
that call themselves Thompsons and Naylors. Outlying colonists say that 
they are half-tamed cannibals with European vices and Maori lawlessness. 
Nor can we, in the face of late events, altogether contradict the report. 
Friends of humanity, with the anger proper to philanthropists, reply that 
our troublesome insurgents are nature’s noblemen and our superiors. We 
could debate the question more at our ease if every mail did not increase 
our uncertainty as to our actual position in Wanganui and Taranaki. We 
grow impatient about a difficulty that costs so much. We should be glad 
to know that we were to receive no more telegrams headed “ repulpe of 
our troops," or even “ slaughter of the Ngatamaniapotos ; ” but as such 
news may come any month we are driven to ask what are these Maories ? 
Missionary reports, State papers, and pamphlets without end — mostly 
written to contradict each other — do jnot help us much in our inquiries. 
We 'still wonder why our savages are so deaf tft the call of a progress.” 
When we were good enough to make the treaty of Waitaagi why did they 
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not instantly, cost their tattooed skin, with its barbaric heraldry ? They 
might have had our law if they would come to Auckland for its benefits. 
Why should they wan£ a king when there are pakeha squatters who might 
give them British-colonial justice ? It is strange that they do not see 
the excellence of our language and the beauty of its pliable abstractions. 
We almost despair of Maori nature now that they have replaced our 
Thirty- nine Articles by Pai Marire, and have got an Angel Gabriel of their 
own. What sort of man is this, to be so un-English and yet so brave ? 

Notwithstanding the three or four hundred volumes of New Zealand 
literature that exist, and tht strong expression of Maori nature since 1860 , 
we think most people will confess their ignoranoc of it, and may be glad of 
an introduction to some trustworthy sketches of “ Old New Zealand,” that 
tell us wW. Maori character is under its present partial and misapplied 
varnish. We ha\e ffund in the narrative of a Bettlcr who landed in the 
Bay of Islands before the present confusion of Maoridom had begun, 
some of the many clues to our present embarrassment.* We gladly listen 
to a gentleman who has known how to gain such influence among the 
Maories, that when lately theie were fears in Auckland of an outbreak 
among the northern tribes, eight hundred natives offered to fight under his 
oiders. Ilis success in earning, after long residence among them, their 
respect and confidence, show s that individual Englislifhen may do much 
at once for the Maones and for themselves, while dir complex form of 
government signally fails. English associations cannot well tfvoid taking 
for their rule English standards of conduct, and the earlier settlere and 
missionaries protested with reason against our system of regular govern- 
ment as being incomprehensible by the natives. It was, however, neces- 
sary to establish British law for the weekly tide of colonists that flowed in 
according to a law of supply and demand that no abori gin es protection 
society can alter. » 

The settler from whose experiences we mean to quote largely, lan ded 
in Auckland not long after those days when trading ships, on anchoring, 
were forced to run up boarding nets. One of his first wa8 

a rangatira, or gentleman, who had carried home fragments of the French 
captain Marion-Dufr&ie as tit-bits to his family, when that officer with 
sixteen of liis crew were massacred according to the law of Utu. Another 
chief, who became afterwords a fast friend to the pakeha (foreign) ranga- 
tira, had earned for himsel f the surname of ** Eater of hi* own r elations |} 
The Maories were juBt beginning to appreciate the advantages of Euro pean 
trade, though gold pieces were still chiefly used as ear ornaments. Our guide 
among them in these primitive tildes was, before he left bis ship, tak en 
poseessum of by a chief who was eager to increase the resonrees of his 
tribe with the iron and fish-hooks and gunpowder that the pakeha might 
have. The settler’s first sot on landing probably did mac h to establish 
the prestige or “ mana” which he afterwards etyoyed in biindepted trike- 
He defeated a jonng ohisf in fair wrestling, and that Vrr jifirgftiT- 
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panions thoroughly understood u fair play.’ 1 He was ready to sympathize 
■with their anxieties when they were expecting the aruvnl of a threatening 
“ taua ” or war party. It had been away for two years at the south, and 
we presume it had maintained itself without an extravagant commissariat. 
During its absence the now penitent tribe to which our pakeha was 
attached had attacked two of the hapus which had furnished to the taua 
a contingent of fighting men. Peace had since been formally made, but 
the return of the taua was an anxiety. They worked as we have lately 
seen that Maoiies can work, and strengthened the defences of their ( pa’ 01 
fort while the women provisioned it. Its triple line of fence wa9 lashed as 
usual with the tough creeping plant we call supple jack to about eleven feet 
from the ground. It was planned with due attention to “ curtains,” flank- 
ing angles and traverses, for all of which the Maoii language has name*. 
When all was complete, the pakeha, who describes himself as not ignorant 
of our best masters of fortification, found out that his friend the “ relation 
eater,” who could neither read nor write, who had never heard of Cohorn or 
Vauban, could teach him certain practical contrivances well worth knowing. 

The taua at last came up, and both sides went, with perfect solemnity, 
through various forms of defiance. They were careful to do all with strict 
attention to law and without needless insult. We have heard that in our 
war of 1845 they were painfully astonished at our soldiers, who in then- 
attack oursed and s%ore at their Maori foes, though, said they, 11 we had 
ceitainly done nothing wrong.” War-dances followed the ai rival of the 
tana, of which our readers have probably often read the description. 
Peace was afterwards proclaimed, and next day, after much feasting, theie 
was great embracing, and floods of very -insincere tears were shed by both 
parties. We suppose that our formidable foe Rewi hardly requires, among 
his other demands, a similar demonstration from Sir Duncan Cameron o i 
the occasion of our next truce in Wanganui. 

By very slow degrees, and with much difficulty, the pakeha came to 
understand some of the laws of his new countrymen. They would have 
remained, probably, as incomprehensible to him as they seem to be to 
modern officials at Auckland, if he had not been a practical sufferer, alike 
by their enforcement and their neglect. In many of their customs explana- 
tion may be found of the present Maori alienation from us, and we are glad 
to aet before our readers a sketch, however slight, of one or two among them. 
The settler whose acoount we follow is, we believe, better versed in native 
law than most colonists, even of his standing. , Among the first branches 
of legislation with which he became acquainted was the law of “ muru,” 
or licensed robbing. To become a proper subject of mum he had first to 
beoomc a New Zealand proprietor — not by confiscation! but by duo 
bargain and sale. 

There were about fifty different claimants to the ground he purchased. 
One man said his ancestors had killed off the first owners, another 
declared that his forefathers had driven off the second party; a third 
s slum, who seemed tb be listened to with more than ordinary respect, 
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asserted tliaj; hi 8 Ancestor had been the first possessor of all, and had 
never been ouBted, and that this ancestor was a huge lizard that lived in 
a cave on the land many ages ago, and certainly there was the cave to 
prove it. One man required payment because his ancestors, as he 
affirmed, hud exercised the right of catching rats on it, but whioli he 
{the claimant) had never done because there were no rats to catch except 
pakelia rats, which did not count as game. Another claimed because 
his grandfather had been murdered on the land, and another because 
his grandfather committed the murder. There was also to impede the 
sale an ancient wahi igph, or burying-ground, that had not, however, 
been used for two hundred years. Three months 1 negotiation and a great 
“Jot of trade 11 was necessary to complete the transaction, which seemed 
at last to ha\e been considered “ tika 11 (correct) by the natives. Would 
that the Waitara ’{Itf Tataraimaka blocks had been gained with the 
■same attention to “correctness.” The native land-leagues, which seem 
unmanageable by any amount of “ trade,” might in that case not have 
formed, as they do now, tlie chief grievance of the colonists. It would, 
however, in any case have been long before our Maori subjects could 
have comprehended our Chancery system, their minds being already 
preoccupied by their own legal mysteries. 

The oP law of muru has fallen into partial disuse, probably because 
the natives are better supplied with the necessaries of life than when 
we first were acquainted with them. The constant struggle they were 
forced to maintain for the means of existence made them proportionably 
greedy of any pioperty that was moveable. Before their possession of 
iron — and their knowledge of iron iB not a hundred years old — the labour 
spent in making the simplest tool was enormous ; utensils of every kind 
became precious to them in a degree we hardly comprehend. Every 
man coveted his neighbour’s goods,, and perpetual warfare existed as a 
"matter of course. The race became distinguished by its military 
character. The necessity of hard work, combined with the necessity of 
fighting, and the advantages of a temperate climate, gave the Maories 
strength of body and an energy and perseverance that is very remarkable. 
They felled the tough Kauri pine with their rude blunt stones, and at a 
great expense of labour, time, and ingenuity, they carved from it a 
masterpiece of art, and an object of beauty, the war canoe. It was 
capable of carrying a hundred men on a distant expedition through the 
rough seas that surround New Zealand. The fifty years of excitement’ 
that the Maories have passed through has greatly injured their moral 
and physical condition. When the first straggling traders appeared along 
their shore speculation was intense as to their cargoes. The oracle was 
consulted and the ship was followed along the coast at any risk. The 
first craving of the natives was for muskets and gunpowder, for the 
tence of a tribe depended cn its supply of ammunition. Competition 
between rival chiefs was almost unbounded, and we can easily heipeve 
the hardships undergone in preparing the huge quantities of flax required 
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in payment for the European goods. Neglect of other crops and much 
starvation followed: a fresh, craving resulted for instruments of hus- 
bandry, for clothing, and for iron tools to replace the common ones, 
that the overtasked people had not been able to supply. Pakeha manu- 
factures became a necessity, and lately the Maories have discovered 
that money best ensures possession of all they want. They continually 
torment themselves with plans for getting large sums at once, without the 
trouble of patient industry. Nor have they been altogether unsuccessful. * 
Honey is always forthcoming when they have an opportunity of buying 
ammunition, and we lately heard of a chief who gave three hundred 
sovereigns for six hundred boxes of percussion caps. 

44 Muru 5 ’ is not so practicable now as when the Maories* property 
consisted mainly in clothing and tools and arms. But this law of plunder 
was once continually enforced as* a sort of compulsory fine for offences. 
Some of the accidents which were counted crimes seem to us hardly 
punishable. But the Maories seem to have lost no occasion on which 
property might be legitimately circulated. If a man-child fell into the 
fire, and was severely burned, its father was immediately plundeicd to an 
extent that left him almost without the means of existence. Hfo fishing- 
nets, his canoes, his pigs, and provisions were seized in payment of the 
damage that his tribe and his wife’s family were supposed to have received 
by the loss of a male child. It is only lately that the Maories have set 
much value on their female infants. 

Agaiir, if the canoe of a native was upset and some of his family were 
drowned, the like muru was enforced, with perhaps a severe beating 
besides. As the neighbours who carried out the law were equally 
receivers of the fine and judges of its amount, it ia easy to see that a 
Maori’s chattels were a very shifting possession. But these executions 
were never objected to. It would in many cases have been felt as a slight 
not to be robbed, and to resist except as a form would have debarred the 
foolish sufferer from the privilege of robbing his neighbours in their 
turn. As a matter of honour if personally attacked he might inflict 
a flesh wound, but it would not have been " tika” that on these occasions 
any one should be killed. By the law of muru a coat that a Maori got 
from a trading captain has been known to pass through the hands, or 
rather over the backs of six different owners, and finally return to its 
original purchaser. The exchanges had been effected by due legal pro- 
cess. The settler from whose reminiscences of pre-colonial Zealand 
we have quoted largely, relates how he was himself disturbed by a friend's 
voice shouting one early morning, 44 Get up, get upl I Will Mil you this 
day. Ton have roasted my grandfather ! get up, stand up I ” The pakeha 
turned out spear in hand, and saw his friend armed with a bayonet on the 
end of a long pole. The offended grandson came on with assumed flay, 
made somesmart bangs said thrusts, which were partied by the disturbed 
Englishman, and then explained bow hie grand&ther had come to be 
rooked. The priceh*w*»vhri to compromise by payment of two whole 
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bags of ishott two. blankets, divers fish-hooks, and certain figs of tobacco. 
A heinous* crime had indeed been committed. The pakeha had on a 
journey made a fire at the foot of a tree, in the top of which the bones of 
liis friend's grandfather had once been deposited, but from which they 
had been removed ten years before. 

Cases of accidental manslaughter by a Maori of a member of his 
own tribe was punishable by muru, and by wholesale plunder of the 
criminal and his family. Murder of an enemy was on the whole meri- 
torious, and murder of a slave of no consequence. Malicious assassination 
of one of the same tribe was rare, and punishable by utu, or the law of 
retaliation — a law, however, seldom enforced, not being so profitable as 
that of murn to the executors of its decrees. 

As a makeweight to the tyranny of muru the law of tapu, or as we 
commonly sny, taboo, was useful. It seems exceedingly complicated, and 
must have led to numberless misunderstandings with the early colonists. 
Evidently having its source in the great value of labour, it was framed to 
preserve the chattels obtained at such cost of human toil from being stolen 
or mislaid, or spoiled by children, or handled by any person. Deadly 
sickness was believed to be the certain punishment for breaking the tapu, 
unless the crime was involuntary, when the chief, or a tohunga (priest) 
could remit the consequences — somewhat in the manner that the Levitical 
priesthood performed the ceremonies necessary in the cleansing of the 
JewB. For many rc.iBons we arc not surprised that the Old Testament 
commends itself rather than the New to Maori capacity and -prejudices. 
But fiom this predilection of theiis many inconveniences arise, as our 
readers can easily imagine. To give an instance of tapu. A chief of 
Tery high rank, and “ mana,” or prestige, was on a war expedition, by 
which his own personal tapu was increased two-fold, as was that of all the 
warriors who* were with him. The party halted to dine. The portion of 
food set apaTt for the chief in a basket was more than enough for him, and 
the greater part remained unconsumcd. The “ tana” having dined moved 
on, and soon after a party of slaves and others who had been in the rear, 
came up carrying baggage. One of the new comers, a stout hungry fellow, 
seeing the chiefs unfinished meal, ate it up before asking any questions, 
lie had hardly finished when he was told by a horror-stricken comrade, 
who had remained behind when the warriors of the taua continued their 
march, of the dreadful act he had committed. The unfortunate delinquent 
was remarkable for courage, and had signalized himself in war. No aoonef 
did be hear the&tal news than he was seized with extraordinarily violent 
convulsions and cramp in the stomach, which did not cease until be died 
about sundown the same day. To compensate for its evident uses tapu 
bad its inconveniences. A man of any standing could not cany provisions 
on bis back, or if be did they were useless to any one but himself. If be 
went into a kitchen — which was only excusable on some great emergency — 
all the pots, ovens, and food became useless. He might fight at fire for 
warmth, but if be bad blown upon it, iteould not be used hr any com* 
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mon purpose, not even to light a pipe. If a chief whose tapu was strong 
asked at a pakeha’s house for a draught of water, and it was unwittingly 
given to him in a glass or cup, the Maori rangatira was bound to break it 
or to carry it away, to the disgust of the European lender. The proper 
way to give water in such a case was to pour it from a height of one oi 
two feet into a funnel, made by the chiefs hand, who nodded his head 
when he had enough of the cataract. 

A severe tapu, amounting to excommunication, attached to those who 
handled or buried the dead. In every populous village there was gene- 
rally a wietch who, to escape other labour, or for some personal reason, 
performed the duties of an undertaker. He was therefore seldom clear of 
the dangers of the tapu. Old, haggard, and ragged, daubed with red paint, 
which is the Maori funereal colour, he might be seen sitting all dny forty 
or filly yards from the village thoroughfare. Twice a day food was thrown 
to him to gnaw as he best could, without using his hands. At night lie 
crept into some lair of leaves and rubbish. We do not wonder when we 
hear that the poor wretch was often half insane. The priest's tapu was of 
a somewhat different sort. v Our “ spiiitist ” readers will be interested in 
some details of the “ tohungas* ” pretensions to converse with disembodied 
persons, and to occasional possession by an oracular spirit. Their familiar 
speaks in a sort of hollow whistle, and gives answers that are either most 
ingeniously double in their meaning, or else curiously exact in their truth. 

Pai Marire is not astonishing when we remember that professed 
converse with familiar spirits accompanied the ill-digested Christianity of 
the Maoiies. More than one pakeha has formally consulted the oracle, and 
paid a high fee to the priest; nor are we surpiised at this, for the Maories 
seem to be in advance of us, if not of our French and Ameiican cousins, 
in spiritism. On sufficient payment, the tohunga will even undertake to 
call up the spirit of any dead person. We give the story of *a young chief 
who had been killed in battle. lie had been very popular, and much 
respected in his tribe, and at the request of several of his nearest friends 
the tohunga promised to e^oke his spirit, that it might answer certain 
questions they wished to put. The priest was to come to the village of 
the relations, and the interview was to take place in a large house common 
to all the population. The chief was the firBt of hiB tribe who could read 
and write. He kept a register of any remarkable events that occurred in 
his village. The book containing it could not be found, though his friends 
had searched unceasingly for it, both for its own interest, and its writer's 
sake. The hour appointed by the tohunga came, and at night all those 
interested met the priest in the house agreed upon. Fires were lighted, 
which gave a flickering light. The priest retired tp the darkest comer. 
All was expectation, and the silence was only broken by the sobs of the 
sisters and other relations of the dead man. They were heart-breaking 
in their violence, while the grave silence of the men showed that totthenr 
it was a serious interview. Th$ brother of the chief now and then Wiped 
hut eyes as they filled witR team, 
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About- thirty persons were seated on the floor, among whom was the 
Englishman' who relates the scene, and who found his incredulity giving 
way before the solemnity of the occasion. The fire gradually burned down 
to mere glowing charcoal, and the light was little better than darkness, 
when suddenly a voice came out of the gloom. 44 Salutation ! salutation 
to you all I salutation ! Salutation to you, my tribe ! Family, I salute 
you 1 Friends, I salute you I Friend, my pakeba friend, I salute you ! ” 

The feelings of the assembled persons were token by storm. A ciy 
expressive of affection and despair, such as was not good to bear, came 
from the sister of the dead chief, a fine, stately, and really handsome woman 
of about five-and-twenty. She would have rushed in the direction from 
whence the i oice came, had not her brothers forcibly restrained her. She 
lay then moaning and fuinting on the ground. At the same instant a 
young gill who was also held back by main force, cried out, — “ Is it you ? 
Truly is it you ? They hold me, they restrain me, they watch me ; but 
I go to you. The sun shall not rise ! The sun shall not rise 1 ” She fell 
insensible on the rush floor, and, with the other girl, waB carried out. 
Then the spiiit was lieaid again, — 44 Speak to me, the tribe; speak to me, 
the family ; speak to me, the pakeha ! ” At last his brother said, — “ How 
is it with you ? Is it well with you in that country ? ” The answer 
enme in strange, melancholy accents, like the sound of wind blowing into 
a hollow vessel. 44 It is well with me : my place is a good place.” The 
brother asked him if he had seen persons whose names he mentioned. 
“ Yes ; they are all with me." There were some more questions and 
replies and directions by the spirit as to the disposal of his gun and his 
large tame pig. Then the pakeha a->ked where the missing book could 
be found. Its exact position in the thatch over the door was given. The 
chiefs brother rushed out and found it, and brought the book in his hand. 
Soon after the spirit said, suddenly — 44 0 tribe, farewell I My family, 1 
go.” Afgeneral cry of farewell arose from all present. 44 Farewell 1 ” 
again cried the spirit from deep below the ground. 44 Farewell ! ” again 
from high in the air. 44 Farewell ! ” once more came moaning through 
the distant darkness of the night. 

All the people present dispersed, and quiet had been restored to the 
village, when the leport of a musket .broke the silence. The villager^ 
hastily armed, rushed towards a flame which was springing up, where a 
shed had been hastily set on fire to make a light. In the verandah of the 
house next to it an old man supported the dead body of the young girl 
who had said that she would follow her chief to the other world. She had 
secretly procured a loaded musket, pulled the trigger with her foot, and 
leaning on the muzzle, she had destroyed herself. 

There was evidently decrease in the Maori population before our 
knowledge of them, as is testified by the large ruined hill forts, lhat must 
have required for their habitation and tenure far greater numbers rimg the 
scattered tribes of modern New Zealand. * Without laying all the blame 
of their present gradual extinction to European disease and vipe, the 
ohange in their habits caused by the use of the musket has been for their 
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injury. 19b longer forced to live on heights from which they came 
down to work every day in the plains, they have made their villages in 
the centre of their formed land. They build their oven-like houses some- 
times in mere swamps, where the water springs with the pressure of the 
foot. The heated atmosphere of their low f huts, sometimes not more than 
fore foot high, appears very fatal to children, and whole communities die 
out within two generations. 

Perhaps the worst moment of their transition is over, but many causes 
yet exist, if not removed, for the future ruin of the Maories. Nor have 
we, who boast the introduction among them of our high civilization and 
our u progress,” been able to rescue our dependent savages from the evils 
we have introduced to their country. Must we not question the reality 
of the benefits we profess to impart ; or, at least, excuse the less enlightened 
Maories if they refuse them in some instances ? Our present difficulties in 
New Zealand have chiefly arisen from the theory that by the treaty of 
Waitangi in 1840 the Maori nation agreed to hold their land under the 
Queen's gift, which constituted their new and sole title to it. We treat 
the independent tribes as if they had been for eight hundred years versed 
in our jumble of feudal and modern ideas. We assume that, by Captain 
Hobson’s agreement, New Zealand is Crown property. Let us 6ee what 
a northern chief thought of this celebrated charter of our sovereignty. 

11 Then came a chief of the Pakehar, who we heard was called a Governor. 
We were very glad of his arrival, because we heard he was a great chief, 
and we thought, he being a great chief, would have more blankets and 
tobacco and muskets than any of the other Pakeha people, and that he 
would give us plenty of these things for nothing. The next thing we 
heard was that the Governor was travelling all over the country with a 
large piece of paper, asking all the chiefs to write their names or make 
marks on it. We heard also that the Ngapuhi chiefs, who had made marks 
or written on that paper, had been given tobacco, and flour, and sugar, and 
many other things for having done so. We all tried to find out the reason 
why the Governor was so anxiouB to get us to make these marks. Some 
of us thought the Governor wanted to bewitch all the chiefs ; but our 
Pakeha friends laughed at this, and told jns that the people of Europe did 
not know how to bewitch people. Well, it was not long before the Governor 
came , and with him came other Pakeha chiefs, and also people who could 
speak Maori ; so we all gathered together, chiefs and slaves, women and 
children, and went to meet him ; and when we met the Governor, the speaker 
of Maori told us that if we put our names or even made any sort of a 
mark on that paper, the Governor would then protect ns, and prevent us 
foom being robbed of our cultivated land and our timber land, and every- 
thing else which belonged to us. Some of the people were very much 
alarmed when they heard this, for they thought that perhaps a great war 
expedition was coating against ns from some distant country to destroy us ; 
Others said he rtta dnly trying to frighten us* The speaker of ;lfafcti,tben 
went on to tell us certa£a%>iggs, but tbe.aaeaasag of- what ha said was so 
tdostfy concealed we have never found it. out. One thing w» understood 
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well,' hoover, for he told us plainly that if we wrote cm the Governor’s 
paper, one of the consequences would bo that great numbers of Pakehas 
would come to this country and trade with us, and that we should have 
abundance of valuable goods. We were very glad to hear this. We also 
believed what the speaker of Jtfaori told us, because we saw that our old 
Pakehn friends who came with us to see the Governor believed it. After 
the speaker of Maori had ceased, then Te Tao Nui and some other chiefs 
came forward and wrote on the Governor’s paper, and Te Tao Nui went 
up to the Governor and took the Governor’s hand in Mb and licked it ! 
We did not much like this, we all thought it so undignified ; we were 
very much surprised that a chief such as Te Tao Nui should do so ; but 
Te Tao Nui is a man who knows a great deal about the customs of the 
Pakcha. He has been to Port Jackson in a ship, and he, seeing our sur- 
prise, told us that when the great Pdfeeha chiefs go to see the Queen of 
England they do the same, so wc saw that it was a straight proceeding. 
But after Tc Tao Nui and other chiefs had made marks and written on 
the Governor ’s paper, the Governor did not give them anything. We 
did not like this, so some other chiefs went forward and said to the 
Governor , 1 Pay us fiist, and we will write afterwards.’ A chief ? from 
Omanaia said, 1 Put money in my left hand, and I will write my nameigith 
my right.’ But the Governor shook his head and seemed displeased, and 
said he would not pay them for writing on the paper. Now, when all 
the people saw this they were very much vexed, and began to say one to 
another, * It is wasting our labour coming here to see this Governor ; * 
and the chiefs began to get up and to make speeches. One said, 1 Come 
here, Governor ; go back to England ; ’ and another said, ( I am governor 
in my own country, there shall be no other; * and Paapahia said , 1 Remain 
here and be governor of this island, and I will go to England and be King 
of England ; and if the people of England accept me for their king, it will 
be quite just ; otherwise you do not remain here.* Then many other chiefs 
• began to speak, and there was great noise and confusion, and the people 
began to go away ; and the paper was lying there, but there was no one to 
write upon it. The Governor looked vexed, and his face waa very red. 
At this time some Pakehas went amongst the crowd and said to them, 

4 You are foolish ; the Governor intends to pay you when all the writing 
is done, but it is not proper that he should promise to do so ; it would be 
■aid you only wrote your names for pay ; this, according to our ideas, 
would be a very wrong thing.' When we heard this we all began to write 
as fast as we could, for we were all very hungry with listening and talking so 
long, and we wanted to get something to eat, and we were also, in a bony 
to see what the Governor was going to give us. I and aU my family 
mode our marks, and we then went to get something to eat, but we found 
our food not half done; so when I saw that the food was not sufficiently 
done, I was aware that something bad would come of this busmesa I 
get for myself next morning — eod for all my sgns end my two brothers, 
and my three wives— only two blanket* On our way home sre want 
juboee at the boom of a Pakeba and got a pen and some paper, andmy 
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son, who could write* wrote a letter for us all to the Governor, telling him 
to take back the blankets* and to cut our names out of the paper. It is, 
however, no matter; what is there in a few black marks? who cares any- 
thing about them ? Well, after this the Governor died. He was bewitched, 
as I havo heard, by a Tohunga at the south, where he had gone to get 
names to liis paper, for that was his chief delight, to get plenty of names 
and maiks on his paper. The paper with all the names was either buried 
with him, or else his relations may have kept it to lament over, and as a 
remembrance of him. If it is gone to England, it will not be right to let 
it be kept in any place where food is cooked, or where there are pots or 
kettles, because there are so many chiefs’ names on it. It is a very sacred 
piece of paper : it is very good if it has been buried with the Governor.” 

On this valuable document, signed after this fashion by a fraction of 
the Maori chiefs, rests our claim to the submission of tribes who have 
never seen it. Ought we to strain the interpretation of such a “ treaty ? ” 

We believe that the Protestantism, perhaps more than the Christianity, 
of such men as the Waikato chief Tamihana, is very real. In his lan- 
guage, and to a certain extent in his conduct, he reminds us of the Puritan 
country gentlemen of our rebellion. But it is hard for us who are trained 
in European ideas to understand the effect of early Jewish history and 
abstract dogma on a race primitive as might have been the children of 
Gog, yet inheritors of so lengthened a past of violence and bloodshed. It 
is evident that they aie attracted by the ancient Hebrew annals, to which 
they give their religious sympathies. They may not vex our bishops with 
theological disputes, such as the Zulu Kaffir originated ; but they find more 
troublesome objections in Jewish precedents to our laws and government. 
A Hittite or a Perizzite might, with less anachronism than a modern 
English Bubject, have obeyed the instructions of a Maori god to the 
Ngapuhi in 1845. u You must particularly,” said the Atua', or spirit, 
u observe all the Bacred rites and customs of your ancestors ; if you 
neglect this in the smallest particular, evil will befall you, and I also shall 
desert you. You who pray to the God of the missionaries, continue to do 
so, and in your praying see that you make no mistakes. Fight and pray. 
Touch not the spoils of the slain, abstain from human flesh, lest the 
European God should be angry, and be careful not to offend the Maori 
gods. It is good to have more than one god to trust to. This war party 
must be strictly sacred. Be brave, be strong, be patient” The Atua 
who so advised was of great help in a subsequent fight, by turning away 
the rockets and other balls from his followers. As for our “ pot guns,” or 
mortars, the natives believed at that time that their only purposh was to 
produce deafness in the adversely, and to keep him from sleeping. Aft 
the risk of being considered behind the New Zealand age we multiply 
traits of Maori thought twenty years ago, for we think they show us 
in some degree what is still the mental state of our insurgents. Twenty 
years such as those the Maories have passed can have but slightly modified 
the instincts of a race. Can we expect that the religious reverence of 
Bewi or Wi Kingi is deeper seated than that of our formidabl* antagonist 
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Heke, who led the war of 1845 ? “ What care I/' he roared out in battle, 
“ for either men or spirits ? I fear not ; let the Fellow in heaven look to 
it. Have I not prayed to him for years ? It is for him to look to me this 
day.” Yet Heke had been a nominal Christian for many years. When 
we talk of Maori Christianity, we must not think even of the brilliant 
and liberal sister of King Matutuere, Te Paea, os* of a Lady Jane Grey, 
or of Wi Tamihana as a “judicious Hooker.” 

It is 'not to be expected that from colonial reports we should hear 
much of Maori poetry. Their late armed resistance has earned for the 
natives a “ nigger ” hatred, Yankee in its expression, nor even in England 
do we expect much sympathy with the Taillefers of Maori chivalry; yet 
we cannot but pause in our hurried sketch to quote the speech of Te Anu, 
the best spearman of the Ngnpuhi, when, during the war of 1845, his 
friend was killed in battle by our troops : — 11 Farewell, Hauraki l go, 
taking witli you your kindness and hospitality, your generosity and 
valour, and leave none behind you who osfn fill your place. Your death 
was noble ; you revenged yourself with your own hand ; you saved your- 
self without the help of any man. Your life was short — but so it is with 
heroes. Farewell, O Hauraki, farewell 1 ” “ At this time it was night,” 

continues the Maori who describes Hauraki’s end, “ and the sister, and 
also the young wife of Hauraki, went in the dork and sat beside the river. 
They sat weeping silently, and spinning a cord wherewith to strangle 
themselves. The flax was wet with their tears. And as they did this 
the moon arose ; so when the Bister of Hauraki saw the rising moon, she 
broke silence and lamented aloud, and this was part of her lament : — 

“ It is well with tlicc, O Moon ! Yon retnrn from death 
Spi ending your light on the little waves. Men Bay, * Behold the moon 
But the dead of this world return no more. [rc-appears.’ 

Grief and pain spring up in my heait os from a fountain ; 

I hasten to death for relief. 

Oh 1 that I might eat those numerous soothsayers 
Who could not foretell his death. 

Oh 1 that I might cat the Governor, 

For his was the wa^ 1 ” 

We are relieved to find that the singer’s desire to oat tlio Governor 
was not generally approved. The lament, which was very popular at 
first, was suppressed by the Maori authorities as not 11 tika.” 

We have wished to show our readers some scattered traits of what 
the Maorics were before they gained even their shallow varnish of nominal 
civilization. We must remember that even the Tamihanas to be found 
in New Zealand, remarkable as they are for intelligence and even noble 
feeling, are not the less heirs as Maories to a recent barbarism. Have we 
attempted to understand our savage subjects, when we thrust on them 
our perfections? Have we a right to exterminate them if in places they 
have returned to crimes and superstitions that, however horrible, have not 
been unanticipated by those who knew an elder generation ? Their very 
virtues axe as different from ours as their cannibalism is unlike oar state 
oetemonisa. Splendid courage they hate shown— * qtttHty that we bop* 
is common to our troops and their warriors. Their d ash, in cue or* two 
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actions, hm bean equalled to the charge of Bulaklava. At Te Range, last 
summer, we heard how they deliberately retired with the order of the 
finest troops in the world, though they were being shot down by scores. 
Many of them turned round, folded their arms on their chests, bowed their 
heads and received their death-wound in silenoe. There must be remark- 
able moral force behind this calm courage. 

We do not intend to discuss late events in New Zealand, though it 
k plain that there is much to criticize in the manner with Which wo 
have offered what we assume to be bencfioial institutions to .this alien 
race. We do not generally shine as examples of sympathy and courtesy 
in our dealings with strangers, and our ignorance of the Maoriea has been 
excessive. Even those who studied their history scientifically seem to 
have been carelees of the living Maori nature. We seem to know still 
less about them since they have adopted broadcloth and pale ale. Those 
snnguine among us think that they are ready for our machinery of life, 
and cannot perceive its dangers and even foolishness for them. Govern- 
ment edits newspapers in Maori, that a “ publio opinion ” may be created. 
Yet what is public opinion likely to be in the swamps and buah to which ^ 
our “land sharks ” are driving the natives ? We have not much faith in 
the trash necessarily published under such conditions. Our tattooed 
subjects as yet do not understand that the editorial language, to which 
we are so used that we make due allowance for its figures of speech, 
is not wilful and active deception and insult. We do, on the whole, 
pretty well with our laws, which liave grown with our growth. We 
are trained, to use a quaint Maori saying, to fear the five pounds (fine), 
if we do not fear a higher power ; but our customs are of no use to this 
barbarous people, and we give them no other, not even a vote in the 
Assembly, of which they are told to worship the perfection. Yet their 
faith in our institutions is touching ; they try to govern by their village 
runangas, or parliaments, aud the ancient influence of the ohiefs is 
ruinously weakened by the “ public opinion ” thus created. The runangas 
legislate in a fashion hardly imaginable by those who believe a parliament 
to be your only maohme for law-making. These democracies, for the 
ohiefs follow and do not lead the general vote, issue edicts on every 
possible subject. They regulate, with like gravity, social etiquette and 
international law; they arrange snmptuaiy rules and ecclesiastical dis- 
putes; they follow by turns the Ten Commandments^andent Maori law, 
and English Acts of Parliament; while some more original legislators 
develop a private oode for their hapu out of their own self-consciousness. 
It is not extraordinary that no one should obey Maori decisions^ and we 
have not enforced any other even in the districts within sight of Auckland. 
There never appears to have been obedienoe of any sort in Maori-land. * 
The children, as we have seen, are a sort of common property of the tribe. 
Knowing that if foeir father punished them, they would be backed by 
relation} eager to hnforee the muru, it is not likely that young Mabries 
praetke even the usual 'filial submission. 

Tutus nmifs— that we have k jftw Ay— Anglican theories Uf ^Christ!- 
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unity into tlie chaos of native ideas with the same effect as if wo set a 
starved beggar 'do wii before a civic feast. The Maories are of the date of 
those ancient races who struggled for existence in the age of stone. We 
have nearly destroyed them With the sudden influx of our iron, and still 
worse of our gold, which we persist in thinking is the remedy tor all 
savagery. The Maori revolt is the more excusable that it ia instinctive. 
The chiefs probably could not prevent it. They cannot cheek that intense 
attachment to their land — their “ mother,” as the Maories oall it-— which 
belongs to races that have not yet become commercial. The Maories tight 
for their soil, and the customs connected with it, and make land-leagues 
such os the Irish might have attempted eight hundred years ago — such as 
they would perhaps organize even now were they fifteen thousand milea 
from the Horse Guards. “ Land is a living thing,” say the Maori thinkers, 
41 and man is moi tal.” Wc must acknowledge the good reason our barbarian 
dependants have for their resistance to the swarm of hungry new comers 
who would change the ti tree jungles into East Lothian or Norfolk farmB. 

Our civilization and our religious teaching seem to be alike failures, 
which leads us to doubt if our civilization and eur religious teaching, os 
exhibited in New Zealand, arc of the best sort. The hopeful reports of 
our missionaries lose their rose colour in presence of the Pai Marve reli- 
gion, which has become almost universal among the insurgent tnbes. The 
story of its invention shows that our Maori converts who can discusa the 
mysteries of Calvinism, and who even wear white waistcoats and possess 
photographic albums, are not, after all, far removed from the late believers 
in Maui, the Atua (god) who fished up New Zealand from the sea, and is 
dead a long time ago. 

The new prophets of Pai Marire tell theotory of ita revelation thus: — 
A boy lying awake at Taranaki heard a voice which directed him to go 
to Wanganui and get a white shirt from a certain store, there. To the 
boy's remonstrance that he had no money and knew no one there, the 
voice replied that he was to go, nothing doubting, and he would there 
meet a Jew who would give hi 91 further instructions. He went, the 
storekeeper 4 et him have the shirt, and a man touching him said, “ You 
want me. 11 The boy declared that he had come tor nothing else. The 
Jew gave him twelve books to read, but he oould not understand the first 
ten. The last two;; volumes, however, made everything dear to him, end 
he toxmd himself able, to speak all languages on the earth. Certain am* 
monies were instituted, such as dancing round a pole, waving the hands, 
end speaking, or rather Uttering sounds which they cell Hebrew. The 
Angel Gabriel » to fight tor oil the followers of their near **1%^ te 
which all Maories are invited to become converts, except the Arepa arid 
William Naylor’* tribe* Thorn who refoae will toll dead, if not qanarid 
by a certain date. The Pakehaa me to be exterminated. All tbMgoattie 
of the new religion are invulnerable. If the Pakeha fires at his 
. rifle bullets will turn and kill himself. If he print a sw o rd at d y , ft 
will pierce his own body. His round foot and fodl udQ be oaflyh* hptbe 
p rie sts and flung baric at him with greater" force than powder can exert 



®* A^jpet KSUbrkl fa to enforce the new doctrines on pain of death if they 
ataAftfajfayjd. Freeh irtfolea of faith, more and more debasing in their 
aye at will promulgated by the head prophet of the superstition 
^fastatod jpaonveoiedt under the existing circumstances of the Maories, 
-tod *b«y hm ^eytainly acted in many late instances aa if they firmly 
troth. But it is baldly reconcilable with even the broadest 
p||Pfi)muim. The Maories, who use, as they did at Tanning*, texts as 
fibAfatlas of incantation, when abbot 44 to lay an ambuscade,* 1 or to 44 bnild 
dt faftifieation,” or to 44 ieheve the wounded, 11 are scarcely prepared far the 
* religions developments of the nineteenth century. 

Our readers will, we thfak, be inclined to agree with ns that the 
Ifaenes are suffering now faon* a surfeit of Europcaniam, if we may coin 
the word, that is quite unsuited to their situation. In the failure of oui 
system of government, which most writers on Maori affairs allow to be com; 
plete, their wish for a king to loojt after them ia reasonable, if rebellious. 

We give no opinion on the arguments of some that, if the English 
troops be withdrawn^ tl$e Maories will be unfairly dealt with by the 
colonists, nor on the vfish of others to proceed in Maori affairs by what it 
called the sugar-and-ftour policy. Nor do we criticize our English wufc 
to fence off the barbarians, and leave them to their own 41 little wafa* 1 
outside a pale that the colonial militia should keep inviolate, 
that much might still be made of Maori loyalty if an Eyttfapupfa Jfitald 
he fraud sufficiently uncivilized to earn their 
forward regard fast their welfare. It) is probable cannot 
comprehend abstractions of law and order; h^ftfasy might Idvcalawgivei 
and a chief. Why should i&ey not have a li^utenaat^ng, Who Wbuld, at 
young King Matutuere has done, pray,«acc6rdix^g fa 4he Book of €ommoc 
Prayer, that the Queen may vanquish tod overcame all her toemies, 
a ud seal his flayer with qppbntie Amens 7 44 The first ton fidence, 1 * says 
flfa W/Martin, late chief-justice of, the colony, 44 must be a confidence is 
persons.” If our European training render a search far the nfaeseaiy 
“person” difficult, why should hot the Matties have Tamifcaiyft 01 Mata* 
tame, foyr that they fare CShfesfacHhe Queen's su pwto a c y, far tbeii 
viceroy ^Wby should tiu»jaot make 44 land-lfagues^ if ia# please them, 
due tMtey fioilWr fcitA fa legitimate sale of them touafay 1 
*" ' met the tairosfiSfciffitJ&f lt%«nitorat with the fftw rf l tiiii fafand. 
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opening of the door, or felt the approaching sweep of Molly’s dress. 
Molly took tip a book, — not to read, but to have the semblance of some 
employment which should not necessitate conversation. 

There was no measuring the duration of the Bilence that ensued. 
Molly grew to fancy it was some old enchantment that weighed upon 
their tongues and kept them still. At length Cynthia spoke, but she had 
to begin again before her words eame clear. 

“ I wish you both to know that henceforward all iB at an end between 
me and Roger Hamley.” 

Molly’s book went down upon her knees ; with open eyes and lips she 
strove to draw in Cynthia’s meaning. Mrs. Gibson spoke querulously, as 
if injured. 

« I could have understood this if it had happened three months ago, — 
when you were in London ; but now it’s just nonsense, Cynthia, and you 
know you don’t mean it 1 ” 

Cynthia did not reply ; nor did the resolute look on her face change 
when Molly spoke at last. 

“ Cynthia — think of him 1 It will break his heart 1 ” 

11 'No 1 ” said Cynthia, “ it will not. But even if it did, I cannot help it.” 

“ All this talk will soon pass away 1 ” said Molly ; “ and when he 
knows the truth from your own self ” 

“From my own self he shall never hear it. I do not love him well 
enough to go through the shame of having to excuse myself, — to plead 
that ,he will reinstate me in his good opinion. Confession may be— well 1 
I can never believe it pleasant — but it may be an ease of mind if one 
makes it to some people, — to some person, — and it may not be a morti- 
fication to sue for forgiveness. I cannot tell. All I know is^—and I 
know it clearly, and will act upon it inflexibly — that—” And here 
ska stopped short. 

“ I think you might finish your sentence,” said her mother, after at 
silence of five seconds. 

“ I cannot bear to exculpate myself to Roger Hanley. I will not 
submit to his thinking less well of me than he has done^-4towev«r fitohsh 
b» judgment may have been. I would rather never see hem again, tor 
these tiro reasons. And the truth is, I do not love hi**. Hike him, I 
respect him; but I will net marry him. I have written to tell him so. 
That was merely as a relief to myself for when or where the letter will 
„ reach him— And I have written to old Mr. Hamley. The relief is 
tha one good t^sag come out of it all. It is such a comfort to feel free 
. again. It wea ri e d meso to think cf straining up la his goodness. ‘Ex- 
tenuate' my conduct 1 * ” she concluded, quoting Mr. Gibson’s words. Yet 
whan Va Gibson coma home, after a sites* dinner, she asked to speak 
with him, atone, in hie consulting-room ; and there laid bare the excul- 
pation of herself which she had given to Molly many weeks before. When 
she had ended, aha said : 

“ And now* Mr. still treat yen like « fitondtrrdu^, a* 
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to find some borne far away, where all the evil talking and gossip 
mamma tells me of cannot find me and follow me. It m ay be Wrong 
to care for people's good opinion, — but it is me, and I cannot alter 
myself. You, Molly, — all the people in the town, — I have not the 
patience to live through the nine days' wonder. I want to go away 
and be a governess." 

“ But, my dear Cynthia, — how soon Roger will be bask, — a tower 
of strength." 

44 Has not mamma told you I have broken it all off with Roger? I 
wrote this morning. I wrote to his father. That letter will reach 
to-morrow. I wrote to Roger. If he ever receives that letter I hope to 
be far away by that time ; in Russia may be." 

“ Nonsense. An engagement like yours cannot be broken off, except 
by mutual consent. You have only given others a great deal of pain 
without freeing yourself. Nor will you wish it in a month’s time. When 
you come to think calmly you will be glad to think of the stay and support 
of such a husband as Roger. You have been in fiiult, ond^have acted 
foolishly at first, — perhaps wrongly afterwards ; but you don't want your 
husband to think you faultless ? ” 

“ Yes, I do," said Cynthia. “ At any rate, my lover must think me 
so. And it is just because I do not love him even as so light a thing as I 
could love, that I feel that I could not bear to have to tell him I'm 
sorry, and stand before him like a chidden child to be admonished and 
forgiven.” 

“ But here you axe, just in Buch a position before me, Cynthia I” 

“ Yes 1 but I love you better than Roger ; I have often told Molly so. 
And I would have told you, if I hod not expected and hoped to leave you 
all before long. I could see if the recollection of it all came up before 
your mind ; I could see it in your eyes ; I should know it by instinct. I 
have a fine instinct for reading the thoughts of others when they refer to 
me. I almost hate the idea of Roger judging me by his own standard, 
which was not made for me, and graciously forgiving me at last." 

44 Then I do believe it is right for you to break it off," said Mr. Gibson, 
almost as if he was thinking to himself 41 That poor lad l But it will be 
best for him too. And he’ll get over it. He has a good strong heart. 
Poor old Roger 1” 

For a moment Cynthia's wilful fancy stretched after the object pasting 
out of her grasp, — Roger’s love became for the instant a treasure; but*, 
again, she knew that in its entirety of high undoubting gatemn, as well as 
of paationate regard, it would no longer be hers ; and fir the Ana jriaid^ 
she herself bad made she cast it away, and would none of it Tat often 
in after years, when it was tea late, she wondered, and strove te pnnrtrata 
the inscrutable mystery of 44 what would have been.” 

44 Still taka till to-morrow before you aet upon yon* dotiaion,” mid 
Mr. Gibeon, slowly. 44 What fault# you have fatten into hmm beau im 
garfish foaltsat firat, — leading you into much detail, I g—tfo” 
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“ Don't give yourself the trouble to define the shades of blackness/' 
mid Cynthia, bitterly. “ I am not so obtuse but what I know them all 
better than any one can tell me. And as for my decision I acted upon it 
at once. It may be long before Roger gets my letter, — but I hope he is 
sure to get it at last, — and, as I said, I have let his father know ; it won't 
hurt him ! Oh, sir, I think if I had been differently brought up I should 
not have had the sore angry heart I have. Now ! No don't ! I don't 
want reasoning comfort. I can't stand it. I should always have wanted 
admiration and worship, and men’s good opinion. Those unkind gossips 1 
To visit Molly with their hard words ! Oh, dear 1 I think life is very 
dreary.'' 

She put her head down on her hands ; tired out mentally as well as 
bodily. So Mr. Gibson thought. fie felt as if much speech from him 
would only add to her excitement, and make her worse. He left the room, 
and called Molly, from where she was sitting, dolefully. “ Go to Cynthia 1 " 
he whispered, and Molly went. She took Cynthia into her arms with 
gentle power, and laid her head against her own breast, as if the one had 
been a another, and the other a child. 

4C Oh, my darling 1 " she murmured. “ I do so love you, dear, dear 
Cynthia ! ” and she stroked her hair, and kissed her eyelids ; Cynthia 
passive all the while, till suddenly she started up stung with a new idea, 
and looking Molly straight in the face, she said, — 

“ Molly, Roger will marry you ! See if it is not so l You too 
good ” 

But Molly pushed her away with a Budden violence of repulsion. 
41 Don't ! " she said. She was crimson with shame and indignation. 
u Your husband this morning! Mine to-night! What do you take 
him for ? " 

“ A man ! " smiled Cynthia. “ And therefore, if you won’t let me 
call him changeable, Til coin a word and call him consolable ! " But Molly 
gave her back no answering smile. At this moment, the servant Maria 
entered the consulting - room, where the two girls were. She had a' 
scared look. 

“ Is not master here ? " asked she, as if she distrusted her eyes. 

“ No ! " said Cynthia. 11 1 heard him go out. I heard him shut the 
front door not five minutes ago." 

“ Oh, dear 1" said Maria. “ And there’s a man come on horseback 
from Hamley Hall, and he says Mr. Osborne is dead, and that master must 
go off to the squire straight away ! " 

“ Osborne Hamley dekd ? " said Cynthia, in awed surprise. Molly was 
out at the front door, seeking the messenger through the dusk, round into 
the stable-yard, where the groom sate motionless on his dark horse, flecked 
with foam, made visible by the lantern placed on the steps near, where it 
had been left by the servants, who were dismayed at this news of the 
handsome young man who had frequented their master’s house, so fuE of 
sportive elegance and winsomeness. Molly went up to "the man, whose 
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thoughts were lost in recollection of the scene he had left at the plaee he 
had come from. 

She laid her hand on the hot damp skin of the horse’s shoulder ; the 
man started. 

“ Is the doctor coming, Miss ? ” For he saw who it was by the dim 
light. 

44 IIe is dead, is he not? ” asked Molly, in a low voice. 

“ I’m afeard he is, — leastways there is no doubt according to what 
they said. But I have ridden hard! there may be a chance. Is the 
'doctor coming, Miss ? ” 

44 He is gone out. They are seeking him, I believe. I will go myself. 
Oh ! the poor old squire.’* She went into the kitchen — went over the 
house with swift rapidity to gain news of her father’s whereabouts. The 
servants knew no more than she did. Neither she nor they had heard 
what Cynthia, ever quick of perception, had done. The shutting of tho 
front door had fallen on deaf ears, as far as others wei'fe concerned. Up- 
stairs sped Molly to the drawing-room, whore Mrs. Gibson stood at the 
door, listening to the unusual stir in the house. 

44 What is it, Molly ? Why, how white you look, child ! ” 

44 Where’s papa ? ” 

44 Gone out. What’s the matter ? ” 

“ Where?” 

44 How should I know ? I was asleep ; Jenny came upstairs on her way 
to the bedrooms ; she’s a girl who never keeps to her work, and Maria 
takes advantage of her ? ” 

44 Jenny, Jenny ! ” cried Molly, frantic at the delay. 

44 Don’t shout, dear, — ring the bell. What can be the matter? ” 

14 Oh, Jenny 1 ” said Molly, half way up the stairs to meet her, 44 whe 
wanted papa ? ” 

Cynthia came to join the group ; she too had been looking for traces 
or tidings of Mr. Gibson. 

44 What is the matter ? ” said Mrs. Gibson. 44 Can nobody speak and 
answer a question ? ” 

44 Osborne Hamley is dead ! ” said Cynthia, gravely. 

44 Dead ! Osborne \ Poor fellow ! I knew it would be so, though,— I 
was sure of it. But Mr. Gibson can do nothing if he’s dead. Poor young 
man 1 I wonder where Roger is now ? He ought to come home.*’ 

Jenny had been blamed for coming into the drawing-room instead of 
Maria, whose place it was, and so had lost the few wits she had. To 
Molly’s hurried questions her replies had been entirely unsatisfactory. 
A man had come to the back door — she could not see who it was— die had 
not asked his name : he wanted to speak to master, — master had seemed 
in a hurry, and only stopped to get his hat. 

44 He will not be long away,” thought Molly, 44 or he would have left 
word where he was going. But oh 1 the poor father all alone.’* And 
then a thought came into her head, which die acted upon straight. 44 Go 
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to Junes, tell him to pat the Bide-saddle I had in November on Nora 
Creina. Don’t cry, Jenny. There’s no time for that. No one is angry 
with yon. Ron 1 H 

So down into the cluster of collected women Molly came, equipped 
in her jacket and skirt ; quick determination in her eyes ; controlled 
quivering about the corners of her mouth. 

" Why, what in the world,” said Mrs. Gibson — “ Molly, what are you 
thanking about ? ” But Cynthia had understood it at a glance, and was 
arranging Molly's hastily assumed dress, as she passed along. 

“ I am going. I must go. I cannot bear to think of him alone. 
When papa comes back he » sure to go to Hamley, and if I am not 
wanted, I con come back with him.” She heard Mrs. Gibson’s voice 
following her in remonstrance, but she did not stay for words. She had 
to wait in the stable-yard, and she wondered how the messenger could 
bear to eat and drink the food and beer brought out to him by the 
servants. Her coming out had evidently interrupted the eager talk, — the 
questions and answers passing sharp to and fro ; but she caught the words, 
“ all amongst the tangled grass,” and “ the squire would let none on us 
touch him : he took him up as if he was a baby ; he had to rest many a 
time, and once he Bate him down on the ground ; but still he kept him in 
his arms; but we thought we should ne'er have gotten him up again — him 
and the body.” 

“ The body ! " 

Molly had never felt that Osborne was really dead till she heard 
those words. They rode quick under the shadows of the hedgerow 
trees, but when they slackened speed, to go up a brow, or to give their 
horses breath, Molly heard those two little words again in her ears ; and 
said them over again to herself, in hopes of forcing the sharp truth into 
her unwilling sense. But when they came in sight of the square stillness 
of the house, shining in the moonlight — the moon had risen by this time 
— Molly caught at her breath, and for an instant she thought she never 
oould go in. and face the presence in that dwelling. One yellow light 
burnt steadily, spotting the silver shining with its earthly coarseness. 
The man pointed it out : it was almost the first word he had spoken since 
they had left Hollxngford. 

“ It's the old nursery. They carried him there. The squire broke 
down at thestair-foot, and they took him to the readiest place. I'll be 
bound for it the squire is there hisself, and old Robin too. They fetched 
him, as a knowledgable man among dumb beasts, till th' regular doctor 
came.” 

Molly dropped down from her seat before the man oould dismount to 
help her. She gathered up her skirts and did not stay again to think of 
what was before her. She ran along the onoe familiar turns, and swiftly 
tip the stain, and through the doors, till she oame to the last; then die 
Stopped and listened. It was a deathly silence. She opened the door: 
tike squire was sitting alone at themde of the bed, holding the deftdmaafc 
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hand, and .looking straight before him at vacancy. He did not stir or 
move, even m much as an eyelid, at Molly's entrance. The truth had 
entered his soul before this, and he knew that no dootor, be he ever so 
cunning, could, with all his striving, put the breath into that body 
again. Molly came up to him with the softest steps, the most hushed 
breath that ever she could. She did not speak, for she did not know 
what to say. She felt that he had no more hope from earthly skill, so 
what was the use of Bpeaking of her father and the delay in his coming ? 
After a moment's pause, standing by the old man's side, she slipped down 
to the floor, and *>at at his feet. Possibly her presence might have Borne 
balm in it ; but uttering of words was as a vain thing. He must have 
been aware of her being there, but he took no apparent notioe. There 
they sate, silent and still, he in his obair, she on the floor ; the dead man, 
beneath the sheet, for a third. She fancied that she must have disturbed 
the father in his contemplation of the quiet face, now more than half, but 
not fully, covered up out of sight. Time had never seemed so without 
measure, silence had never seemed so noiseless as it did to Molly, sitting 
there. In the acuteness of her senses she heard a step mounting a distant 
staircase, coming slowly, coming nearer. She knew it not to be her 
father’s, and that was all she oared about. Nearer and nearer-— close to 
the outside of the door — a pause, and a soft hesitating tap. The great 
gaunt figure sitting by her side quivered at the sound. Molly rose and 
went to the door : it was Robinson, the old butler, holding in his hand 
•a covered basin of soup. 

44 God bless you, Miss," said he ; 44 make him touch a drop o' this : 
he’s gone since breakfust without food, and it’s past one in the morning 
now.” 

lie softly removed the cover, and Molly took the basin back with her 
to her place at the squire’s side. She did not speak, for she did not well 
know wlmt to say, or how to present this homely want of nature before 
one so rapt in grief. But Bhe put a spoonful to his lips, and touched 
them with the savoury food, os if he had been a rick child, and she the 
nurse; and iustinotively he took down the first spoonful of the soup. 
But in a minute he said, with a sort of cry, and almost overturning the 
basin Molly held, by his passionate gesture as he pointed to the bed,— 

44 He will never eat again— never.” 

Then he threw himself across the corpse, and wept in such a terrible 
manner that Molly trembled lest he also should die— should break his 
heart there and then. He took no more notice of her wolds, of her tears, 
of her pesence, than he did of that of the moon, looking through the 
unclosed window, with passionless stare. Her father stood by them both 
before either of them was aware. 

44 Go downstairs, Molly,” said he gravely ; but he stroked her head 
tenderly as she rose. 44 Go into the dining-room.” Now she felt the 
reaction from all her self-control. She trembled with fear m rim went 
along the moonlit {Murages. It teemed to her Os if oho rimtdd meet 
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Osborne, and bear it all explained ; bow he came to die,— what be now 
felt and thought and wished her to do. She did get down to the dining- 
room, — the last few steps with a rush of terror, — senseless terror of 
what might be behind her ; and there she found supper laid out, and 
candles lit, and Robinson bustling about decanting some wine. She 
wanted to cry ; to get into some quiet place, and weep away her over- 
excitement ; but die could hardly do bo there. She only felt very much 
tired, and to care for nothing in this world any more. But vividness of 
life came back when she found Robinson holding a glass to her lips as 
die sat in the great leather easy-chair, to which die had gone instinctively 
as to a place of rest. 

41 Drink, Miss. It's good old Madeira. Your papa said as how you 
was to eat a bit. Says he, 4 My daughter may have to stay here, Mr. 
Robinson, and she's young for the work. Persuade her to eat something, 
or she'll break down utterly.' Those was his very words." 

Molly did not say anything. She had not energy enough for resist- 
ance. She drank and she ate at the old servant’s bidding ; and then she 
asked him to leave her alone, and went back to her easy-chair and let 
herself cry, and so ease her heart. 

It seemed very long before Mr. Gibson came down. He went and 
stood with his back to the empty fireplace, and did not speak for a 
minute or two. 

“ He's gone to bed," said he at length. “ Robinson and I have got 
him there. But just as I was leaving him he called me back, and asked 
me to let you stop. I’m sure I don’t know — but one doesn't like to 
refuse at such a time.” 

44 I wish to stay,” said Molly. 

44 Do you ? There’s a good girl. But how will you manage ? " 

44 Oh, never mind that. I can manage. Papa”-— she paused — “ what 
did Osborne die of ? ” She asked the question in a low, awe-stricken voice. 

44 Something wrong about the heart. You wouldn't understand if I 
told you. I apprehended it for some time ; but it is better not to talk of 
such things at home. When I saw him on Thursday week, he seemed 
better than I have seen him for a long time. I told Dr. Nioliolls so. But 
one never can calculate in these complaints." 

14 You saw him on Thursday week ? Why, you never mentioned it I ” 
said Molly. 

44 No. 1 don't talk of my patients at diome. Besides, I didn't want 
him to consider me as his doctor, but as a friend. Any alarm about 
his own health would only have hastened the catastrophe." 

“Then didn't he know that he was ill — ill of a dangerous complaint, 
I mean : one that might end as it has done ? " 

44 No ; certainly not. He would only have been watching his symp- 
toms — accelerating matters, in fact." 

44 Oh, papa ! " said Molly, shocked. 

41 I've no time to gb into the question," Mr. Gibson oontimued. 44 And 
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until you know what has to be said on both sides, and in every instance, 
you are not qualified to judge. We must keep our attention on the 
duties in hand now. You sleep here for the remainder of the night, 
which is more than half-gone already ? ” 

“ Yes.*’ 

“ Promise me to go to bed just as usual. You may not think it, but 
most likely you'll go to sleep at once. People do at your age.*' 


CHAPTER UI. 

Squire Hamley’b Sorrow. 

“ Papa, I think I ought to tell you something. I know a great secret 
of Osbome’B, which I promised solemnly not to tell; but the laBt time I 
saw him I think he must have been afraid of something like thi9.” A 
fit of sobbing Came upon her, which her father was afraid would end in 
hysterics. But suddenly Bhe mastered herself, and looked up into his 
anxious face, and smiled to reassure him. 

“ I could not help it, papa ! ” 

tl No. I know. Go on with what you wero saying. You ought to 
be in bed ; but if you have a secret on your mind you won't sleep.” 

“ Osborne was married,” said she, fixing her eyes on her filth er. 
u That is the secret.” 

u Married ! Nonsense. What makes you think so? ” 

“ He told me. That’s to say, I was in the library — was reading there, 
some time ago ; and Roger came and spoke to Osborne about his wife. 
Roger did not see me, but Osborne did. They made me promise secrecy. 
I don’t think I did wrong.” 

“ Don’t worry yourself about right or wrong just now; tell me more 
about it, at once.” 

“ I knew no more till six months ago — last November, when you went 
up to Lady Cumnor. Then he called, and gave me his wife’s address, but 
still under promise of secrecy ; and, excepting those two times, I have 
never heard any one mention the subject. I think he would have told me 
more that last time, only Mias Phoebe came in.” 

“ Where is this wife of his ? ” 

“ Down in the south ; near Winchester, I think. He said she waa 
a Frenchwoman and a Roman Catholic ; and I think he said she was a 
servant,” added Molly. 

“ Phew ! ” Her father made a long whistle of dismay. 

“ And,” continued Molly, “ he spoke of a child. Now you knew as 
much as I do, papa, except the address. I have it written down safe 
at home.” 

Forgetting, apparently, what time of night it was, Mr. Gibson sate 
down, stretched out his legs before him, put his h a nds in his pocktts, and 
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begia to think. Molly cate still without speaking, too tired to do more 
than wait. 

44 Weill " said he at last, jumping up, “ nothing can be done to-night; 
by tq-morrow morning, perhaps, I may find out Poor little pale face 1 ” 
— taking it between both his hands and kissing it ; “ poor, sweet, little 
pale face 1 ” Then he rang the bell, and told Robinson to send some 
maid-servant to take Miss Gibson to her room. 

44 He won’t be up early,” said lie, in parting. 44 The shock has lowered 
him too mufch to be energetic. Send breakfast up to him in his own 
room. I’ll be here again before ten.” 

Lato as it was before he left, he kept his word. 

44 Now, Molly,” he said, “ you and I must tell him the truth between 
us. I don’t know how he will take it ; it may comfort him, but I have 
very little hope : cither way, he ought to know it at once.” 

“ Robinson says lie has gone into the room again, and he is afraid he i 
has locked the door on the inside.” 

44 Never mind. I shall ring the bell, and send up Robinson to say 
that I am here, and wish to speak to him.” 

The message returned was, 44 The squires kind love, and could not see 
Mr. Gibson just then.” Robinson added, 44 It was a long time before he’d 
answer at all, sir.” 

44 Go up again, and tell him I can wait his convenience. Now that’s 
a lie,” Mr. Gibson said, turning round to Molly as soon as Robinson had 
left the room. 14 I ought to be far enough away at twelve ; but, if I’m 
not much mislaken, the innate habits of a gentleman will make him 
uneasy at the idea of keeping me waiting his pleasure, and will do more 
to bring him out of that room into this than any entreaties or reasoning.” 
Mr. Gibson was growing impatient though, before they heard the Bquire’s 
footstep on the Btairs ; he waB evidently coming slowly and unwillingly. 
He came in almost like one blind, groping along, and taking hold of chair 
or table for support or guidance till he reached Mr. Gibson. He did not 
speak when he held the doctor by the hand ; he only hung down his head, 
and kept on a feeble shaking of welcome. 

“ I’m brought veiy low, sir. I suppose it’s God’s doing ; but it comes 
hard upon me. He was my firstborn child.” ne said this almost as if 
speaking to a stranger, and informing him of facts of which he was 
ignorant. 

41 Here’s Molly,” said Mr. Gibson, choking a little himself, and pushing 
her forwards. 

44 1 beg your pardon; I did not see you at first. My mind is a good 
deal occupied just now.” He Bate heavily down, and then seemed almost 
to forget they were there. Molly wondered what was to come next. 
Suddenly her father spoke, — 

44 Where’s Roger? ” said he. 44 Is he not likely to be jnon at the 
Cape?” He got up and looked at the directions of one or two unopened 
letters brought by that morning*! post ; among them was one in Cynthia’s 
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handwriting. Both Molly and he saw it at the same time. How long it 
was since yesterday ! But the squire took no notice of their proceedings 
or their looks. 

“ You will be glad to have Roger at home as soon as may be, I think, 
air. Some months must elapse first ; but I'm sure he will return as 
speedily as possible.” 

The squire said something in a very low voice. Both father and 
daughter strained their ears to hear what it was. They both believed 
it to be, “ Roger is not Osborne!” And Mr. Gibson spoke on that 
belief. lie spoke more quietly than Molly had ever heard him do 
before. 

“ No ! we know that. I wish that anything that Roger could do, or 
that I could do, or that any one oould do, would comfort you ; but it is 
past human comfort.” 

44 I do try to say, God’s will be done, sir,” said the squire, looking up 
at Mr. Gibson for the first time, and speaking with more life in his voice ; 
“ but it is harder to bo resigned than happy people ‘think.” They were 
all silent for a while. The Bquire himself was the first to speak again, — 
41 lie was my first child, sir ; my eldest son. And of late years we 
weren’t ’’ — his voice broke down, but he controlled himself — 44 we weren’t 
quite as good friends as could be wished ; and I’m not sure — not sure that 
he knew how I loved him.” And now he cried aloud with an exceeding 
bitter cry. 

44 Better so ! ” whispered Mr. Gibson to Molly. 41 When he is a little 
calmei, don’t be afraid ; tell him all you know, exactly as it happened.” 

Molly began. Her voice sounded high and unnatural to herself, as if 
some one else was Bpeaking, but she made her words clear. The squire* 
did not attempt to listen, at first, at any rate. 

44 One day when I was here, at the time of Mrs. Hamley’s last illness*' 
(the 6quire here checked his convulsive breathing), 44 I was in the libraiy, 
and Osborne came in. He said he had only come in for a book, and tbit 
I was not to mind him, so I went on reading. Presently, Roger came 
along the flagged garden-path just outside the window (which was open). 
He did not see me in the corner where I was sitting, and said to Osborne, 

4 Here's a letter from your wife ! ’ ” 

Now the squire was all attention ; for the first time his tear-swollen 
eyes met the eyes of another, and he looked at Molly with searching 
anxiety, as he repeated, 44 His wife ! Osborne married 1 ” Molly want on : 

41 Osborne was angry with Roger for speaking out before me, and they 
made me promise never to mention it to any one ; or to allude to it to 
either of them again. I never named it to papa till last night” 

44 Go on,” mid Mr. Gibson. 44 Tell the squire about Osborne's call, 

what you told me 1 ” Still the squire hung on her lips, listening with 
open mouth and eyes. 

44 Some months ago Osborne called. He was not well, and wantri d 
to see papa. Papa waa away, and I wm alone. I donH exactly remember 
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how it eame about, but be spoke to me of his wife for the first and only 
time since the affair in the library.” She looked at her father, as if 
questioning him as to the desirableness of telling the few further par- 
ticulars that she knew. The squire’s mouth was dry and stiff, but he 
tried to say, “Tell me all,— everything.” And Molly understood the 
half-formed words. 

“ He said his wife was a good woman, and that he loved her dearly ; 
but she was a French Homan Catholic, and a ” — another glance at her 
ftther — “she had been a servant once. That was all ; except that I 
have her address at home. He wrote it down and gave it me.” 

“ Well, well I ” moaned the squire. “ It’s all over now. All over. 
All past and gone. We’ll not blame him, — no ; but I wish he’d a told 
me ; he and I to live together with such a secret in one of us. Its no 
wonder to me now — nothing can be a wonder again, for one never 
can tell what’s in a man’s heart. Married so long ! and we sitting * 
together at meals — and living together. Why, I told him everything ! 
Too much, may be, for I showed him all my passions and ill-tempers 1 
Married so long 1 Oh, Osborne, Osborne, you should have told me I ” 

“ Tes, he riiould 1 ” said Mr. Gibson. “ But I daresay he knew how 
much you would dislike such a choice as he had made. But he should 
have told you 1 ” 

“ You know nothing about it, sir,” said the squire sharply. “ You 
don’t know the terms we were on. Not hearty or confidential^ I was 
cross to him many a time ; angry with him for being dull, poor lad — and 
he with all this weight on his mind. I won’t have people interfering and 
judging between me and my sons. And Roger too ! He could know it 
all, and keep it from me ! ” 

“ Osborne evidently had bound him down to secrecy, just as he bound 
me,” said Molly ; “ Roger could not help himself.” 

“ Osborne was such a fellow for persuading people, and winning them 
over,” said the squire, dreamily. “I remember — but what’s the use 
of remembering ? It’s all over, and Osborne is dead without opening his 
heart to me. I could have been tender to him, I could. But he’ll never 
know it now ! ” 

“ But we can guess what wish he had strongest in his mind at the 
last, from what we do know of his life,” said Mr. Gibson. 

“What, sir?” said the squire, with sharp suspicion of what was 
coming. 

“ His wife must have been his last thought, must she not ? ” 

“How do I know she was his wife? Do you think he'd go and 
many a French baggage of a servant ? It may be all a tale trumped up.” 

“Stop, squire. I don’t care to defend my daughter's truth or 
accuracy. But with the dead man's body lying upstairs — his soul with 
God — think twice before you say more hasty words, impugning his 
character; if she was not his wife, what was she ? ” 

“ I beg v your pardon. X hardly know what I am saying. Did I 
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accuse Osbtirne? Oh, my lad, my lad — thou might have trusted thy 
old dad ! He used to call me his 1 old dad ’ when he was a little chap 
not bigger than this,” indicating a certain height with his hand. “I 
never meant to say he was not — not what one would wish to think him 
now — his soul with God, as you say very justly — for I am sure it 
is there — ” 

“ Well 1 but, squire,” said Mr. Gibson, trying to check the other’s 
rambling, “ to return to his wife ” 

“ And the child,” whispered Molly to her father. Low as the 
whisper w r as, it struck on the squire's ear. 

“What?” said he, turning round to her suddenly, “—child l You 
never named that ? Is there a child ? Husband and father, and I never 
knew 1 God bless Osborne's child ! I say, God bless it ! ” He Btood up 
reverently, ami the other two instinctively rose. He closed his hands as 
if in momentary prayer. Then exhausted he sate down again, and put 
out his hand to Molly. 

“ You're a good girl. Thank you. Tell me what I ought to do, and 
I'll do it.” This to Mr. Gibson. 

“ I am almost as much puzzled as you are, squire,” replied he. “ I 
fully believe the whole story ; but I think there must be some written 
confirmation of it, which perhaps ought to be found at once, before we 
act. Most probably this is to be discovered among Osborne's papers. 
Will you look over them at once ? Molly shall return with me, and find 
the address that Osborne gave her, while you are busy ” 

“ She’ll come back again ? ” said the squire eagerly. “ You — she won't 
leave me to myself? ” 

“No l She shall come .back this evening. I’ll manage to send her 
somehow. But Bhe has no clothes but che habit she came in, and I want 
my horse that she rode away upon.” 

“ Take the carriage,” said the squire. “ Take anything. I’ll give 
orders. You’ll come back again, too ? ” 

“ No 1 I'm afraid not, to-day. I’ll come to-morrow, early. Molly 
shall return this evening, whenever it suits you to send for her.” 

“ This afternoon ; the carriage shall be at your house at three. I dare 
not look at Osborne’s — at the papers without one of you with me ; and 
yet I shall never rest till I know more.” 

“ I will send the desk ih by Robinson before I leave. And — can you 
give me some lunch before I go ? ” 

Little by little he led the squire to eat a morsel or so of food ; and so, 
strengthening him physically, and encouraging him mentally, Mr. Gibson 
hoped that he could begin his researches during Molly's absence. 

• There was something touching in the squire's wistful looks after Molly 
as she moved about. A stranger might have imagined her to be his 
daughter instead of Mr. Gibson's. The meek, broken-down, considerat e 
ways of the bereaved father never showed themselves more strongly th an 
when he called them back to his chair, out of which he stemed too languid 
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to rise, and said, as if by an after-thought : 44 Give my love to MIbb Kirk- 
patrick ; tell her I look upon her as quite one of the family. I shall be 
glad to see her after — after the funeral. I don’t think I can before." 

* He knows nothing of Cynthia’s resolution to give up Roger,” said 
Mr. Gibson oa they rode away. “ I had s long talk with her last night, 
bnt she was as resolute as ever. From what your mamma tells me, there 
is a third lover in London, whom she’s already refused. I’m thankful 
that you’ve no lover at all, Molly, unless that abortive attempt of 
Mr. Coze’s at an offer, long ago, can be called a lover." 

44 1 never heard of it, papa ? ” said Molly. 

44 Oh, no ; I forgot. What a fool I waal Why, don’t you remember 
the hurry I was in to get you off to Hamley Hall, the very first time you 
ever went l It was all because I got hold of a desperate love-letter frdm 
Coze, addressed to you.” 

But Molly was too tired to be amused, or even interested. She could 
not get over the sight of the straight body covered with a sheet, which yet 
let the outlines be seen, — all that remained of Osborna Her father had 
trusted too much to the motion of the ride, and the change of scene from 
the darkened house. He saw his mistake. 

41 Some one must write to Mrs. Osborne Hamley,” B&id he. u I believe 
her to have a legal right to the name ; but whether or no, she must be 
told that the father of her child is dead. Shall you do it, or I ? " 

u Ob, you, please, papa ! ” 

“ I will, if you wish. But she may have heard of you as a friend of 
her dead husband’s; while of me — a mere country doctor — it’s very 
probable she bas never beard the name." 

« If I ought, I will do it.” Mr. Gibson did net like this ready 
acquiescence, given in so few words, too. 

44 There’s Hollingford church-spire," said she presently, as they drew 
near the town, and caught a glimpse of the church through the trees. 44 I 
think I never wish to go out of sight of it again.” 

4t Nonsense ! ” said he. 44 Why, you’ve all your travelling to do yet ; 
and if these new-fangled railways spread, as they say they will, we shall 
all be spuming about the world} * sitting on tea-kettles,* as Phoebe 
Browning calls it. Miss Browning wrote such a capital letter of advice to 
Miss Homblower. I heard of it at the Millers’. Miss Hernblower was 
going to travel by railroad for the first time ; and Dorothy was very 
anzious, and sent her directions for her conduct ; one piece of advice was 
not to sit on the boiler.” 

Molly laughed a little, aa she was azpected to do. 44 Here' we are at 
home, at last.” 

Mrs. Gibson gave Molly a warm welcome. For, one thing, Cynthia 
was in disgrace ; for another, Molly earn# from the centre of news; for a 
third, Mrs. Gibson was really fond of the girl, in her way, and marry to m 
her pale heavy kx&s* 

44 To think ef.it «U being so sadden 


at kail Not bn* what I always 
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expected if l, -And so provoking! Just when Cynthia had given up 
Roger ! If ahe had only waited a day ! What does the squire say 
to it all ? ” 

44 He is beaten down with grief^” replied Molly. 

44 Indeed ! I should not have fancied he had liked the engagement 
bo much.” 

44 What engagement ? ” 

44 Why, Roger to Cynthia, to be sure. I asked you how the squire 
took her letter, announcing the breaking of it off? " 

44 Oh — I made a mistake. He has not opened his letters to-day. I 
'tow Cynthia’s among them." 

44 Now that I call positive disrespect.” 

44 I don’t know. He did not mean it for such. Where is Cynthia? ” 

44 Gone out into the mcadow-gardcu. She’ll be in directly. I wanted 
her to do some errands for me, but she flatly refused to go into the town. 
I am afraid she mismanages her affairs badly. But she won’t allow me to 
interfere. I hate to look at such things in a mercenary spirit, but it ia 
provoking to see her throw over two such good matches. First Mr. Hen* 
derson, and now Roger Hamley. When docs the squire expect Roger? 
Does he think he will come back sooner for poor dear Osborne’s death ? ” 

44 1 don’t know, lie burdly seems to think of anything but Osborne, 
lie seems to me to have almost forgotten every one else. But perhaps the 
news of Osborne’s being married, and of the child, may rouse him up.** 

Molly had no doubt that Osborne was really and truly married, nor 
had she any idea that her father had never breathed the facts of which 
she had told him on the previous night, to his wifo or Cynthia. But 
Mr. Gibson had been slightly dubious of the full legality of the marriage, 
and had not felt inclined to speak of it to his wife until that had been 
ascertained one way or another. So Mrs. Gibson exclaimed, 44 What do 
you mean, child ? Married I Osborne married. Who says so ? ” 

“ Oh, dear ! I suppose I ought not to have named it. Iam very stupid 
to-day. Yes! Osborne has been married a long time ; but the squire 
did not know of it until this morning. I th i nk it has done him good. 
But I don’t know.” 

44 Who is the lady ? Why, I call it a shame to go about as a single 
man, and be married all the time 1 If there is one thing that revolts me, 
it is duplicity. Who is the lady ? Do tell me all you know about it, 
there's a dear.” 

u She is French, and a Roman Catholic,” said Molly. 

44 French 1 They are such beguiling women ; and he was so much 
abroad 1 You said there was a child,— is it a boy or giri?” 

44 1 did not hear. I did not ask.” 

Molly did not think it necessary to do more than answer questions; 
indeed^ she was vexed enough to have told anything of what her father 
evidently considered it desirable to keep secret. Just then Cynthia came 
wandering into the room with a careless, hopekn look in her free, Which 
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Molly noticed at once. She had not heard of Molly's arrival, and had no 
idea that she was returned until she saw her sitting there. 

“ Molly, darling 1 Is that you ? You're as welcome as the flowers in 
May, though you've not been gone twenty-four hours. But the house is 
not the same when yoif are away 1 " 

“ And she brings us such news too ! " said Mrs. Gibson. “ I'm really 
almost glad you wrote to the squire yesterday, for if you had waited till 
to-day — I thought you were in too great a hurry at the time — he might 
have thought you had some interested reason for giving up yoqr engage- 
ment. Osborne Hamley was married all this time unknown to everybody, 
and has got a child too." 

“ Osborne married ! " exclaimed Cynthia. “ If ever a man looked a 
bachelor, he did. Poor Osborne! with his fair delicate elegance,— he 
looked so young and boyish ! " 

“ Yes ! it was a great piece of deceit, and I can’t easily forgive him 
for it. Only think ! If he had paid either of you any particular atten- 
tion, and you had fallen in love with him ! Why, he might have broken 
your heart, or Molly’s either. I can’t forgive him, even though he is 
dead, poor fellow 1 " 

“ Well, as he never did pay either of us any particular attention, and 
as we neither of us did fall in love with him, I think I only feel sorry 
that he had all the trouble and worry of concealment." Cynthia spoke 
with a pretty keen recollection of how much trouble and worry her con- 
cealment had coBt her. 

“And now of course it is a son, and will be the heir, and Roger 
will juBt be as poorly off as ever. I hope you'll take care and let the 
squire know Cynthia was quite ignorant of these new facts that have 
come out when she wrote those letters, Molly? I should not like a 
suspicion of worldliness to rest upon any one with whom I had any 
concern.' 

“ He has not read Cynthia's letter yet. Oh, do let me bring it home 
unopened," said Molly. “ Send another letter to Roger — now — at once ; 
it will reach him at the same time ; he will get both when he arrives at 
the Cape, and make him understand which is the last — the real one. 
Think ! he will hear of Osborne’s death at the same time— two such sad 
things ! Do, Cynthia ! " 

“ No, my dear," said Mrs. Gibson. “ I could not allow that, even if 
Cynthia felt inclined for it. Asking to be re-engaged to him ! At any 
rate, she must wait now until he proposes again, and we see how things 
turn out." 

But Molly kept her pleading eyes fixed on Cynthia. 

“ No 1 " said Cynthia firmly, but not without consideration. “ It 
cannot be. I have felt more content this last night than I have done for 
weeks put I am glad to be free. I dreaded Roger's goodness, and 
learning, and all that It was not in my way, and I don't believe I should 
have ever married him, even without knowing of all these ill-natured 



WIVES AND DAUGHTEBS. 


stories that are circulating about me, and which he would hear of, and 
expect me to explain, and be sorry for, and penitent and humble. I know 
he could not have made me happy, and I don't believe he would have 
been happy with me. It must stay as it is. I would rather be a governess 
than married to him. I should get weary of him every day of my life." 

“ Weary of Eoger 1 ” said Molly to herself. “ It is best as it is, I see, 1 ' 
she answered aloud. “ Only I am very sorry for him, very. He did 
love you so. Tou will never get any one to love you like him ! ” 

“ Very well. I must take i fiy chance. And too much love is rather 
oppressive to me, I believe. I like a great deal, widely spread about ; 
not all confined to one individual lover." 

41 I don't believe you," said Molly. “ But don't let us talk any more 
about it. It is best as it is. I thought — I almost felt sure you would be 
sorry this morning. But we will leave it alone now." She sate silently 
looking out of the window, her heart sorely Btirred, she scarcely knew 
how or why. But she could not have Bpoken. Most likely she would 
have begun to cry if she had spoken. Cynthia stole softly up to her after 
a while. 

“ You are vexed with me, Molly,” she began in a low voice. But 
Molly turned sharply round. 

“Ill have no business at all in the affair. It is for you to judge 
Do what you think right. I believe you have done right. Only I don't 
want to discuss it, and paw it over with talk. I am very much tired, 
dear " — gently now she spoke — “ and I hardly know what I say. If 
I speak crossly, don’t mind it.” Cynthia did not reply at once. Then 
she said,— 

“ Do you think I might go with you, and help you ? I might have 
done yesterday ; and you Bay he has not opened my letter, so he has not 
heard os yet. And I was always fond of poor Osborne, in my way, you 
know." 

44 I cannot tell ; I have no right to say," replied Molly, scarcely under- 
standing Cynthia's motives, which, after all, were only impulses in this 
case. “Papa would be able to judge; I think, perhaps, you had better 
not. But don't go by my opinion, I can only tell what I should wish to 
do in your place." 

“ It was as much for your sake as any one's, Molly," said Cynthia. 

“ Oh, then, don't 1 I am tired to-day with sitting up ; but to-morrow 
I shall be all right ; and I should not like it, if, for my sake, you 
into the house at so solemn a time." 

44 Very well ! " said Cynthia, half-glad that her impulsive offer was 
declined ; for, as she said, thinking to herself, “ It would have been 
awkward after all." So Molly went back in the carriage alone, won- 
dering how she should find the squire, wondering what discoveries he 
had made among Osborne’s papers; and at what conviction he would 
have arrived. 


vql. xn. — wo. 71. 
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CHAPTER IHL 
Unlooked-for Arrivals. 

Robinson opened the door for Molly almost before the carriage bad 
feirly drawn up at the Hall, and told her that the squire bad been very 
anxious for ber return, and bad more than once sent him to an upstairs 
window, from which a glimpse of the hill-rood between Hollingford and 
Hamley could be perceived, to know if the carriage was not yet in sight. 
Molly went into the drawing-room. The Bquire was standing in the 
middle of the door awaiting her ; in fact, longing to go out and meet her, 
but restrained by a feeling of solemn etiquette, which prevented liis 
moving about as usual in that house of mourning. He held a paper in 
his hapds, which were trembling with excitement and emotion ; and four 
or live open letters were strewed on a table near him. 

“ It’s all true,” he began ; “ she’s his wife, and lie’s her husband — 
was her husband — that’s the word for it — was ! Poor lad 1 poor lad ! it’s 
cost him a deal. Pray God, it was not my fault. Read this, my dear. 
It’s a certificate. It’s all regular — Osborne Hamley to Marie- Aimee 
Scherer, — parish-church and all, and witnessed. Oh, dear 1 ” He sate 
down in the nearest chair and groaned. Molly took a scat by him, and 
read the legal paper, the perusal of which was not needed to convince 
her of the fact of the marriage. She held it in her hand after she had 
finished reading it, waiting for the squire's next coherent words; for he 
kept talking to himself in broken sentences. “Ay, ay! that comes o’ 
temper, and crabbedness. She was the only one as could ; and I’ve been 
worse since she was gone. Worse ! worse ! and see what it has come to. 
He was afraid of me — ay — afraid. That’s the truth of it — afraid. And 
it made him keep all to himself, and care killed him. They may call it 
heart-disease — O my lad, my lad, I know better now; but it’s too 
late — that’s the sting of it — too late, too late ! ” He covered his face, 
and moved himself backward and forward till Molly could bear it no 
longer. 

“ There are some letters,” said she : “ may I read any of them 7 ” At 
another time she would not have asked ; but she was driven to it now by 
her impatience of the speechless grief of the old man. 

“ Ay, read ’em, read ’em,” said he. “Maybe you can. I can only 
pick' out a word here and there. I put ’em there far you to look at ; and 
tell me what is in ’em.” 

Molly’s knowledge of written Freneh of the present dsywra not so 
great as ker knowledge of the French of the MJmoim de Sully, and 
neither the spelling nor the writing of the letters was of the beat; but she 
managed to translate into good enough ooUoquial English some iwonimt 
sentences of hmUfUnd rubmi asien to Osborne’s will— as if his jwlgsisiit 
was infallible, and faith in his purposes, — little sentences in u tittle 
language ” that went home to the squire’s heart Perhaps if Molly had 
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vcad French move easily she might not have translated them into such 
touching, homely, broken words. Here and there, there were expressions 
in English ; these the hungry-hearted squire had read while waiting for 
Molly’s return. Every time she stopped, he said, “ Go on.’ 1 He kept 
his face shaded, and only repeated those two words at every pause. 
She got up to find some more of Aim4e’s letters. In examining the 
papers, she came upon one in particular. “ Have you seen this,, sir ? 
This certificate of baptism ” (reading aloud) “ of Boger Stephen Osborne 
Hamley, bora June 21, 183-, child of Osborne Hamley and Marie- Aim&i 
his wife — ” 

“ Give it me,” said the squire, his voice breaking now, and stretching 
forth his eager hand. “ 1 Roger,’ that’s me, ‘ Stephen,’ that’s my poor old 
father : he died when he was not so old as I am ; but I’ve always thought 
on him os very old. lie was main and fond of Osborne, when he was 
quite a little one. It's good of the lad to have thought on my father 
Stephen. Ay ! that was his name. And Osborne — Osborne Hamley ! 
One Osborne Hamley lies dead on his bed — and t’other — t’other I have 
never seen, and never heard on till to-day. Ho must be called Osborne, 
Molly. There is a Roger — thero’s two for that matter ; but one is a 
good-for-nothing old man ; and there’s never an Osborne any more, 
unless this little thing is called Osborne : we’ll take him here, and get 
a nurse for him ; and make his mother comfortable for life in her own 
country. I’ll keep this, Molly. You’re a good lass for finding it. Osborne 
Hamley ! And if God will give me grace, he shall never hear a cross 
word from me — never, lie shan't be afeard of me. Oh, my Osborne, my 
Osborne ” (he burst out), “ do you know now how bitter and sore is my 
heart for every hard word as I ever spoke to you ? Do you know now 
how I loved you — my boy — my boy ? ” 

From the general tone of the letters Molly doubted if die mother 
would consent, so easily as the squire seemed to expect, to be parted from 
her child ; the letters were not very wise, perhaps (though of this Molly 
never thought), but a heart full of love spoke tender words in every line. 
Still, it was not for Molly to talk of this doubt of hers just then ; rather 
to dwell on the probable graces and charms of the little Roger Stephen 
Osborne Hamley. She let the squire exhaust himself in wondering as to 
the particulars of every event, helping him out in conjectures ; and both 
of them, from their imperfect knowledge of possibilities, made the Boost 
curious, fantastic, and improbable peeps at the truth. And so that, day 
pawed over, and the night came. 

Th we were not many people who had any right to be invited to the 
fhneral, and ef these Mr. Gibson and the squire’s hereditary man of busi- 
ness had taken charge. But whan Mr. Gibson came, early on the fallow* 
ing morning,, Molly referred the question to him, which had anggpWed iteeil 
to bar mind, though apparently not totimaquire’s, what of bar 

leas should he aaat to the widow, Uviag solitary near WmrheaUvy watekin^ 
andwwtin&if not fee hia owning who lay dead in hie dwtant hone, til 
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lent for his letters. A letter had already come in her foreign hand- 
‘writing to the post-office to which all her communications were usually 
sent, but of oourse they at the Hall knew nothing of this. 

“ She must be told 1 " said Mr. Gibson, musing. 

“ Yes, die must,” replied his daughter. “ But how ? ” 

“ A day or two of waiting will do no harm,” said he, almost as if he 
was anxious to delay the solution of the problem. “ It will make her 
anxious, poor thing, and all sorts of gloomy possibilities will suggest 
themselves to her mind — amongst them the truth ; it will be a kind of 
preparation.” , 

“ For what ? Something must be done at last,” said Molly. 

“ Yes ; true. Suppose you write, and Bay he is very ill ; write 
to-morrow. I daresay they have indulged themselves in daily postage, 
and then she'll have had three days' silence. You say how you come to 
know all how and about it ; I think Bhe ought to know he is very ill — ^ 
in great danger, if you like : and you can follow it up next day with the 
full truth. I would not worry the squire about it. After the funeral we 
will have a talk about the child.” 

41 She will never part with it,” said Molly. 

“ Whew 1 Till I see the woman I can’t tell,” said her father ; “ some 
women would. It will be well provided for, according to what you say. 
And she is a foreigner, and may very likely wish to go back to her own 
people and kindred. There'B much to be said on both sides.” 

“ So you always Bay, papa. But in this case I think you’ll find I’m 
right. I judge from her letters ; but I think I’m right.” 

u So you alwayB Bay, daughter. Time will show. So the child is a 
boy ? Mrs. Gibson told me particularly to ask. It will go far to recon- 
ciling her to Cynthia’s dismissal of Roger. But indeed it is quite as well 
for both of them, though of course he will be a long time before he thinks 
so. They were not suited to each other. Poor Roger I It was hard 
work writing to him yesterday ; and who knows what may have become 
of him 1 Well, well I one has to get through the world somehow. I’m 
glad, however, this little lad has turned up to be the heir. I should not 
have liked the property to go to the Irish Hamleys, who are the next 
heirs, as OBborne once told me. Now write that letter, Molly, to the 
poor little Frenchwoman out yonder. It will prepare her for it; and we 
must think a bit how to spare her the shock, for Osborne's sake.” 

The writing this letter was rather difficult work for Molly, and she 
tote up two or three copies before she could manage it to her satisfaction; 
and at last, in despair of ever doing it better, she sent it off without 
re-reading it. The next day was easier ; the fact of Osborne's death was 
told briefly and tenderly. But when this second letter was sent off, 
Molly’s heart began to bleed for the poor creature, bereft of her husband, 
in a foreign land, and he at a distance from her, dead and buried without 
her ever having had the ehanoe of printing his dear features on her memory 
by cue last long Angering look. With her thought* fall of the unknown 
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Aim6e, Molly talked much about her that da y to the squire. He would 
listen for ever to any conjecture, however wild, about the grandchild, but 
perpetually winced away from all discourse about “ the Frenchwoman, 1 ' 
as he called her ; not unkindly, but to his mind she was simply the 
Frenchwoman — chattering, dark-eyed, demonstrative, and possibly even 
rouged. He would treat her with respect as his son's widow, and would 
try even not to think upon the female inveiglement in which he believed. 
He would make her an allowance to the extent of his duty ; but he hoped 
and trusted he might never be called upon to see her. His solicitor, 
Gibson, anybody and everybody, should be called upon to form a phalanx 
of decnce against that danger. 

And all this time a little, young, grey-eyed woman was making her 
way; not towards him, but towards the dead son, whom as yet she 
believed to be her living husband. She knew she was acting in defiance 
of his expressed wish ; but he had never dismayed her with any expres- 
sion of his own fears about his health ; and she, bright with life, had 
never contemplated death coming to fetch away one so beloved. He was 
ill — very ill, the letter from the strange girl said that ; but Aimle had 
nursed her parents, and knew what illness was. The French doctor had 
praised her skill and neat-handedness as a nurse, and even if she had 
been the clumsiest of women, was he not her husband — her all ? And 
was she not his wife, whose place was by his pillow ? So without even as 
much reasoning as has been here given, Aim6e made her preparations, 
swallowing down the tears that would overflow her eyes, and drop into the 
little trunk she waB packing so neatly. And by her side, on the ground, 
sate the child, now nearly two years old ; and for him Aim£e had always 
a smile and a cheerful word. Her servant loved her and trusted her ; 
and the woman was of an age to have had experience of humankind. 
Aimee had told her that her husband was ill, and the servant had known 
enough of the household history to know that as yet Aimeo was not his 
acknowledged wife. But Bhe sympathized with the prompt decision of 
her mistress to go to him directly, wherever he was. Caution comes from 
education of one kind or another, and Aim6e was not dismayed by warn- 
ings ; only the woman pleaded hard for the child to be left. “ lie was 
such company," she said; “and he would so tire his mother in her 
journey ings; and maybe his father would be too ill to see him." To 
which Aim6e replied, “ Good company for you, but better for me. A 
woman is never tired with cariying her own child " (which was not^rue ; 
but there was sufficient truth in it to make it be believed by both mistress, 
and servant), “and if Monsieur could care for anything, he would rejoice to 
hear the babble of his little son." So Aim£e caught the evening coach to 
London at the nearest cross-road, Martha standing by as chaperon and 
friend to see her ofl^ and handing her in the large lusty child, already 
crowing with delight at the sight of the horses. There wee a 44 lingerie" 
ahop, kept by a Frenchwoman, whose acquaintance Ainrie had made In 
the days when she was a Lon d on nursemaid, and. thither she bftobk 



£84 


WIVES AM) DAUGHTERS. 


herself, rather than to an hotel, to spend the few night-hours that inter- 
vened before the Birmingham coach started at early morning. She slept 
or watched on a sofa in the parlour, for spare-bed there was none ; but 
Madame Panline came in betimes with a good cup of coffee for the 
Bother, and of “ soupe blanche” for the boy; and they went off again 
into the wide world, only thinking of, only seeking the “ him,” who was 
everything human to both. Aim4e remembered the Bound of the name 
of the village where Osborne had often told her that he alighted from the 
ooach to walk home ; and though Bhe could never have spelt the strange 
uncouth word, yet she spoke it with pretty alow distinctness to the guard, 
asking him in her broken English when they should arrive there ? Not 
till four o'clock. Alas I and what might happen before then! Once with 
him she should have no fear ; she was sure that she could bring him round ; 
but what might not happen before he was in her tender care ? She was a 
very capable person in many wayB, though so childish and innocent in 
others. She made up her mind to the course she should pursue when the 
coach set her down at Feversham. She asked for a man to carry her 
trunk, and show her the way to Hamley Hall. 

“ Hamley Hall 1 ” said the innkeeper. “ Eh ! there's a deal of trouble 
there just now.” 

“ 1 know, I know,” said Bhe, hastening off offer the wheelbarrow in 
which her trunk was going, and breathlessly struggling to keep up with 
it, her heavy child asleep in her arms. Her pulses beat all over her 
.body ; she could hardly see out of her eyes. To her, a foreigner, the 
drawn blinds of the house, when she came in sight of it, had no signifi- 
cance ; she hurried, 6tumbled on. 

“ Back door or front, missuB ? ” asked the boots from the inn. 

“ The most nearest,” said she. And the front door was “ the most 
nearest.” Molly was sitting with the squire in the darkened drawing- 
room, reading out her translations of Airade’s letters to her husband. 
The squire was never weary of hearing them ; the very sound of Molly's 
voice soothed and comforted him, it was so sweet and low. And he 
pulled her up, much as a child does, if on a second reading of the same 
letter she substituted one word for another. The house was very still 
this afternoon, still as it had been now for several days ; every servant in 
it, however needless, moving about on tiptoe, speaking below the breath, 
and shutting doors as softly as might be. The nearest noise or Btir of aotive 
life wsb that of the rooks in the trees, who were beginning their spring 
chatter of business. Suddenly, through this quiet, there qame p ring at the 
front-door bell that sounded, and went on sounding, through the house* 
pulled by an ignorant vigorous hand. Molly stopped reading ; she and 
the squire looked at each other in surprised dismay. Perhaps a thought 
of Roger's sudden (and impossible) return was in the mind of each ; but 
neither spoke. They heard Robinson hurrying to answer the unwonted 
summons. They listened; but they heard no more. There was little 
more to hear. , Wkm the old servant. opened the door, a lady with a child 
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in her arms stood these. She gasped out her ready-prepared 'English 
sentence. 

“ Can I see Mr. Osborne Hamiey ? He iB ill, I know ; bat I am his 
■wife.” 

Robinson had been aware that there was sente mystery, long suspected 
by the servants, and come to light at last to the master, — he had guessed 
that there was a young woman in the case ; but when she stood there 
before him, asking for her dead husband as if he were living, any presence 
of mind Robinson might have had forsook him ; he could not tell her the 
truth, — he could only leave the door open, and say to her, 44 Wait awhile, 
I’ll come back,” and betake himself to the drawing-room where Molly 
was, he knew. He went up to her in u ilutter and a hurry, And whispered 
something to her which turned her white with dismay. 

44 What is it ? What is it ? ” said the squire, trembling with excite- 
ment 44 Don’t keep it from me. I can bear it Roger " 

They both thought he w as going to faint ; he had risen up and came 
dose to Molly ; suspense would be worse than anything. 

44 Mrs. Osborne Humley is here, 1 ' said Molly. 44 f. wrote to tell her 
her husband was very ill, and she has come.” 

44 She does not know what bus happened, seemingly,” said Robinson. 

44 1 can't see her — I can’t see her,” said the squire, shrinking away into 
a cornel. 44 You will go, Molly, won’t you? You'll go.” 

Molly stood lor a moment or two, irresolute. She, too, shrank from 
the interview. Robinson put in his word : 44 She looks but a weakly 
thing, aud has* carried a big baby, choose how far, 1 did not atop to ask.” 

At this instant the door softly opened, and right into the midst of 
them came the little figure in grey, looking ready to fall with the weight 
of her child. 

44 You are Molly,” said she, not seeing the squire at once. 44 The lady 
who wrote the letter ; he spoke of you sometimes. You will let me go 
to him.” 

Molly did not answer, except that at such moments the eyes speak 
solemnly and comprehensively. Aimec read their meaning. All she 
was,—- 44 He is not — oh, my husband — my husband ! ” Her aims relax ed, 
her figure swayed, the child screamed and held out his anus for help. 
That help was given him by his grandfather, jutt before Aimfo feH 
senseless on the floor. 

44 Maman, inaman ! ” ciied the little fellow, now striving And -fighting 
to get hack to her, where she % ; he fought so lustily that the squire 
had to put him down, aud he crawled to the poor body, behind 

, which sat Molly, holding the head ; whilst Rofauwon r ushed away for 
water, wine, and mose womankind. 

“Poor thing, poor thing I” aid the again* beading over bar, 
tgjing orer her suffering. “ She ii bat jatmg, Molly, end •hemtutt 
he’ loved him deed,.” 

“Xd be enie.1 • .mid Ma%, ejekkly. She w antymg the btOMt, 
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and taking off the worn! but neatly mended gloves ; there was the soft 
luxuriant black hair, shading the pale, innocent face, — the little notable- 
looking brown hands, with the wedding-ring for sole ornament. The 
child clustered his fingers round one of hers, and nestled up against her 
with his plaintive cry, getting more and more into a burst of wailing : 
“ Maman, maman 1 ” At the growing acuteness of his imploring, her 
hand moved, her lips quivered, consciousness came partially back. She 
did not open her eyes, but great heavy tears stole out from beneath her 
eyelashes. Molly held her head againBt her own breast ; and they tried 
to give her wine, — which she shrank from — water, which she did not 
reject ; that was all. At last she tried to speak. “ Take me away,” she 
said, “ into the dark. Leave me alone.” 

So Molly and the women lifted her up and carried her away, and laid 
her on the bed, in the best bed-chamber in the house, and darkened the 
already shaded light. She was like an unconscious corpse herself, in that 
she offered neither assistance nor resistance to all that they were doing. 
But just before Molly was leaving the room to take up her watch outside 
the door, she felt rather than heard that Aim£e spoke to her. 

u Food — bread and milk for baby.” But when they brought her food 
herself, she only shrank away and turned her face to the wall without a 
word. In the hurry the child had been left with Robinson and the 
squire. For some unknown, but most fortunate reason, he took a dislike 
to Robinson's red face and hoarse voice, and showed a most decided 
preference for his grandfather. When Molly came down she found the 
squire feeding the child, with more of peace upon his face than there had 
been for all these days. The boy was every now and then leaving off 
taking hiB bread and milk to Bhow his dislike to Robinson by word and 
gesture : a proceeding which only amused the old servant, while it highly 
delighted the more favoured Bquire. 

“ She is lying very still, but she will neither speak nor eat. I don’t 
• even think she is crying,” said Molly, volunteering this account, for the 
squire was for the moment too much absorbed in his grandson to ask 
many questions. 

Robinson put in his word : “ Dick Hayward, he’s Boots at the Hamley 
Arms, says the coach she come by started at five this morning from 
London, and the passengers said she'd been orying a deal on the road, 
when she thought folks were not noticing ; and she never came in to meals 
with the rest, but stopped feeding her child.” * 

“ She'll be tired out ; we must let her rest,” said the squire. 41 And 
I do believe this little chap is going to sleep in my arms. God bless him.” 
But Molly stole out, and sent off a lad to Hollingford with a note to her 
father. Her heart had warmed towards the poor stranger, and she felt 
uncertain as to tphat ought to be the course pursued in her case. 

She went up from time to time to look at the girl, scarce older than 
herself; who lay there with her eyes open, but as motionless as death* 
She softly covered her over, and let her feel the sympathetic pr ese n ce from 
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time to time ; and that was all she was allowed to do. The squire was 
curiously absorbed in the child ; but Molly's supreme tenderness was for 
the mother. Not but what she admired the sturdy, gallant, healthy little 
fellow, whose every limb, and square inch of clothing, showed the tender 
and thrifty care that had been taken of him. By-and-by the Bquire said 
in a whisper? — 

“ She is not like a Frenchwoman, is Bhe, Molly ? ” 

“ I don't know. I don't know what Frenchwomen are like. People 
say Cynthia is French." 

“ And she did not look like a servant ? We won't speak of Cynthia 
since she's served my Roger so. Why, I began to think, as soon as I 
could think after that , how I would make Roger and her happy, and have 
them married at once ; and then came that letter I I never wanted her 
for a daughter-in-law, not I. But he did, it seems ; and he was not one 
for wanting many things for himself. But it's all over now ; only we 
won't talk of her ; and maybe, as you say, she was more French than 
English. This poor thing looks like a gentlewoman, I think. I hope 
she's got friends who'll take care of her, — she can't be &bove twenty. I 
thought she must be older than my poor lad ! ’’ 

“ She's a gentle, pretty creature," said Molly. “ But — but I some- 
times think it has killed her ; she lies like one dead." And Molly could 
not keep from crying softly at the thought. 

“ Nay, nay 1 " said the squire. “ It's not so easy to break one's 
heart. Sometimes I've wished it were. But one has to go on living — 
all the appointed days, as it sayB in the Bible. But we'll do our best 
for her. We'll not think of letting her go away till she’s fit to travel." 

Molly wondered in her heart about this going away, on which the 
squire seemed fully resolved. She was sure that he intended to keep the 
child ; perhaps he had a legal right to do so ; — but would the mother 
ever part from it ? Her father, however, would solve the difficulty, — her 
father, whom she always looked to as bo clear-seeing and experienced. 
She watched and waited for his coming. Tho February evening drew on ; 
the child lay asleep in the squire's arms till his grandfather grew tired, 
and laid him down on the sofa : the large square-cornered yellow sofa 
upon which Mrs. Hamlty used to sit, supported by pillows in a half- 
reclining position. Since her time it had been placed against the wall, 
and had served merely as a piece of furniture to fill up the room. But 
once again a human figure was lying upon' it ; a little human creature, 
like a cherub .in some old Italian picture. The squire remembered his 
wife as hejput the child down. He thought of her as he said to Molly,-— 
“ How pleased she would have been 1 ” Bat Molly thought of the 
young widow upstairs. Aimee was her <( she" at the first moment. 
Presently, — but it seemed a long long time first, — she heard the quiek 
prompt sounds, which told of her father's arrival. In he namo to the 
room es yet only lighted by the fitful blaze of the fire. 
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CHAPTER LTV. 

Molly Gibson’s Worth is Discovered. 

Mr. Gibson came in rubbing hie hands after his frosty ride. Molly judged 
from the look in his eye that he had been fully informed of the present 
state of things at the Hull by some one. But he simply went up to and 
greeted the squire, and waited to hear what was Baid to him. The squire 
was fumbling at the taper on the writing-table, and before he answered 
much he lighted it, and signing to his friend to follow him, he went softly 
to the sofa and showed him the sleeping child, taking the utmost care not 
to arouse it by flare or sound. 

“ Well 1 this is a fine young gentleman,” said Mr. Gibson, returning 
to the fire rather sooner than the squire expected. “ And you’ve got the 
mother here, I understand. Mrs. Osborne Hamley, as we must call her, 
poor thing 1 It’s a sad coming home to her ; for I hear she knew nothing 
of his death.” He Bpoke without exactly addressing any one, so that either 1 
Molly or the squire might answer as they liked. The squire said, — 

“ Yes ! She has felt it a terrible shock. She’s upstairs in the best 
bedroom. I should like you to see her, GibBon, if sheTl let you. Wc 
must do our duty by her, for my poor lad's sake. I wish he Could have 
seen his boy lying there ; I do. I daresay it preyed on him to have to 
keep it all to himself. lie might ha* known me, though. He might ha’ 
known my bark was waur than my bite. It’s all orer now, though; 
and God forgive me if I was too sharp. Pm punished now.” 

Molly grew impatient on the mother’s behalf. 

“Papa, I feel as if she was very ill ; perhaps worse than we think. 
Will you go «nd see her at once ? ” 

Mr. Gibson followed her upstairs, and the squire came too, thinking 
that he would do his duty now, and even feeling some self-satisfaction at 
conquering his desire to stay with the child. They went into the room 
where she had been token. She lay quite still in the same position 
os at first Her eyes were open and tearless, fixed on the wall. Mr. 
Gibson spoke to her, but she did not answer ; he lifted her hand to feel 
her pulse; she never noticed. 

u Bring me some wine at once, and order some beef-tea,” he said to 
Molly. 

But when be tried to put the wine into her mouth as she lay there on 
her side, she made no effort to scows or swallow it, and it ran out upon 
the pillow. Mr. Gibson left the room abruptly ; Molly chafed the little 
inanimate hand; the squire stood by in dumb dismay, totaohfcd in spite of 
himself by Hie dsath-in-iife of one so young, and who must have been so 
much beloved. 

Mr. Gibson came back two steps at a time ; he was carrying the half- 
awakened child in bis arms. He did not scruple to rouse hifo into yet 
further wakefnlnMB— rdid not grieve to hear him begin to wall and my. 
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His € yea were on the figure upon the bed, which at that sound quivered 
all through.; and when her child was laid at her back, and began caress- 
ingly to scramble yet closer, Aim£e turned round, and took him in her 
arms, and lulled him and soothed him with the Boft wont of mother’s love. 

Before she lost this faint consciousness, which was habit or instinct 
rather than thought, Mr. Gibson spoke to her in French. The child’s one 
word of “ maman ” had given him this clue. It was the language sure 
to be most intelligible to her dulled brain; and as it happened, — only 
Mr. Gibson did not think of that — it was the language in which she had 
been commanded, and had learnt to obey. 

Mr. Gibson’s tongue was a little stiff at first, but by-and-by he spoke 
with all his old readiness. He extorted from her short answers at first, 
then longer ones, and from time to time he plied her with little drops of 
wine, until some further nourishment should be at hand. Molly was 
struck by her father’s low tones of comfort and sympathy, although she 
could not follow what was said quickly enough to catch the meaning of 
what passed. 

By-and-by, however, when her father hud done all that he could, and 
they were once more downstairs, he told them more ubout her journey 
than they yet knew. The hurry, the sense of acting in defiance of a 
prohibition, the over-mastering anxiety, the broken night, and fatigue of 
the journey, had ill prepared her for the shock at Inst, and Mr. Gibson 
was seriously alarmed for the consequences. She had wandered strangely 
in lvsr replies to him ; he hud perceived that Bhe was wandering, and had 
made great efforts to recall her senses; but Mr. Gibson foresaw that some 
bodily illness was coming on, and stopped late that night, arranging many 
things with Molly and the squire. One — the only — comfort arising from 
her state was, the probability that she would be entirely unconscious by 
the morrow — the day of the funeral. Worn out by the contending 
emotions of the day, the squire seemed now unable to look beyond the 
wrench and trial of the next twelve hours. He sate with his head in his 
hands, declining to go to bed, refusing to dwell on the thought of his 
grandchild — not three hours ago such a darling in his eyes. Mr. Gibson 
gave some instructions to one of the maid-servants as to the watch she was 
to keep by Mrs. Osborne Hamley, arid insisted on Molly’s going to bed. 
When she pleaded the apparent necessity of her staying up, he said, — 

“ Now, Molly, look how much less trouble the dear old squire would 
give if he would obey orders. He is only adding to anxiety by indulging 
himself. One pardons everything to extreme grief, however. But you 
will have enough to do to occupy all your strength for days to come ; and 
go to bed you must now. I only wish I saw my way ns clearly through 
other things as I do to your nearest duty. I wish I’d never let Reger go 
wandering off ; he’ll wish it too, poor fellow 1 Did I tell you Cynthia is 
going off in hot haste to her uncle Kirkpatrick's. I suspect a visit to 
him will stand in lieu of going out to Russia as a governess.’* 

“lam mm she waa quite serious in wishing for that” 
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u Yes, yea ! at the time. I’ve no doubt she thought she was sincere 
in intending to go. But the great thing was to get out of the unpleasant- 
ness of the present time and place ; and uncle Kirkpatrick will do this 
as effectually, and more pleasantly, than a situation at Nishni-Novgorod 
in an ice-palace.” 

He had given Molly’s thoughts a turn, which was what he wanted to 
do. Molly could not help remembering Mr. Henderson ; and his offer, 
and all the consequent hints ; and wondering, and wishing — what did she 
wish ? or had Bhe been falling asleep ? Before she had quite ascertained 
this point she was asleep in reality. 

After this, long days passed over in a monotonous round of care ; 
for no one seemed to think of Molly’s leaving the Hall during the woeful 
illness that befell Mrs. Osborne Hamley. It was not that her father 
allowed her to take much active part in the nursing ; the squire gave 
him carte-blanche , and he engaged two efficient hospital nurses to watch 
over the unconscious Aim6e ; but Molly was needed to receive the finer 
directions as to her treatment and diet. It was not that she was wanted 
for the care of the little boy ; the squire was too jealous of the child’s 
exclusive love for that, and one of the housemaids was employed in the 
actual physical charge of him ; but he needed some one to listen to 
his incontinence of language, both when his passionate regret for his dead 
son came uppermost, and also when he had discovered some extraordinary 
charm in that Bon’s child ; and again when he was oppressed with the 
uncertainty of Aim£e’s long-continued illness. Molly was not so good or 
so bewitching a listener to ordinary conversation as Cynthia ; but where 
her heart was interested her sympathy was deep and unfailing. In this 
case she only wished that the squire could really feel that Aim6e was not 
the encumbrance which he evidently considered her to be. Not that 
he would have acknowledged the fact, if it had been put before him in 
plain words. He fought against the dim consciousness of what was in his 
mind; he spoke repeatedly of patience when no one but himself was 
impatient ; he would often say that when she grew better she must npt 
be allowed to leave the Hall until she was perfectly strong, when no one 
was even contemplating the remotest chance of her leaving her child, 
excepting only himself. Molly once or twice asked her father if she 
might not speak to the Bquire, and represent the hardship of sending her 
away — the improbability that Bhe would consent to quit her boy, and so 
on ; but Mr. Gibson only replied, — 

“Wait quietly. Time enough when nature and circumstance have 
had their chance, and have failed.” 

It was well that Molly was such a favourite with the did servants ; 
for she had frequently to restrain and to control To be sure, die had her 
father’s authority to back her ; and they were aware that where her own 
comfort, ease, or pleasure was concerned she never interfered, but submitted 
to their will If the squire had known of the want of attendance to which 
she submitted with the most perfect meekness, as far as eh* fcmdf was 
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the only sufferer, lie would have gone into a towering rage. But Molly 
hardly thought of it, so anxious was she to do all she could for others and 
to remember the various charges which her father gave her in his daily 
visits. Perhaps he did not spare her enough ; she was willing and 
uncomplaining ; but one day after Mrs. Osborne Hamley had 44 taken 
the turn/’ as the nurses called it, when she was lying weak as a new-born 
baby, but with her faculties all restored, and her fever gone, when spring 
buds were blooming out, and spring birds sang merrily, Molly answered 
to her father’s sudden questioning that she felt unaccountably weary ; that 
her head ached heavily, and that she was aware of a sluggishness of 
thought which it required a painful effort to overcome. 

“ Don’t go on,” said Mr. Gibson, with a quick pang of anxiety, almost 
of remorse. “ Lie down here — with your back to the light. I’ll come 
back and see you before I go.” And off he went in search of the squire. 
He had a good long walk before he came upon Mr. Hamley in a field of 
spring wheat, where the women were weeding, his little grandson holding 
to his finger in the intervals of Bhort walks of inquiry into the dirtiest 
placeB, which was all his sturdy little limbs could manage. 

“ Well, Gibson, and how goes the patient ? Better I I wish we could 
get her out of doors, such a fine day as it is. It would make her strong 
as soon as anything. I used to beg my poor lad to come out more. 
Maybe, I worried him ; but the air is the finest tiling for strengthening 
that I know of. Though, perhaps, she’ll not thrive in English air as if 
shy’d been bam here ; and Bhe’ll not be quite right till she gets back to 
her native place, wherever that is.” 

11 1 don’t know. I begin to think we shall get her quite round here ; 
and I don’t know that she could be in a better place. But it is not about 
her. May I order the carriage for my Molly ? ” Mr. Gibson’s voice 
sounded as if he was choking a little as he said these last words. 

“ To be sure,” said the squire, setting the child down. He had been 
holding him in his arms the last few minutes ; but now he wanted all his 
eyes to look into Mr. Gibson’s face. “ I say,” said he, catching hold of 
Mr. Gibson’s arm, 44 wliat’s the matter, man ? Don’t twitch up your face 
like that, but speak 1 ” 

“ Nothing’s the matter,” said Mr. Gibson, hastily. “ Only I want her 
at home, under my own eye ; ” and he turned away to go to the house. 
But the squire left his field snd his weeders, and kept at Mr. Gibson's 
side. He wanted to speak, but his heart was so full he did not know what 
to say. “ I say, Gibson,” he got out at last, 41 your Molly is liker a child 
of mine than a stranger ; and I reckon we’ve all on us been coming too 
hard upon her. You don’t think there's much amiss, do you ? ” 

44 How can I tell?” said Mr. Gibson, almost savagely. But any hasti- 
ness of temper was instinctively understood by the squire; and he was 
not offended, though he did not speak again till they reached the house. 
Then he went to order the carriage, and stood by sorrowful enough while 
the horses were being put in* He felt as if he should not know what to 
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do w&hout Molly?; he had never known her value, he thought, till now. 
Bn* he kept silence on this view of the case ; which was a praiseworthy 
effort on the part of one who usually let by-stauders see and hear as much 
of his passing feelings as if he had had a window in his breast He stood 
by while Hr. Gibson helped the faintly-smiling, tearful Molly into the 
carriage. Then the squire mounted on the step and kissed her hand ; blit 
when he tried to thank her and bless her, he broke down ; and as soon as 
ha waa once more safely on the ground Mr. Gibson cried out>to' the 
ooachmnn to drive on. And so Molly left Hamley H&1L Pfeontf time to 
time her father rode np to the window, and made soma little cheerful 
and apparently careless remark. When they came within two miles of 
Hollingford he put Bpurs to his horse, and rode briskly past the oarriagc 
windows, kissing his hand to the occupant as he did so. He went on to 
prepare her home for Molly : when she arrived Mrs. Gibson was ready to 
greet her. Mr. Gibson had given one or two of his bright, imperative 
orden, and Mrs. Gibson was feeling rather lonely without either of her 
two dear girls at home, as she phrased it, to herself as well as to others. 

“ Why, my sweet Molly, this is an unexpected pleasure. Only this 
morning I said to papa, * When do you think we shall see our Molly 
back ? ’ He did not say much -he never does* you know ; but I am 
sure he thought directly of giving me this surprise, this pleasure. You’re 
looking a little — what shall 1 call it ? I remember such a pretty line of 
poetry, L Oh, call her fair, not pale ! ’ bo we’ll call you fair.” 

M You’d better not call her anything, but let her get to her own room 
and have a good rest as soon as possible. Haven’t you got a trashy novel 
or two in the house ? That’s the literature to send her to sleep." 

He did not leave her till he had Been her laid on a sofa in a darkened 
room, with some alight pretence of reading in her hand. Then he came 
away, leading his wife, who turned round at the door to kiss her hand to 
Molly, and make a little face of unwillingness to be dragged away. 

“ Now, Hyacinth,’’ said he, as he took his wife into the drawing- 
room, “ she will need much care. She has been overworked, and I’ve 
been a fool. That’s all. We must keep her from all worry and care, — but 
I won’t answer for it that she’ll not have an illness, for all that l" 

« Poor thing ! she does look worn out. She is something like me, 
her feelings are too much for her. But now she is come home she shall 
find u*£s cheerful as possible. I can answer for myself; and you really 
must brighten up your doleful face, my dear — nothing so bad for invalids 
as the i p p jp tara nce of depression in those around them. I have had such a 
pleasant letter from Cynthia to-day. Uncle Kirkpatrick rally seems tm 
makegfonuch of her, he treats her just like a daughter; he has g i ven 
her BBii to the Concerts of Ancient Music ; and Mr. Headsman has 
been 4T call on hen, in spite of all that has gone before.” 

For an instant, Mr. Gibson, thought that it was easy enough Ar hie 
wife to be cheerful* with the pleasant thought* and emdMtMtikaparisna 
• he hid m her mind, but a little mom difficult fee him te-per off has 
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doleful looks while his own child lay in a state of suffering and illness 
which might be the precursor of a still worse malady. But he was always 
a man for immediate action as soon as he had resolved on the eourse to 
he taken ; and he knew that “ some must watch, while some must sleep ; 
so runs the world away.” 

The illness which he apprehended came upon Molly ; not violently or 
acutely, so that there was any immediate danger to be dreaded ; but 
making a long pull upon her strength, which seemed to lessen day by 
day, until at last her father feared that she might become a permanent 
invalid. There was nothing very decided or alarming to tell Cynthia, 
and Mrs. Gibson kept the dark side from her in her letters. “ Molly was 
feeling the spring weather ; ” or “ Molly had been a good deal overdone 
with licr stay at the Hall, pud was resting ; ” such little sentences told 
nothing of Molly's real state. But then, as Mrs. Gibson said to herself, 
it would be a pity to disturb Cynthia’s pleasure by telling her much 
about Molly; i mired there was not much to tell, one day was so like 
another. But it so happened that Lady Harriet, who came whenever she 
could to sit awhile with Molly, at first against Mrs. Gibson's will, and 
afterwards with her full consent, — for reasons of .her own, Lady Harriet 
wrote a letter to Cynthia, to which she was urged by Mrs. Gibson. It 
fell o.ut in this manner: — One day, when Ludy Harriet was sitting in 
the drawing-room for a few minutes after she had been with Molly, she 
said, — 

“ Really, Cla^e, I spend so much time in your house that I am going 
to establish a work-basket here. Mary has infected me with her nota- 
bility, and I am going to work mamma a footstool. It is to be a surprise ; 
and so if I do it here she will know nothing about it. Only I cannot 
match the gold beads I want for the pansies in this dear little town ; and 
Ilollingford, who could send me down stars and planets if I asked him, I 
make no doubt, could no more match beads than ” 

“ My dear Lady Harriet 1 you forget Cynthia l Think what a pleasure 
it would be to her to do anything for you." 

<* Would it ? Then she shall have plenty of it ; but, mind, it is you 
wbo have answered for her. She shall get me some wool too ; how good 
1 am to confer so much pleasure on a fellow-creature. But seriously, do 
you think I might write and give her a few commissions? Neither Agnes 
nor Mary are in town ” 

“lam sure she would be delighted,” said Mrs. Gibson, who also took 
into consideration the reflection of aristocratic honour that would fall 
upon Cynthia if ahe had a letter from a Lady Harriet while at Mr. Kirk- 
patrick’s. So she gave the address and Lady Harriet wrote. All the 
feat part of fee letter wie taken up with apology and commissions; but 
then, sever doubting but feat Cynthia waa aware of Molly's state, aha 
went on to aay — 

“I saw Molly feia morning. Twice I have bear forbidden admittance, 
as fee was too ill to see any one out of her own family. 1 wife no esold 
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begin to perceive a change for the better ; but she look* more fading 
every tame, and I fear Mr. Gibson considers it a very anxious case." 
t The day but one after this letter was despatched, Cynthia walked into 
the drawing-room at home with as much apparent composure as if she 
had left it not an hour before. Mrs. Gibson was dozing, but believing 
henelf to be reading ; she had been with Molly the greater part of the 
morning, and now after her lunch, and the invalid's pretence of early 
dinner, she consideied herself entitled to some repose. She started up as 
Cynthia came in. 

41 Cynthia ! Dear child, where have you come from ? Why in the 
world have you come ? My poor nerves 1 My heart is quite fluttering ; 
but, to be sure, it's no wonder with all this anxiety I have to undergo. 
Why have you come back ? ” 

“ Because of the anxiety you speak of, mamma. I never knew, — you 
never told me how ill Molly was.” 

“ Nonsense. I beg your pardon, my dear, but it’s really nonsense. 
Molly’s illness is only nervous, Mr. Gibson says. A nervous fever ; but 
you must remember nerves are mere fancy, and she’s getting better. * 
Such a pity for you to have left your uncle’s. Who told you about 
Molly?” 

41 Lady Harriet. She wrote about some wool ” 

44 1 know, — I know. But you might have known she always exaggerates 
things. Not but what I have been almost worn out with nursing. Per- 
haps after all it is a very good thing you have come, my dear ; and now 
you Bhall come down into the dining-room and have some lunch, and tell 
me all the Hyde Park Street news — into my room,*— don't go into yours 
yet — Molly is bo sensitive to noise 1 " 

While Cynthia ate her lunch, Mrs. Gibson went on questioning. 

14 And your aunt, how is her cold ? And Helen, quite strong again ? 
Margaretta as pretty as ever ? The boys are at Harrow, 1 suppose ? And 
my old favourite, Mr. Henderson ? ” She could not manage to slip in 
this last inquiiy naturally; in spite of herself there was a change of tone, 
an accent of eagerness. Cynthia did not reply on the instant ; she poured 
herself out some water with great deliberation, and then said, — 

44 My aunt is quite well ; Helen is as strong as she ever is, and 
Margaretta very pretty. The boys are at Harrow, and I conclude that 
Mr. Henderson is enjoying his usual health, for he was to dine at my 
uncials to-day.” 

44 Take care, Cynthia. Look how you are cutting that gooseberry 
tart, fr mid Mrs. Gibson, with sharp annoyance ; not provoked by Cynthia’s 
prcMt action, although it gave excuse for a little vent of temper. 44 1 
can’t think how you could come off in this sudden kind Of way ; I am 
sure it must have annoyed your unde and aunt. I daresay^hey’ll never 
ask you again.” # 

44 On the contrary, I am to go bada there as soon as ever I can be 
easy to leave Molly.” 
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u } Easy to leave Molly.’ Now that really is nonsense, and rather 
Uncomplimentary to me, I must say : nursing her as I have been doing, 
daily, and almost nightly ; for I have been wakened times out of number 
by Mr. Gibson getting up, and going to see if Bhe had had her medicine 
properly.” 

44 I am afraid she has been very ill ? " asked Cynthia. 

11 Yes, she has, in one way; but not in another. It was what I call 
more a tedious, than an interesting illness. There was no immediate 
danger, but she lay much in the same state from day to day.” 

44 I wish I had known 1 ” sighed Cynthia. 44 Do you think I might 
go and see her now 7 ” 

“ I’ll go and prepare her. You’ll find her a good deal better than she 
*nas been. Ah ! here’s Mr. Gibson ! ” He came into the dining-room, 
hearing voices. Cynthia thought that he looked much older. 

“ You here ! ” said he* coming forward to shake hands. 44 Why, how 
did you come 7 ” 

“ By the 4 Umpire.’ I never knew Molly had been so ill, or I would 
have come directly.” Her eyes were full of tears. Mr. Gibson was 
touched ; he shook her hand again, and murxrfdred, 44 You’re a good 
girl, Cynthia.” 

44 She’s heard one of dear Lady Harriet’s exaggerated accounts,” said 
Mrs. Gibson, 44 and come straight off. I tell her it’s very foolish, for 
Molly is a great deal better now." 

44 Very foolifV* said Mr. Gibson, echoing his wife's words, but smiling 
at Cynthia. 44 But sometimes one likes foolish people for their folly, 
better than wise people for their wisdom.” 

44 1 am afraid folly always annoys me,” said his wife. 44 However, 
Cynthia is here, and what is done, is done.” 

44 Very true, my dear. And now I’ll run up and see my little girl, 
and tell her the good news. You’d better follow me In a couple of 
minutes.” This to Cynthia. 

Molly’s delight at seeing her showed itself first in a few happy tears ; 
and then in soft caresses and inarticulate sounds of love. Once or twice 
she began, 44 It is such- a pleasure,” and there she stopped short. But 
the eloquence of these five words sank deep into Cynthia’s heart. She 
had returned just at the right time, when Molly wanted the gentle fillip 
of the society of a fresh and yet a f a mil i ar person. Cynthia’s tact made 
her talkative or silent, gay or grave, as the varying humour of Molly 
required. She listened, too, with the semblance, if not the reality, of 
unwearied interest, to Molly’s continual recurrence to all the time of 
distress and sorrow .at Hamley Hall, and to the scenes which had 
then so deeply impressed themselves upon her susceptible nature. 
Cynthia instmetively knew that the repetition of all these psinftil recol- 
lections would case the oppressed memory, which refused to dwell on 
anything but what had occurred at a time of, feverish disturbance 
of health. So she never interrupted Molly, as Mrs. Gibson had to 
vol. xu.— ho. 71. 27« 
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frequently done, with — “ You told me all that before, my dear. Let ua 
talk bf something else ; ” or, “ lteally I cannot allow you to be always 
dwelling on painftil thoughts. Try and be a little more cheerful. Youth 
is gay. You are young, and therefore you ought to be gay. That is put 
in a famous foim of speech ; I forget exactly what it is called.” 

So Molly's health and spirits improved rapidly after Cynthia's return ; 
and although she was likely to retain many of her invalid habits during 
the summer, she was able to take drives, and enjoy the fine Weather ; it 
was only her as yet tender spirits that required a little management. All 
the Iiollingford people forgot that they had ever thought of her exoept as 
the dailing of the town ; and each in his or her way showed kind interest 
in her father's child. Miss Browning and MisB Phoebe considered it quite 
a privilege that they were allowed to see her a fortnight or three weeks 
before any one else ; Mrs. Goodenough, spectacles on nose, stirred dainty 
messes in a silver saucepan for Molly's benefit ; the Towers sent books 
and forced fruit, and new caricatures, and strange and delicate poultry; 
humble patients of “ the doctor,” as Mr. Gibson was usually termed, left^ 
the earliest cauliflowers they could grow in their cottage gardens, with 
4< their duty for Miss.” 

And last of all, though strongest in regard, most piteously eager in 
interest, came Squire Hamley himself. When she was at the worst, he 
rode over every day to hear the smallest detail, facing even Mrs. Gibson 
(his abomination) if her husband was not at home, to ask and hear, and 
ask and hear, till the tears were unconsciously stealing down his cheeks. 
Every resource of his heart, or His house, or his lands was searched and 
tried, if it could bring a moment's pleasure to her ; and whatever it might 
be that came from him, at her very worst time, it btought out a dim smile 
upon her face. 
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We were all upon the terrace one morning, in front of the old cli&teau. 
The dejeuner was just over, the sunshine had not reached us yet, and we 
were sitting under the old tjrey towers, watching a river, and Borne wooded 
slopes, all changing in the morning light. This September sunshine had 
turned the whole country to gold and lovely red and russet. The rising 
grounds upon which the old towers stand, the valley, the far-away hills, 
were painted and chequered and shaded with bright crisp autumnal 
colour. The trees were like the trees in Aladdin’s gardens, with gold 
pieces and jewels hanging from the branches, and Bparkling in the 
brown turf. 

The morning seemed to come to us across fields and villages, over the 
river which went shining and wending away beyond the arches of the 
bridge at Mculan into that dim and unknown country which seems to 
bound all that is most beautiful. M. de V. had lighted his cigar, the 
ladies were working, the gentlemen were making their plans for the day, 
and the turkev-cocks came ambling down the hill, to be led by little 
Mary. “Tiens, voiJb, ta St. Come ,” said she, giving one of them a big 
piece of bread, with which it instantly scrambled off in a fluster, shaking all 
its red bags and tassels as it went. "W inifred asked what was a “St. C8me.” 
Madame de V. smiled, and Baid it was something that she must see. It was 
a fete at Meulan, beyond the bridge on the little island in the river, and 
they called the fairings St. Cfimes ” in that part of the world. In the 
meantime the kind host was making arrangements for every one of us to 
be driven there and back in various open carriages, which Were to be in 
waiting at the very moment at which each of us wished to go and to 
return. Some begged to go twice, others, less enthusiastic, said once 
would content them. 

St. Cdme was a martyr : it is his memory which is held sacred, end 
to which all these small altars are erected, with their offerings of ginger- 
bread, sugar-stick toyB and crockexy, bobbins, cotton, laces, and night- 
caps. Popguns are fired off, a dentist with a drum comes all the way 
from Paris, the celebrated two-headed child arrives in its bottle of spirits- 
uf- wine, pleasures succeed one another, and all this cheerful clutter, all 
the littlp flags, all the games and lotteries, which are going on, are to db 
the saint honour. He was, while in the flesh, a wise Arabian physician, 
who Seems to have given his advioe gratis, and to hive practised ill 
partnership will his brother, St. Damien. They were afterwards both 
martyred towards close of the thirteenth centuiy, but the 27th of 
Septohiber ever since has been consecrated to the memory of th& good 
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St. C6me, and the inhabitants of Meulan and its surrounding villages 
have elected themselves his especial votaries. 

All the carts from all the neighbourhood seemed to be jogging along 
the white dusty road which leads from V., with its white walls and vineB 
and trellises, and glimpses of the river, to Meulan. The country carts 
were heaped up with delightful primitive-looking people, with kind smiling 
faces, and caps and satin-bows, and bran new blouses. In one jolting 
conveyance I noticed seven happy-looking girls, packed doBely away, all 
in smart white caps, with satin ribbons, and loops and ruffles quite crisp 
and standing on end. They jogged on laughing, while the young men of 
the party walked along the road by their side. Other vehicles there were, 
with nice nutcracker old women in the old-fashioned cap and red cotton 
dress of the last century. They looked like people out of Noah’s arks, 
like chimney ornaments, or water-colour sketches, or descriptions in books 
of travels. They danced fat white doll-babies, they held little girls upon 
their knees, tied up into pinafores, and with funny frill caps fitting close 
to their round little bullet heads. There were expectant little boys in^ 
pinafores too, and old fellows in snuff-brown coats and wonderful waist- 
coats, with patterns like maps and leopard-skins. There were also 
donkeys, with tall wooden erections upon their backs, containing their 
mistresses, whose feet dangled into baskets. 

All the people along the road came to their doors to see us go by, and 
presently we drove into the old-fashioned market-place, vwtii the bridge 
spanning the river, and with the great town-hall, whose spire dominates 
the town, and strikes the hours. It was an abbey once, and Stands on 
the hill : the town clusters lound it : the narrow streets climb the hill- 
side, and wind corners and disappear. The river flows down below 
between glittering banks. Broad white roads lead to Vaux, to Poissy, and 
along them the carts come rolling through the dust. 

We already begin to hear the distant booming of the fair, to the accom- 
paniment of the screaming of a thousand pigs. If the old men had put 
one in mind of Shem, Ham, or Cham as he is called in France, and 
Japhet, it would seem as if all these animals had been emptied out of a 
gigantic Noah’s ark into the market-place. They are lying about, on 
their backs, on their heads, on their fat sides, grunting, squalling, squeak- 
ing in the most distracting manner : whereas the little donkeys are quiet 
and well-behaved, and stand in rows under the cathedral walls waiting to 
be bought. There is such a noise and chatter and confusion that one 
scarcely knows at last which are pigs and which are old women ; for they 
are all talking together, remonstrating violently, and tumbling about over 
one another in the straw. The little children stand at teafe distances 
absorbed in the bargains which are going on. The poor little pigs are 
poked and pinched, and caught up by the leg and the ear, and flung any- 
where and anyhow. They are small and lively, not horrible contemplative 
obesities like those one Bees in England. Of all the interesting animals 
I remarked on this occasion* I will only particularise one little tortoiseshell 
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pig with brown and red spots, for I was struck by the wistfhl glances a 
pretty peasant-woman was directing towards it. “ That is the one I 
should hare liked I ” she said with a sigh to a sympathizing friend j and 
indeed who has not a little tortoiseshell pig somewhere or other out of 
reach — unattainable ? If the pretty peasant- woman were to obtain her 
little pig, she would pop it into one of those great earthenware pots that 
are being sold by the bridge — they are something the Bhape of Roman 
amphorae, very gracefully designed and prettily ornamented — the pretty 
peasant-woman would then salt down the object of her desires, and eat it 
up by degrees during the winter. 

But all this squeaking and moralizing is only a flourish of penny 
trumpets, as it were, at the opening of the entertainment. We all hurry 
across the bridge : country caps, blouses, babies, amiable papas dressed 
in white linen with their families, elegant mammas in the last Meulan 
fashions. Hera is one Btreet of stalls for the sale of gingerbread and 
gimcracks, with a cross-street for entertaining games and shows. The 
great time for the shows is at night ; in the daytime we content ourselves 
with munching gingerbread and playing at rouge et noir . The fortunate 
may win seven dozen of macaroons stuck at equal distances upon dubious 
sheets of white paper, with very little trouble, or exchange them for elegant 
chimney-ornamentB, or water-colour sketches of dragoons, and ladies, 
and roses. It is a pretty sight, blue sky overhead, shining and twinkling 
through the branches of the avenue ; people singing, talking, and staring 
at the gingerbread*, of which perhaps the most delicious sort is called 
eemelle from its appetizing likeness to the sole of a shoe. The grand 
ladies from the town are walking uj and down between the stalls, grace- 
fully curtseying and dipping to each other. One £l£gante affects a blue 
Scotch, cap with a tuft of blue ostrich feathers ; all the ladies are neatly 
finished off with beautiful little frills, and many of them lean on the arms 
of gaitered husbands with broad-brimmed hats, evidently prepared to 
initiate their families into all the amusements of the show. 

The Celebrated Two-headed Child invites us to enter and examine. 
He is represented alive and crowned with roses, and surrounded by an 
admiring throng. We are satisfied with the picture outside, for M. de V., 
who good-naturedly goes in to reconnoitre, assured us that the sight is not 
only revolting, but in a bottle. Next door, Mademoiselle Rachel gives 
ber interesting exhibition. Mademoiselle Rachel is a bright-eyed little bird, 
who hops out of a cage, and presents you with the card you selected at 
hazard from her master's well-worn pack. Her discrimination would be 
more extraordinary still if the cards in the pack were not all kings of spades; 
but Mademoiselle Rachel is unconscious of the deception : she hops from 
her little perch with a clear conscience, neatly digs up the card with her 
bill, and takes a angle grain of millet from ber keeper’s bend, as a reward, 
before she goes back into ber prison. She has a rival ; it is like Andersen's 
fray tale iff the "Princess and the Potsherd." Mademoiselle Rachel i$ 
all Toy well in her way, but not to be compared to the wonderful singipg- 
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bird oat of the snuff-botf, who is to be seen next door fb? twenty centime*, 
together with the port of Niagara, the sultan of Turkey and his favourite 
sultana, and Bobert Houdin at home en famlle. Here at least is no 
deception. The singing-bird comes out of its snuff-box, end squeaks and 
wags its tail, and wrings its own neck in the most alarming fashion. 
The sultan of Turkey carefully rolls his eyes with a repugnant stare, 
which now rests upon his favourite sultana, now upon the alarmed spec- 
tators. AH the ladies of the harem squat muslin-legged upqn cushions 
round about him. The favourite fans herself spasmodically ; while in the 
next compartment Robert Houdin, in majestic robes of black velvet and 
a sugar-cone hat, is playing thimblerig, surrounded by hi* numerous 
family. One spectatrix of about six years old, who is not afraid of 
turkey-cocks, is yet not quite certain that Bhe derives pleasure from the 
entertainment ; for, besides the glance of the sultan's eye, and the magic 
flow of Houdin’s mystic robes, the terrific waves of green calico in the 
port of Niagara have to be encountered. There are but three, but then 
they appear to be of enormous size and fury. A ship rests upqn the, 
crest of each one of them, and remains in that precarious position notwith- 
standing tlie stress of weather and the imminent dangers to which naviga- 
tion must be exposed iu that little-known part of the world. 

The raging of the storm had not abated when we left the tent. A* 
we escaped, we heard the exhibitor loudly calling upon the crowds outside 
to seize the auspicious moment, and not to forego their chance of admis- 
sion. The mechanician has a rival opposite, who exhibit* attractive 
sketches of all the celebrated crimes of the last fifty years ; to judge horn 
a hasty glance, murderers are invariably dressed in tights, top-boots, velvet 
caps, and elegantly floating feathers. This is a thing to be remembered, 
that such persons may be avoided in future. All this time the merry-gq- 
rounds are twirling round and round, and we tear ourselves away from 
the dark exciting scenes of bloodshed to watch a little fat baby sitting 
quite happy and alone in its little flying carnage, a small ragged hqy 
clinging to a horse, and some young amazons who cast triumphant glances 
in our direotion ; the organ strikes up a military tune, and away they 
all go flying, men, women, children, one after another in the race. 

There is something very cheering and inspiriting in all this. The 
people are lively, but not too loud ; there is more vivacity, but more gen-t 
tleness too, than there would be among our people at home. One's heart 
aches a little as one thinks of one's own fellow-countrymen, patient and 
dull, and strong and clumsy, and weary, not able to rest content with 
light passing interests, with half-happiness with small things, but hurrying 
up in wistful crowds with a violence of effort, an tfarneitness in their 
amusements even, that seems to carry them almost beyond bounds when 
they are once let free. One is always being told that nations are like 
individuals, and wo all have to team in our lives how to ha happy 
with trifles, how to put away care in the pasting sunshine flf ft* 
moment, and to find pleasure even in the bright qokmrs of ft 
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If the tight wat pretty in the daytime, it Wat prettier atiU at night. 
Madame de Y. am} her husband M. de V., Winifred and myself, left the 
old castle about tune o’clock. Jt was all lighted up, turret windows and 
arched gateways ; and from outside we could see the elders of the party 
sitting in the gallery in their quiet lampshine. It was pleasant to hurry 
down through the rustling woods and dark avenues, with the crisp leaves 
under foot, and the great stars blazing over the wide country. At the foot 
of the steep ascent and the avenue are great' iron gates where the carriage 
was standing. All along the road we passed* dusky forms hastening in one 
direction. The moon looked as if it was going to fall into the river and 
be extinguished with a great splufter ; the wain travelled over the hills, 
the familiar triangles and figures blazed and hung in the sky. When we 
reached the island we fotfhd other illuminations : bright little arcades of 
fire were shining among the dark trees, and reflected in the water ; and all 
the little gambling booths were lighted up in a simple fashion with candle- 
ends. 

These games of skill are not very complicated. One energetic little 
man's whole stock-in-trade was an india-rubber tube, a halfpenny, and a 
soup-plate. The object of the game was to try and knock the tube and 
the sou together out of the soup-plate. He could do it, because he passed 
his life in practising hiB art ; but none of tbe bystanders succeeded, and 
the professor always pocketed the halfpenny. Another less complicated 
game was throwing a ball through a round hole lighted up by a candle. 

The iady to whom the establishment belonged counted up the failures 
and payments with great rapidity: “Un et deux et quatre font onze; ct 
trois et deux font vingt-deux, et six et trois, trente-cinq,” and so on with 
surprising aplomb and inaccuracy. Instead of scolding her, M. de Y. 
good-naturedly nodded his head and said, “ Allez toujours, znadnme, ne 
vous gfcnez pas; 1 ’ at which m&dame herself begins to Bcold, and gets very red 
in the face, and vehement and angry. So we leave her to her arithmetic, 
and go on past the little brawling shops where customers are chaffering 
-—(we saw one priest buying quantities of gingerbread) — and people 
with white caps and bright dark eyes keeping watch over their wares. 
Crockery twinkles, little gilt ornaments shine and flicker in abun- 
dance, lotteries whizz and whir], some of the prizes are of the most 
remarkable description, but the trumpet calls and the rappel is sounded, 
and we all hasten with the crowd to the central Place, where some one is 
alternately discoursing and playing on the drum* 

“ Venez, venez, messieurs et dames, venez voir la Jew* Sauvaoe, qui 
mqnge de la viaude touts cans,” roars the proprietor of the booth. $be 
is a ngtiye of those distant countries where the inhabitants nourish them- 
selves upon the unfortunate crews of the y easels which are wrecked upon 
.their coast This woman is in noways related to the man you beheld 
last year. lie was dangerous and was destroyed by order of the Govern- 
ment She can only speak her own language- Walk in, walk in, *‘et 
wens seres* r-r-rkpmpenset de rotre pains, je vous to proqist*." 
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So we walk in, much interested by the description, and behold the 
appalling spectacle of a being whose name appears to be Juana, gambading 
behind the bars of a dark cage, grinning at us, and gnashing its teeth. 
Its face is painted of the approved cannibal brown ; it occasionally shakes 
a great black woolly wig, which fills us with horror. 

“ Abawaba ! ” Juana bounds with delight, recognizing the melodious 
language of her native isles ; suddenly die stops, stares, with both hands 
eagerly outstretched. An extremely small and dirty-looking piece of 
meat is now produced out of the exhibitor’s pocket. He carefully cuts 
off a minute portion with a pair of scissors. Juana glares at the delicious 
morsel, and then suddenly seizes it through the bars, and thrusts it into 
her mouth. “ Ah, see how savage she is,” says the man in the blouse. 
“ Nous allons maintenant lui prdparer de la salade k la mode de son pays.” 
Some blackmtuff is then set fire to with a candle, which also goes into 
Juana’s mouth. It seems that in her country the savages instantly 
expectorate their nourishment; and Juana accordingly deposits hers in 
a corner of the cage, dancing with rapture the whole time. 

A demoiselle de vingt-dcux ans now comeB forward. The “ adminis- 
tration,” as the exhibitor calls himself, selects M. de V. and requests him to 
weigh the little dwarf, and to observe that Bhe does not exceed two feet in 
stature nor ten pounds avoirdupois in weight. He then announces that the 
young lady will dance a little waltz sans musique , upon which she instantly 
twirls rapidly round two or three times. Her friend then begs to remark 
that she depends entirely upon the generosity of the public, “ riitant nulls - 
ment payee par V administration /’* 

Poor little dwarf 1 There was something affecting in the small, melan- 
choly company. The administration looked very pale rihd hungry. Juana’s 
life in the cage must have been somewhat monotonous. It seemed a 
weary way of gaining a livelihood. One hopes, at least, that their daily 
bread was not only raw meat and such very uninviting salad. 

A great booth had been erected next door. All the simple country- 
folks had been gazing with delight at the glare and the tinsel on the coats 
of the pages and actors. We went up with the crowd. << Quand on est 
maril on finit toujours par c&ler,” one man cried, appealing to us, when 
his wife insisted upon taking a place he had objected to. A melancholy, 
well-bred actor, in red silk, with a quiet humourous manner, now came 
on before the curtain, and said things which made the audience laugh, but 
which it was impossible for our stranger ears to follow. £veiy thing he 
said was witty, M. de V. told me ; and all he did was well done. He had 
a quiet nonchalant way : he put one in mind of Marielle, in George 
Sand’s charming Thddtre ds Nohant , of Wilhelm Meister* among the 
players. He would make his fortune if he were to come to England. 
The entertainment turned out to be tablecsnx-vivants, behind a gauze 
curtain, on a revolving stage. It put one in mind of the “ Pilgrim’* 
Progress” and the sights that Christian saw. There was the story of 
Cain and Abel ; there was the history of Joan of Are; and besides these 
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there were .things which seemed so terrible to English eyes that I cannot 
write of them .at length. And yet it is not so long ago since miracle-plays 
were performed. Every day we look unmoved upon pictures and paint- 
ings of sacred subjects ; we listen to descriptions and allusions whioh seem 
to approach with for less effort, with far more familiarity, towards awful 
mysteries. To me there did not even seem any great want of reverenee, 
though I was frightened and taken by surprise. They had chosen two of 
Rubens' well-known pictures for imitation ; there was not a sound in the 
crowded booth when the curtain drew up for an inBtant, and then fell 
again almost immediately. The figures in this miracle-play were quite 
motionless. I have rarely seen nobler-looking people than the two chief 
performers. They enacted tlieir parts with perfect gravity and harmony 
of sentiment. Both the man and the woman were tall, majestic, fair- 
haired, with a noble outline of form and feature, and a simpleness which 
was really grand and remarkable. 

As Joan of Arc, this tall, straight, Borrowful-looking young woman, 
with all her fair hair falling about her shoulders, and her beautiful up- 
turned face, seemed the very personification of sweetness and valiance 
and misfortune. 

It is only in Brittany that such noble types are found*, our friends told 
us ; but they also added, that though nothing could have been better and 
more decorous than the performance of these principal actors, yet before 
the curtain drew up, allusions were made which would have been far better 
avoided. Baroness Tautphmus has admirably described these miracle- 
plays in the Tyrol, which are looked upon in the light of religious cere- 
monies almost, and which must be leu objectionable than these representa- 
tions so near home. And yet, where no harm is intended, where none is 
understood, where, like children, the troops of simple country-folks come 
pouring in, quiet their laughter in a moment, say it is la religion, sit 
silent and hushed for a minute, until the curtain falls, and then pour out 
into the night, where the stars are shining, and the lamps flaring, and 
where, like children, they begin to laugh and talk again in the sudden 
glare and glitter — one cannot say how far all this is wrong or right. It 
does not strike one as it would in England, where feelings are more 
complex, faith less simple and unreasoning, and the natures of men more ' 
intricate and rough and dangerous to deal with. 

The ball was a very pretty sight. There were quantities of lamps 
and festoons hanging round, a great boarded dancing-place, with an arched 
colonnade outside it for the spectators who walked about upon the dried 
turf. Then came an inner row of benches for the chaperons, who sat 
round like real ones at a London ball, only they were little old peasant- 
women in their tight white caps, with their little shawls pinned across 
their shoulders, and they were holding other little shawls for their 
daughters when they should return to them. The middle part was 
crowded with dancers. . The musicians were scraping awsy from a flowery 
bower. It was, pretty, pleeamt, fanny eight : gliaeadea, galopadea, gam. 
- 87 —# 
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bade*, like Juana’s. Sometimes a good old couple would stand up and 
foot it with great intrepidity. One little wiry brown pld woman with her 
hpaband in his high-shouldered coat, were hopping opposite to one another 
like a pair of lively old sparrows. As the night wears on, the excitement 
grows : the music plays faster and more gaily, the steps increase in rapidity, 
end they ell seem to begin to skip, to bound, with immense sprightliness 
and variety. The ladies grin reprovingly at th?ir partners* but the 
gentlemen’s spirits only seem to leap like fire dpes when a li£tJe Water is 
thrown upon it. There is one delightful little man with ap immense tall 
partner, and a very tall hat with a curly riiq ; either of thepi would have 
seemed quite sufficient to weigh him down, but he is equal to the occasion. 
His evolutions and revolutions, his inflections and ascensions, and flights 
and inspirations, are something quite wonderful. Retreats, advances, 
salutations, clapping of hands, — one does not know which to admire. His 
lady joins in with great spirit. Their vis-h-via try in vain to surpass 
them. The gay refrain of the waltz echoes, and the dancers seem to 
sway with the tune: the chaperons nod their heads, and look on with , 
smiling approbation. At last the dance comes to an end, the young ladies 
return to their mammas, but carefully lift up their dresses before they 
git down. 

"We see the little man with the tall hat walking off with his partner to 
treat her to gingerbread outside ; they seem conscious of their triumph, 
and some of the lookers-on shake their heads, laughing os they march past. 
One or two ladies have the gift of the dance, and jerk with peculiar sdept- 
ness j but these are far less interesting and more sophisticated than the 
simple peasant-women delightedly jumping, and bobbing, and flouncing, 
or rolling like the friendly teetotumB of one’s youth. There is scarcely a 
pretty face in the whole room. They are “ gentilles,’* that is the most 
that can be said for them. Their hair is smartly dressed, parted, and 
twisted up tight and spruce. Some of them have theif petticoats neatly 
looped up over tidy brodequins, — quite different from the splay, wob- 
shaped chaussure of the inhabitants of our native isles. 

The lamps were beginning to go out and to splutter when we came 
away, only the stars seemed brighter than ever in the dark sky, gad 
almost starting from their places. The moon had not set, and we climbed 
the hill and came out from the avenue of lime-trees and nut-treeg into a 
great calm sea of moonshine rippling over the old towers and pointed 
roofs, It was late, end every one w?s gong to bed. Only one, ?e,4 lamp 
was left burning for us when we returned. But until the early mornipg 
I heard the carts rolling homeward with their weaiy, fmppy burdens, 
and the distant voices chaunting cheerily through the silence #f t be night* 
They rolled through the darkness to their peaceful villages all roqnd jp 
the valleys apd apiong the hill? ; and this diptpnt, odd, pleasant mope only 
ceased with the dawn. 
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Tub words taken as the title of this article represent an aggregate of 
interests that probably far surpasses in its vastness any conjectural esti- 
mate that our readers would be likely to form. Omitting the county of 
Middlesex from consideration, more than 750, 0Q0 of the sick poor are 
treated, year after year, in the provincial hospitals and djspens tries of 
England alone. The annual Medical Directory contains a list of these 
institutions, with the names of their physicians and surgeons, the number 
of their beds, and the sum-total of their patients for the previous year. 
In many respects this list is defective, and, by reason of its omissions, 
the information we have compiled from it must represent something less 
than the truth. It shows the existence, £n England, of 292 provincial 
institutions for the relief of sickness. Of these, 156 make up a total of 
10,933 beds, and are called hospitals or infirmaries ; frhile the remain- 
ing 136 are without beds, and are called dispensaries. In each division 
there are institutions devoted to some special disease, or to the diseases of 
some particular organ ; but the majority undertake to combat all the 
ailments from which humanity suffers, with occasional limitations against 
such as are contagious, or the direct results of personal vice, or arc 
supposed, in the present state of knowledge, to be incurablo. The 
patients are of three classes : in-patients, who occupy the beds, out- 
patients, who attend at stated times for medical examination and physic, 
and home-patients, who arc visited at their own residences. As a rule, 
the first class is peculiar to the hospital or infirmary, the third class to the 
dispensary, and the Becond class is common to both, the dispensary attempt- 
ing to compensate for its want of beds by employing its medical officers to 
attend the more serious illnesses at the homes of the sufferers. During 
the year 1863, the 10,933 beds were occupied by 81,972 persons, and 
the out-patients and home-patients amounted to no less than 686,65$, 
making together a gross total of 768,630 cases. 

To combat the enormous amount of disease which these figures 
represent, the institutions in question have the services of 1,411 phy- 
sicians and surgeons, exclusive of paid officers, such as resident op house- 
surgeons and dispensers. Of the 1,411» however, only 1,135 are actually 
engaged in dnty, the remaining 276 being “ extraordinary,” or “consult- 
ing” officials in addition to the working staff. In old and well-established 
hospitals and dispensaries, the consulting medical officers are usually men 
who have retired from the ordinary work, pnd who cany awfy into 
retirement a merely complimentary title. In new and struggling fnstiju- 
tions the nominal office of consulting -surgeon is often conferred upon the 
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leading practitioner of the locality, as a recognition of his professional 
status, and in order to identify him with the undertaking, as well as to 
secure for it his powerful influence with his wealthier patients. In either 
case the essential characteristic of the office, the conditio sine qud non, the 
differential phenomenon that separates the “ consulting," from the ordinary 
doctor, is simply this, that the former must never be consulted. If he be 
a consultant of the first kind, his junior colleagues have probably waited 
a long time for his retirement, and are eager to show how extremely well 
they can do without him. If he be nominated as a buttress to a new 
charity, his presence and his reputation of themselves sufficiently over- 
shadow his younger brethren, who will seldom be ready to give any un- 
called-for admission of his superiority. We may, therefore, omit the 276 
from our calculation, and may assign 1,185 medical men to the service of 
768,680 patients, or one to about every 677 in the course of the year. 
To these figures we shall return hereafter, and we need only say at 
present that they some wh Rounder state the case. Many practitioners fill 
the office of surgeon or physician to more than one charity ; and it is 
not very uncommon to find men who are thus attached to three or four, 
and who, in the foregoing calculation, have been counted three or four 
times over. If we assume the apparent total of physicians and surgeonB 
to exceed the real total by 87, the correction will raise the average 
number of patientB for each to 700, and this is probably not very far 
from the truth. 

It is manifestly impossible to arrive at any certain information about 
the cost at which these patients are treated, and it is found that there are 
great differences between the expenditure per head in different institutions. 
Assuming. that the maintenance of a bed costs 802. per annum, and that 
the medicine for each out-patient costs three shillings, we arrive at a gross 
total of 480,988/. 14s. It would not be extravagant to estimate the total 
annual expenditure of all the institutions at 500,000/. 

The government of a provincial hospital, as a rule, is vested in the 
hands of a limited number of gentlemen, of the class from whioh county 
magistrates ore selected. The regulations differ in different localities, but 
they usually bring about very much the same result. A seat at the 
board-room table is in most cases a privilege reserved for persons who 
contribute largely in money ; and is seldom taken except by those who 
possess leisure as well as wealth. The rich manufacturer, with his faculty 
for organisation and his business talents, with his power of selecting the 
best man for the work to be done, and with his instinctive dread of the 
failures th&t attend upon a job, gives his money liberally, but gives 
nothing more. His time is too valuable to be occupied in discussions 
with possibly impracticable colleagues* The thrifly habits and the plain 
common-sense of the tradesman require the passport' of a larger donation 
than his modest guinea or half-guinea. The exclusion of these elements, 
continuing in operation for a certain time, converts the beard-room into 
a temple sacred to caste. The members of the committee meet mere none 
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but personal friends and relatives, and help each other to make everything 
smooth and- pleasant. When vacancies occur in their body, they are filled 
up by some mysterious process of re-election, only fully understood by 
the initiated ; or, if the vacancy be absolute, by the consideration that so- 
and-so would like to join, and that he is a man with whom the remaining 
members are accustomed to associate. A committee thus constituted is 
unassailable ; and may fearlessly proceed to any extremity of blundering 
or of favouritism. Its members take high ground. They are gentlemen 
of fortune, and position, and good repute. They give their money and 
their time without stint. They wield, collectively, a vast amount of local 
power and influence. They can always make, and can often mar, the 
fortunes of a professional man or a tradesman. They can promote or 
hinder the aspirations of families seeking to be received into “ society ; ” 
and they are apt to exert their power, without absolute conspiracy 
perhaps, and often without entire self-consciousness, against any who 
presume to criticize their doings. The hospital they have so long 
governed is the best, and the best managed, in the kingdom. The 
surgeons and physicians, who owe their tritfmph over opposing candidates 
to the good offices of the committee, are the best and wisest, the most 
learned and most skilful men in the profession. The motion, the chaplain, 
and the house-surgeon, are paragons. These positions are self-evident ; 
they are plain verities, which must be peiceived when stated, and which 
ought to be perceived intuitively. The man who questions them must 
be a fool, or something worse. It would be unsafe to trust him to feel 
a pulse, or to stop a tooth, or to draw a settlement. He would perhaps 
be argumentative, and it would be painful to meet him at a dinner-party. 
Under the influence of such feelings as these, it is evident that the 
committee will enjoy an immunity from criticism beyond even the 
ordinary privileges of a corporate body. English gentlemen will never 
so far abuse a trust committed to them as to establish a condition of 
things on behalf of which nothing can be said. And, for anything short 
of this, a hospital committee could only be assailed successfully under 
circumstances so peculiar that their occurrence would be little less than 
a prodigy. 

The typical provincial hospital is always in debt. For reasons that 
will become apparent in the sequel, it is supported by the few, rather than 
by the many. It has invested property, and an uncertain annual income 
from subscriptions and small donations. If the revenue from all sources 
be 8,0001. per annum, the expenses will be 3,2001., or thereabouts. Some 
claims stand over for a time, some are paid by the treasurer out of his 
own pocket, some are met by casual windfalls. But the arrears accumu- 
late, and every now and then there is a great demonstration. The local 
magnates put their shoulders to the wheel. A fancy fair is held* A 
bishop preaches. The subscription list is enlarged, and perhaps the 
average standard of subscription raised. As a rule, the members of the 
committee come forward nobly. The local Radical paper haa questioned 
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the wisdom of their administration : they scorn to answer its attacks 
otherwise than by liberal deeds. Their cheques not only wipe away the 
remnant of indebtedness, but leave a margin with which to commence a 
new wing. They feel, more than ever, that they pay for and support 
the hospital, and that they are entitled to do what they like with their 
own. 

The medical staff of a provincial differs from that of a London hospital 
in many respects, and in none more conspicuously than in numerical 
weakness and in the titular equality of its members. In London, the 
ordinary arrangement is to have three physicians and three surgeons, 
three assistant-physicians, and three assistant-surgeons. Each of these 
gentlemen attends twice a week ; so that a physician and a surgeon, an 
assistant-physician and an assistant-surgeon, are to be met with daily. 
The physicians and Burgeons attend to the in-patients, the assistants to the 
out-patients. Besides this general staff, there are special departments, 
each with its complement of officers. The obstetric physician, the 
ophthalmic, aural, and dental surgeons, with their assistants, are to 
be found in most well-managed institutions. And some of the most 
able men in the medical profession have filled for years, and fill at 
present, the assistant offices, waiting for time to bring them promotion, 
and discharging their arduous duties with unfailing energy, punctuality, 
and perseverance. A Btaff thus constituted is theoretically almost perfect, 
and works with admirable efficiency in practice. Among so largo a 
number of officers, no individual can attain undue or undeserved pie- 
eminence. The younger men tread upon the heels of their seniors, and 
compel them to examine and to master the improvements of the day. The 
elder men restrain their juniors from hasty innovation, and temper the 
possible rashness of youth by the wisdom of experience. A common 
pride in their connection with a great institution forms a bond of union 
between them all. The students are well taught, the patients are well 
treated, opportunities for observation and research are well used; and, 
with due allowance for human fiailty, beneficence and skill go hand in 
hand, for the accomplishment of some of their greatest works. 

In provincial hospitals, with only one or two exceptions, assistant 
medical officers are unknown } and the treatment of the out-patients 
devolves, nominally, upon the same gentlemen who have charge of the 
wards. For a large provincial hospital a staff of two physicians and 
three surgeons may be taken as about the average. The comity hospitals 
are usually of some antiquity, and date -from a time when physicians and 
well-educated surgeons were comparatively few in number ; when apothe- 
caries were unequal to even the smaller duties of surgery ; and *hen various 
impediments to locomotion hindered the arrival of out-patients from 
neighbouring towns and villages. In these days the duties of the hospital 
were light, and the men competent to discharge them were not numerous. 
Out of London, only a small staff could be obtained, and, (generally 
speaking, qniy a em a il staff was required. 
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The progress of events has totally altered these conditions. Men 
abound who are fit to hold office as physicians or surgeons to « hospital ; 
and patients come in shoals from all parts of every county. But the pro- 
vincial hospital makes no adequate increase to its staff ; and for this two 
principal reasons may be assigned. 

In the first place, the office of physician or surgeon* to a county hos- 
pital is usually a very valuable appointment, improving the social status 
and professional position of any man who may obtain it, and, indirectly, 
largely increasing his income. To this rule there are notable exceptions ; 
but still the rule obtains. A limited number of persons, who divide certain 
advantages, have a very natural aversion to the addition of fresh members 
to their body. People easily convince themselves of the truth of what 
they wish to believe, and no one has a right to wonder when the existing 
staff of a hospital exclaims, with one voice, that more physicians and 
surgeons are “ perfectly unnecessary.” 

Secondly, in country towns, there is an amount of personal rivalry 
among professional men which could not exist in London. In a compa- 
ratively small area of practice, it is not uncommon for medical feuds to 
spring out of the illnesses of individual patients, or out of the ill-judged 
gossip of their friends. In any town largo enough to nupport a hospital, 
there will almost always be two or more distinct medical parties. Brown, 
Jones, and Robinson, let us say, are surgeons possessing a fair equality of 
skill and knowledge. Each of them possesses a special and enthusiastic 
clientele, composed of persons who regard with contemptuous pity the 
infatuation that can trust health and life to either of the others. Brown 
has many advantages. He is sixty years old. A studious youth and a 
thoughtful manhood have thinned and whitened his hair. The wholesome 
labours and simple pleasures of his temperate and well-spent life have left 
his powers unimpaired; and time, that has ripened and matured his 
judgment, has not yet dimmed the keenness of his eye, blunted the sensi- 
tiveness of his touch, or shaken the steadiness of his hand. The death of 
some professional Nestor, who was practically superannuated by his private 
patients twenty years before, opens a vacancy at the county hospital. 
Brown, Jones, and Robinson are the candidates. The great claims of 
the first carry the day. His opponents, both rising men in the place, 
both just entering upon middle age, both sufficiently skilful and expe- 
rienced to do justice to a hospital appointment, and to use its great 
opportunities to the advantage of the patients and of the public, are 
defeated. Brown is a hale man, likely to hold his new office for yeans, 
but for too busy with his practice to devote to it the time it requires. In 
London either Jones or Robinson would cheerfully act as his assistant* 
surgeon, would see hiB out-patients, and perform operations of emergency 
in his absence. In a country town this cannot be. They are his rivals 
in practice, profiting by his occasional absence from the place where he is 

wanted, sometimes i seeking to profit, perliapa, by his occasional arms of 

judgment. By certain persons they are even new consulted in p refere nc e 
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to him, and they think it would be a tacit confession of inferiority to hold 
an office ostensibly subordinate to that of a man whom they hope one day 
to supersede. 

The practical result is, that the work of country hospitals is very in- 
differently done. The physicians and Burgeons are frequently so much 
occupied with their private duties, that they are very irregular in 
their hospital attendance, and often pay only short and hurried visits. 
There being usually but few students, the irregularity is of little conse- 
quence as far as the wards are concerned ; but the poor creatures huddled 
together in the out-patients' waiting room — ordered to attend at eleven in 
the morning, and not admitted to the doctor until half-past three in the 
afternoon, suffering from hunger, fatigue, overcrowding, and imperfect 
ventilation— -had need to be much improved by treatment in order to com- 
pensate them for the injury certain to accrue from these unfavourable 
conditions. The shortness of time leads to a very hasty inspection of the 
patients. Those whose cases present, upon the surface, any features of 
marked professional interest, are reserved for further examination, or for 
the wards. The remainder are treated at haphazard, from some book of 
formulae, in accordance with the first symptom they montion, and at the 
rate of three patients a minute. In the dispensary, the compound mixture 
of gentian, and the compound mixture of soda, the tonic mixture and the 
acid mixture, are kept ready prepared. In the examining room they are 
prescribed in rotation. 

It often happens that the members of the medical staff do not even 
find rime for this apparent or perfunctory discharge of their duties, and 
that the treatment of the out-patients devolves almost entirely upon the 
house-surgeon, whose position and qualifications have the next claim upon 
our attention. The house-surgeon to a county hospital is usually a 
student, who haB just passed his examinations, and who seeks experience 
before engaging in practice on his own account. He is almost invariably 
of good habits and character, and usually represents the very best class 
of young practitioners. There are a few examples of men holding such 
an office for a long period, growing grey in the service of one institution, 
and gathering great stores of professional learning. But hospitals do not 
provide accommodation for families, and usually pay only a small stipend. 
A house-surgeon who desires to marry, or who has any pecuniary ambi- 
tion, is foroed to resign his post ; and, under the influence of these and 
other motives, the tendency to change is so marked, that it is usual for a 
committee to make a contract with the house-surgeon for three years. 

To see the out-patients is not, we believe, in any hospital a recognized 
part of the house-surgeon's duty ; and his duties that are ^questionable 
are generally quite sufficient to fill up his rime. 

The value of “ experience * in medical practice consists very greatly 
in the power that it confers to arrive rapidly at trustworthy conclusions 
about disease. A surgeon who begins his professional life by closely and 
carefully examining his patients at all points* and by buridmg up his 
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opinions about them step by step, investigating everything, and taking 
nothing fop granted, is gradually and surely acquiring the power of recog- 
nizing important symptoms at a glance, and, as it were, by intuition. A 
surgeon who jumps at conclusions when he is young, will not only fall 
into the most deplorable errors then, but will never be accurate when he 
is old. A typical house-surgeon, in order to Bee fifty or a hundred out- 
patients honestly, with benefit to them and to himself, ought to have 
ample time and undisturbed attention, and even then he ought to feel the 
strain upon his faculties to be considerable. If he be called upon in a 
hurry, when there are many other claims upon his time and thoughts, and 
when his chief object is to “ get rid ” of the people, his seeing them will 
Ye the most hollow of all shams as regards their illnesses, and will be a 
source of both moral and intellectual evil to himself. Moreover, what- 
ever may be his qualifications, he cannot be called upon to do the duty of 
the medical staff without a distinct breach of what is, at least, an implied 
contract. Subscribers vote for a certain candidate as physician or surgeon, 
under the belief that the patients will have the benefit of his. skill ; and 
any physician or surgeon who is unable to fulfil this reasonable expecta- 
tion ought either to ask for a diminution of his duties or to retire from 
them altogether. 

The attention paid to patients in the wards is in many cases probably 
sufficient, because the house-surgeon could scarcely fail to notice any 
important symptoms that they might present, and would mention the 
results of his observations to the physician or 6urgeon on his rounds. 
We say probably , without affirming that the fact is bo ; because provincial 
hospitals are very close boroughs indeed, and the profession outside have 
very few opportunities of criticizing the doings within the walls. By 
“attention,” we mean, of course, not kind and cheering words, or a 
sympathetic countenance and manner, matters which are highly valuable, 
and rarely, if ever, wanting, but the mental attention necessary in order 
to find out all that ails the patient. With reference to this we attach 
special importance to the office of the house-surgeon, to his residence 
among the nek, and to his frequent intercourse with them ; because we 
believe that ninety per cent, of medical errors are due to haste and care- 
lessness, rather than to any lack of knowledge. Certainly there are some 
provincial hospitals to whose medical officers we could fairly impute 
negligence, but never ignorance ; and from which in-patients go forth 
“ unrelieved,” to yield a rich harvest of reputation, if of nothing else, to 
neighbouring practitioners, who will take the pains thoroughly to inves- 
tigate their illnesses. We do not refer to what are called “ fancy cases,” to 
brilliant operations, or to patients selected for the display of new methods 
of treatment, but to the ordinary routine of in-patient disease. 

In order to consider how far the sort of system we have sketched 
deviates from that which would appear to be most desirable, it is worth 
while to inquire what are the purposes that a hospital is intended to fulfil. 
We pres um e that they are mainly two— the cure of the indigent aide, and 
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the instruction of medical practitioners. The first is the primary, avowed, 
and evident object ; and we need only say of it that it is not promoted by 
flowing the medical officers tp undertake more work than they can 
thoroughly and honestly accomplish. 

To any that a hospital is intended for the instruction of medical prac- 
titiqners is to assert a proposition that is not self-evident, and that may 
fririy be disputed. People may say that they elect a physician or surgeon 
from a belief in his skill and knowledge ; that he may exercise his art, not 
that he may learn it. But physicians and surgeons, worthy of the name, 
yre always learning; apd learn more readily the greater is the substratum 
of knowledge on which they build. The highest attainable professional 
qualifications which denote the fitness pf their holder for hospital and 
consulting practice, may be obtained at five or six-aud-twepty; an age at 
which pU men have a great deal to learn. The common consent of society 
recognizes the claim of hospital officers to consultation practice^ not on 
account of the merits that gained thpm their appointments, but on account 
of tbe “ experience” that these appointments afford. People know that, 
in a hospital, cases of sickness are brought together under circumstances 
particularly favourable for studying the phenomena that they present ; 
and they do not always know that the value of experience depends 
entirely upon the way in which it is used. When a man has held a 
hospital appointment for a certain time, that fact alone will almost always 
enable him to charge high fees, will extend his practice among the more 
wealthy classes, and will cause him to be called in os a second opinion. 
Practically, whatever hospitals are intended for, they are nsed to educate 
a superior class of practitioners for the service of the rich. It may be 
questioned whether they are used for this purpose in the best way, and 
whether their utility with regard to it might not be greatly extended. 

If we put reputation and fees out of sight, and consider in what other 
way hospital duty is useful to the practitioner, the answer is very plain. 
It affords him an opportunity of constantly exercising his art; aqd this 
opportunity is really more valuable from its daily routine of small and 
common things, than from its occasional difficulties and emergencies. 
There are many things which it is highly desirable to do, but which 
cannot be done in private practice : tilings which would be troublesome or 
inconvenient to patients, and to which they would not submit without 
obvious necessity on their owp account. A hospital physician or surgeon, 
% instance, may make it a practice to examine the chests of twenty out- 
patients at each visit, without reference to their having chest ailments or 
not By doing bo he will learn more aboqt the natural breath pounds, 
and abopt all departures from them, and will gain a uiore perfect prapficol 
readiness and familiarity with 4 a subject, in the course of a fpw months, 
than he wo^ld in years of private practice, by examining pply those 
persons for whom such an examination was imperatively required. 
Again, flap progress of science is constantly producing new jflpthpda 05 
instruments of tesmyoh, as the stethoscope in the lap t thft 
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ophthalmoscope, the laryngoscope, the endoscope, in the pretent The 
hospital surgeon ha# opportunities of perfecting himself in the employment 
of these various means. As regards pure surgery, he has, in the frequont 
performance of minor operations, the best possible training of his eye and 
hand for major ones. In all labour there is profit ; and the man who is 
constantly doing the small things of his calling, and doing them carefully 
and well, is quite certain to be successful with the great things, when 
these are required of him by events. On the contrary, the man who 
does small things carelessly and badly is simply acquiring bad and 
slovenly habits. No aggregate of ciphers will make a unit ; and the 
surgeon who has treated 500 slight cases without attention or thought, 
Is not thereby any bettor qualified (but rather worse) for treating one 
severe one. 

We think it follows that the system now pursued in provincial hos- 
pitals would be greatly improved by appointing assistant medical officers 
in such numbers that their proportion of out-patients should never 
become burdensome to them, and should afford them the opportunities 
and advantages of hospital practice without the temptation (now almost 
the neoessity) of leaving half of their people unexamined. Wo think 
that the principle stated might be carried a long way : so far, indeed, as 
this, that the strength of the staff should be determined less by the 
absolute needs of the institution than by the number of able and willing 
labourers available in the locality. There is no reason in the rule that 
limits the number of surgeons to a hospital to three, or to four, when its 
only practical effect is to exclude other men of equal skill and ability. 

In our imaginary contest between Messrs. Brown, Jones, and Robinson, 
We assumed that the personal and professional claims of the successful 
candidate were distinctly superior to those of his opponents ; or, in other 
words, that merit had fair play. ThL assumption would frequently be 
very wide of the truth. 

Some years ago a vacancy was created at a county hospital by the 
decease of the octogenarian senior surgeon. The veteran’s tenure of 
office had long been a scandal to the institution; and, not long before 
his death, while endeavouring, with dim eyes and shaking hands, to 
perform an important operation, he actually cut two fingers from the 
hand of an assistant. The vacant office was sought by a gentleman of 
very great ability, who chanced to be a Roman Catholic, and who fas 
at variance with one of the surviving surgeons, whose partner he had 
formerly been. The Inst-mentioned surgeon was himself advanced in 
life, was well acquainted with most of the leading county families, and 
had a son, a young man, who had only recently completed his education 
as a physician. This juvenile and perfectly untried physician was brought 
forward as a candidate against a surgeon, much his senior, and in many 
respects his superior. The father exerted himself greatly, and promised 
that as soon as his son was elected, he would himself resign* Ja spite of 
his personal influence, the issue was still doubtful, and, m a laid 



564 


PROVINCIAL MEDICAL CHARITIES. 


electioneering resource, an appeal was made against the Roman Catholic 
to an ultra-ProteBtant party in the county. The cry of “ No Popery ! ” 
carried the day, and, as soon as the young physician had been elected 
surgeon, his father reconsidered and abandoned his intention to resign. 
In a great hospital in a populous town, containing between forty and 
fifty medical practitioners, the surgical staff consisted of M. le P&re, 
M. le Fils, and a valetudinarian. M. le P&re had once been an able man, 
and was then, surgically speaking, a petrifaction. M. le Fils had still to 
reveal his powers and merits, both of which ultimately proved to be 
considerable. In spite of them, however, his father and himself were 
distanced in the race for practice by the defeated candidate for the 
surgeoncy, who, notwithstanding his creed, went all over the county as a 
consultant and operator. 

Years rolled on. The valetudinarian became unfit for his duties, and. 
wished to resign. He also wished to sell his practice, and in this the 
hospital appointment was a very valuable element. There was a rule in 
force at the hospital, handed down from a remote time, which provided 
that no one could be a candidate for a surgeoncy until he had lived and 
practised in the town for twelve months. The valetudinarian sold his 

practice, introduced his successor, Mr. , and went abroad. But he 

would not make a vacancy at the hospital until his successor was eligible 
to compete, and for an entire year he did not resign his appointment. In 
his absence Messieurs P&re et Fils divided his duty. 

When at last he resigned, the surgeon formerly defeated by M. le Fils 

came forward as a candidate, in opposition to Mr. On th is occasion 

merit and ability carried the day. A majority of the electors felt it to be 
absurd that a man of great professional distinction, and in vexy large 
practice, should be excluded from the hospital of his own town. This 
majority was only a narrow one, because the known wishes of the 
valetudinarian carried great weight, and because the personal character of 
Mr. - - who had formerly been house-surgeon, was such as to render 
him highly popular. 

The contest being over, the supporters of Mr. cast about for 

some means of consoling him under his disappointment. The three sur- 
geons in actual possession, Messieurs P&re et Fils, and the newly elected, 
were all likely to remain at their posts for many years. It was suggested 
that the hospital might have a fourth surgeon, and a general meeting was 
called to consider the proposition. There was no statement or suggestion 
that the hospital needed such an accession of strength (although it really 
did so vexy greatly), and the question was openly and avowedly treated 
as one purely personal to Mr. — , and as having no other bearing than 
as a way of patting him into office* The three surgeons met together, and 
offered a bargain to their proposed colleague. If he stood out for a tarn 
of admission into the wards, and for a share of beds and operations, they 
would oppose the project tooth and nail. If he would do assistant's duty, 
with the empty title of suxgeon, and would be content to go without 
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in-patients, they would support him. He accepted their terms, the office 

of fourth surgeon .was instituted, and Mr. was elected without 

opposition, and we believe, without any knowledge on the part of the 
committee or the subscribers of the way in which his duties were to be 
curtailed by the arrangement with his colleagues. 

In thinking over such a history as this, the analogue to which may be 
found in many other counties, the first thing remarkable is the way in 
which the public character of the institution is ignored by all concerned. 
An influential clique of governors take no other view of the hospital than 
that it affords a means of doing a good turn to the family doctor. The 
medical officers appointed regard the place as their private property, to be 
held against all comerB, and they perpetuate at the present day many of 
the abuses that flourished m London hospitals many years ago, and that 
were rooted up by the Lancet . Wherever situate, all hospitals ought to 
be freely open to medical practitioners. As a matter of fact, they are 
just as much and as little open aB the private houses of the surgeons. To 
both, admission is accorded to some by invitation, and iB entirely refused 
to others. It is a common practice to send out invitations to the neigh- 
bouring medical men to attend And witness operations. For this purpose 
a list is prepared by the house-surgeon, and is expurgated by each surgeon 
in turn. Each in turn erases the name of every one who has offended 
him ; and the deadliest form of offence is found in any professional 
criticism, or in any suggestion for the improvement of the institution. 
Not long ago a surgeon advised the committee of a county hospital to 
open a special department for the treatment of eye disease, as is now 
usual in London, and to place an additional surgeon in charge of it. The 
members of the medical Btaff felt and spoke like the elderly owner of a 
suburban villa, who receives notice that a projected railway will carry off 
a comer of his conservatory. They met and dined, poured forth a libation 
and cursed the offender by their gods. They said that his suggestion was 
an impudent interference, and they assured the committee that nothing 
of the kind was “ necessary resting their opinion on the ground that 
very few cases of eye disease came before them, and forgetting that 
the experience of the few who came might in itself be an ample ex- 
planation of the absence of the many who stayed away. The committee 
consisted of gentlemen who could go to London if their own eyes 
suffered, and who were, therefore, perfectly content with the existing 
arrangements. 

The effect of the present state of things is that medical men, unless 
they have some unusual family or other influence, regard provincial hospi- 
tals with dislike and jealousy. They see in them institutions for exalting 
a few practitioners at the expense of the many, and they do not see that 
the few are selected in accordance with any principle that they can recog- 
nize or approve. Those among them who are ambitious, and who are 
excluded from the established hospitals, set on foot little starveling insti- 
tutions of their own. The great majority are passive in the matter, except 
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bo far ob this, that they do not promote the interests of the hospital with 
their wealthy patients. On the conti ary , they say, “ There is a man on 
whom I am about to perform an operation. His home is a poor one, not 
at all adapted for the purpose, and his means ore very small. In fact, he 
ought to be in a hospital, but I do not wish to lose the case, which pre- 
sents many points of interest. I shall be glad if you will help him with 
money or nourishment.” Such appeals as this aie made every day, by 
men who are in every way entitled to hospital appointments, and who 
cannot get them. They are very liberally responded to, and, if the feeling 
of the profession were enlisted on the side of hospitals, by facilities for 
using them, a source of contributions would at once be opened up that at 
present is entirely closed. People would give, smull sums or largo, to 
the hospital recommended by their own medical attendant, when they do 
not care to support what is not brought so nearly home to them. It is 
certainly true in many places, if not in all, that the county hospital » 
chiefly maintained by the upper classes of society, and that the middle 
classes and tradespeople contribute little or nothing to its funds. 

It may be objected by some that, if hospitals were thrown open to the 
medical profession, bo that doing duty in them ceased to be a distinction, 
surgeons would not be found to undertake the work. At present, it may 
be said, a hospital appointment is the readiest road to a lucrative practice, 
and therefore men take upon hemselves the burden for the sake of the 
gain. If any one who pleased, being sufficiently qualified, were admitted 
to a share of the duty, the present advantages would cease to follow. 

To such an objection as this we do not attach the smallest weight. 
The surgeons who are qualified for every kind of hospital duty are now 
very numerous ; and, generally speaking, earnestly desire opportunities of 
exercising their oalling. They fully recognize that every citizen of a free 
country owes a certain debt of gratuitous service to the commonwealth* 
to be discharged in accordance with his gifts and opportunities. They 
are excused from much irksome public service on account of their 
profession, and they would not seek to evade a claim that the profession 
would legitimately bring. Moreover, a hospital appointment filled under 
criticism, and in which they were exposed to rivalry, would call out the 
powers of the strong for more than the present system can ever do ; and 
at the same time it would afford no opportunity for an unwarrantable 
elevation of the weak. The men who undertook hospital work wotild find 
their own level, and would display upon a public stage their claims to the 
public confidence. 

There is probably no hospital which would not afford sufficient out- 
patients for all the practitiobem who were willing to take psH in attending 
them ; but it would often be necessary to restrict the number of those 
in charge of the beds. Where this was requisite, the several surgeons 
might exchange duties* or give place to others, At stated periods, in 
rotation. It is worthy of remark that sofcnfe arra nge ment of this kind is 
carried out as Bfedford in Yorkshire; and that id the so-csUeHl “cottage 
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hospitals” now springing up in various localities, the principle is fully 
admitted that “ any medical man in the neighbourhood may send patients 
and attend thorn in the hospital.” 

In considering the case of any venerable abuse, it is often profitable to 
inquire what would be thought of the arrangement if, instead of being 
sanctified by usage, it were now proposed for the first time. Instead of 
the present system we urge that our provincial hospitals should be made 
really public and national institutions, in which the patients would 
receive the greatest attainable amount of attention and care, and from 
which medical men would derive the greatest possible advantage. At 
present, they do not accomplish nearly what their pecuniary resources 
would allow, on account of the unwise limitation of the number of 
their medical officers. In nearly every county town the hospital is 
in the hands of a small number of men, who, by reason of their appoint- 
ments, affect to be superior to their brethren. The appointments are 
obtained by election, after a costly and humiliating canvass, often after a 
contest in which every kind of electioneering trick is practised, and 
in which family interest, religious creed, or other considerations wholly 
foreign to the issue, are of equal, sometimes of far moie weight than 
the possession of professional skill and the conscientious discharge of 
professional duty. The number of the Btaff thus selected is invariably 
below the real needs of the institution, with the result that the out- 
patient department is grievously neglected, and often handed over abso- 
lutely to the house-surgeon. The needs of the institution should, we 
think, be rather over than under-supplied. The medical profession, as a 
body, supports hospitals nobly. The profession, as a body, has a distinct 
right to all the advantages (of which experience is the chief) to be gained 
from them. We^old that every physician or surgeon who resides within 
a certain distance of a hospital, and who gives proof of skill and diligence 
in his calling, ought to be permitted to take his share of the work. The 
duties of a hospital might in this way be divided among a sufficient 
nvjnber of men to insure their proper performance ; the profession would 
laigely benefit by the wide distribution of the privileges now so jealously 
guarded by a few ; the patients, by the greater amount of time and care 
bestowed upon them ; and the public, by the power of selection among 
many men, to each of whom the advantages of hospital practice, and of 
hospital responsibility, had been afforded. 
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w* wear our costumes as we take our pleasures, sadly; the blackness 
of the burden, and the fashion in which we wear it, being in some sort 
the legacy which we have inherited from our Puritan ancestors. There 
was a time when brilliant and picturesque attire was regarded not only as 
the livery of Moab and the brand of a vessel of wrath, but as something 
the reverse of respectable, and the badge of a losing cause ; while the sad- 
coloured garment represented power, dignity, and a good understanding 
with the Government. No wonder, then, that the latter for a season 
prevailed. We have long since departed from the spirit, and abandoned 
most of the customs which the Puritans bound around our neck, as a yoke 
too grievous to be borne ; but we have preserved in dress a certain affec- 
tation of gravity and monotony in colour, as being still the mark of a 
well-regulated mind. In morning dress, indeed, some latitude is allowed, 
but rough material of uncouth cut, and a good deal of singularity and 
slovenliness in the mode of wearing it, are thought less reprehensible 
than any bright-coloured vestment, however tastefully and artistically 
fashioned, which is at once the Bymptom and proof of conceit and levity. 
But for evening dreBS we are still inexorable, and rigidly exact that 
costume de deuil which gives such a funereal aspect to our men on festive 
occasions. Many men, especially the young, would gladly head a revo- 
lution in these matters, were it not that, like true Batons, they would 
face death rather than ridicule. So in these days we sacrifice our secret 
aspirations on the altar of Momus, along with several other things which 
are of more value. But our young men not unnaturally devoted a good 
deal of time and thought to the form and colour of their rifle uniform, and 
arrayed themselves in it gladly, seeing that, if laughed at then, it must 
be in company ; but for a long while the solitary rifleman might be seen 
hunying down to join his corps, trying hard to look as though he did not 
hear the cries of the city Arabs, who pelted him with chaff as they do 
each other with dirt, ill at ease with himself until he mixed in the ranks 
of his own comrades. Some of the regiments essayed to introduce a 
uniform which should be at once striking and original, notably the Oxford 
Corps, and the members of it instantly became the butt of the press. 
Indeed, Englishmen have about them a certain mauvaise honte , which 
generally creates a disagreeable sensation of self-consciousness whenever 
they are decked in any costume which is not the ordinary and traditional 
one. The introduction of knickerbockers in every-day dress was eagerly 
seized on by young fellows whose legs were unexceptionable ; but the 
fashion never became general, and it is now chiefly confined to the little 
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boys of idolizing mothers. The secret desire for a distinguished costume, 
and the impossibility of gratifying it in private life, is probably the reason 
■why young men sometimes try to introduce it as a matter of professional 
etiquette. Assuming this to be true, the vagaries of some of our ultra 
Anglicans can be easily explained. Among tho iiigher classes, where the 
men have wealth and leisure at their command, frequent and entire 
change of costume is simply a matter of course. The dress worn at 
court, in the hunting-field, or the moor, at tho ball or dinner circle, the 
uniform which almost every country gentleman is entitled to wear as a 
yeomanry officer, or lord-lieutenant, all differ from each other in toto. 
And when they are all worn in their turn, a man feels at ease in any ef 
them ; and this confers at once a self-possession and sense of mastery as 
regards externals, exceedingly difficult for a person to acquire who 
suddenly finds himself for the first time in a novel dress, which may be 
either admirablo or ridiculous accordingly as the world regards it. 

Tho Puritan idea in abolishing gaily-colourcd and distinctive costume 
was apparently that one man should bo made to look as plain, sad, and 
depressed as another ; our motive in perpetuating these traditions seems 
rather to bo that every man may have the chance of being taken for 
something different to, or better than, what he is. The custom of meu 
and women wearing a dress more or less picturesque, but always appro- 
priate to and distinctive of their calling and condition, was one essentially 
antagonistic to snobbishness and undue pretension, and well calculated to 
engender and cherish an esprit de corps of a very valuable kind.* Once 
the “prentice lad** was known by his dress, and the master by liis broad- 
cloth, the serving-man wore one garb, and the cavalier another; and 
if the tire-woman tried to imitate the dress of the nobly-born lady, she 
was laughed out of court by her own equals. But at present the maid 
desires to be taken for her mistress, the cook for the housekeeper, the 
valet for his master. The shop lad firmly believes that he is, when out 
for the Sunday, supposed to be a gentleman with means and leisure; 
and the commercial traveller wraps up his pack so that it may if possible 
resemble the knapsack of the ordinary traveller. Of servants in tho 
present day, there is the least tendency to this form of snobbishness in the 
groom. In livery or out, in his Sunday dress or otherwise, he always looks 
like what he is. He may, and sometimes does, aim to be a swell groom, 
but never a swell ; and when his incurable frailties are brought up against 
him, this merit now so rare should be remembered in his favour. 

* The scholars of Christ’s Hospital afford a good instance of what we mean. 
These boys elbow' their way through the crowded streets of London like little men of 
the world, axe perfectly at their case under all circumstances, and acquire an early and 
intimate knowledge of men, manners, and business, which fits them above all other 
Schoolboys to succeed in after-life. Their peculiar dress reminds them that they must 
support the honour of tteir school, and that certain detection follows abuse of their 
liberty. It confers on them at once recognition, protection, and respou*ibi%. tor 
these reasons there will he something to regret when the school |s removed, and the 
dress no longer retained. 
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There are certain parts of Great Britain where particular cos- 
tumes are still worn ; but unless where they are looked on as a badge 
of nationality, as in Wales and the Highlands, or are found to be not 
only becoming but solidly advantageous as an advertisement of a calling, 
as with the Newhaven ^fishwives, the custom is obviously dying out. 
The spread of education, and the increased facility of communication, 
both work in this direction. A strongly individual type of character 
has come to be regarded as an eccentricity, to be tolerated, it is true, 
by a society that prides itself on its powers of toleration, but also to be 
compassionated, and when Bpoken of at all, to be incidentally defended 
as something harmlessly ridiculous, which deserves a passing notice — a 
picturesque anomaly existing but for the moment. With originality of 
character perishes also the racy metaphor and idiomatic sinewy mode 
of expression which once prevailed among us. This style De Quincey 
believes is now only to be found among our women and children, .and 
those women of a kind uncommon in these days, well-educated, in the old- 
fashioned sense of the word, vigorous in body and mind, but unsophis- 1 
ticated, little travelled, and by no means given to books. Some of the 
courtly old Scotch ladies, of whom Lord Gockbum and Dean Ramsay tell 
tales, are good illustrations of the class. The quaint fashion of their dress 
accorded well with their terse full-flavoured speech. All thiB kind of thing 
is passing away ; but as women are natural conservatives, it is with them 
that relics and memorabilia are to be searched for and found. The 
Newhaven fishermen and their wives are said to be of Belgian blood; 
they intermarry only with each other, and have customs among them- 
selves quite as angular as those of the gipsies. When the time comes 
that these cease to be observed, it is probable that their costume will also 
disappear. As soon as the Newhaven fishwife longs to be taken for any- 
thing but what Bhe is, no more will Bhe be seen in her cap and striped 
petticoat. 

Perhaps a great though unacknowledged pleasure of the Englishman 
abroad is the relief his eye experiences in beholding the picturesque and 
brilliant costumes which he may there admire without compromising his re- 
putation for oommon-sense and orthodoxy. In the Champs Elysges are to be 
seen aide by side the Normandy “bonne,” with her sparkling black eye and 
olive skin, her enormous cap of spotless linen bien post on her head, gold 
earrings, short bright-coloured pettiooats, buckled shoes, and inevitable 
red umbrella, with a Sister of Charity, her garments flowing to the ground 
in easy shaft-like folds. To the insular mind, her dress is for ever associated 
with Jesuits and the Inquisition# Our soldiers learned in the Crimea to 
regard them with other feelings, and with Continental nations they appear 
simply fcs the heralds of a benevolent and disinterested charity. There 
are monks in their brown or grey vestments, priests in their broad hats 
and long black robes, dozens of sous-officiers escorting gaily-attired 
soubrettes, grisettes, or what not. A few peasant-women frofp the pro- 
vinces, a muleteer here and theto from the Pyreneaan districts in a half 
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Spanish dress, Turks, Greeks, Armenians, and Arabs, each man in the 
picturesque garb of his own country, all contribute to make a dazzling 
variety very charming to a tired traveller. The ouvners have latterly 
exhibited a disposition to renounce the blouse and aspire to wearing 
bluck clothes : no improvement as regards either comfort, economy, or 
appearance, if they only knew it. Sometimes the sight of this animated 
panorama will inspire an Englishman with an unhappy ambition to dis- 
tinguish himself; so in his clumsy way he tries his hand at a costume. 
With this view he bids adieu to gloves and linen, and wqlks abroad in 
a billycock hat, flannel shirt, and otherwise dressed from head to foot 
in a suit of strawberry- cream-coloured woollens. The Breton costume 
is, we are told, almost a thing of the past, but in the Landes districts 
of Guyenne the pe<uwin?s are still to be seen clad in sheepskins and 
very laige coarse brown woollen caps, which give a certain farouche 
air. The Bcornais women wear an exceedingly picturesque garment. 
It is in common parlance a bernous or short cloak of fin* ^vool made 
in a large square. It is worn like a shawl, placed over the head instead 
of the shoulders, and is so fashioned that the front part folds back 
like a hood, and shelters or exposes the face at pleasure. Those for 
e\ery-day wear are of scarlet, bordered round and crossed down the 
centre with broad black velvet ; but for ffcte-days they are of white lama 
wool, of extreme fineness, and bordered with either black, scarlet, or 
blue velvet. A close-fitting brown or black embroidered jacket and Bhort 
coloured petticoats complete the dress. It is, however, in the centre of Europe 
that costume becomes the rule rather than the exception. In Suabia, Bavaria, 
Silesia, Poland, and Hungary, it is as varied and picturesque as an artist's eye 
could desire to gaze on. In certain parts of Germany almost every village 
is distinguished by some special peculiarity in this matter ; and, as may 
be supposed, the manners are quaint and old-fashioned in proportion, and 
the customs, many of them singular enough, have all the unchangeableness 
of the laws of the hfedes, and are observed with the same devotion and 
Btrictness as if they were religious rites. It is maintained by people who 
have some reason for such an opinion, that the picturesque costumes of the 
peasantry date actually from the Roman colonies which were so numerous 
in the heart of Germany during the reign of Augustus. On this account 
the really costly and more characteristic dresses are not to be founcl in the 
Northern parts ; or, at any rate, if they have ever been worn there, they 
have fallen into entire desuetude, and the country people there are bpstiy 
following the fashion of the world, and strive to appropriate the $rem and 
manners of the wealthier classes, with that feeble and partial success 
Ybich usually attends spelt efforts. Nevertheless the dress of some of the 
Southern peasantry is bo beautiful, that it is often worn at fancy by 
the Northerners; and more than one highly-born German Mftdchen has 
been heard to wish that fate had made her a peasant-girl, in order that 
she might by prescriptive right and custom thus a4om herself Innumerable 
as these costumes are in hind, they are all iron* with a difference. In 
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Bavaria olone thcro are seven distinct varieties, the head-gear being 
perhaps the article in which there is the greatest dissimilarity, since the 
skirts, though of different texture and colours, must needs be of uniform 
make. In Bamberg a scarlet handkerchief is bound fantastically round 
the forehead, finished with a bold knot, the two ends standing out con- 
spicuously on each side. This style is always worn by the fruit and 
vegetable women, Anglice costermongers, who, like the dames des Halles, 
arc a cluss apart, and possess a vocabulary of the choicest Billingsgate, 
and a well-earned reputation for tongues that can use it ; so that it is 
a saying, so grob wie ein Bamberger Gemuseweib , “ as rude as a Bamberg 
fruit- woman.” Towards WUrzburg they comb up all their hair and 
mould it into one compact clump at the top of their heads, and on this 
they invert a kind of wine- funnel made of black felt. In Altenburg 
and Suabia the dress of the women at once challenges attention by 
reason of the extreme shortness of their petticoats, which do not by any 
means cover the knees, and are very full, and gathered and quilted 
like a Highlander’s kilt. Ordinarily they are of very bright-hued 
stuff, spotted or particoloured, and are plaited so thickly round the hips 
that they fall in above the knees, and might easily at the first glance be 
token for the stuffed short trunk hose of former days. Coarsely-knitted 
white stockings, low-cut shoes, with 6hort tight-quilted black vest, and 
long chemise sleeves of every colour of the rainbow, complete the dress. 
A striped handkerchief fits close on to the head, and covers every scrap of 
hair, and from this depend behind broad tassels of embroidered cloth, or a 
thick long fringe like a curtain. The men wear real trunk hose, but it is 
only from a front view that they arc to be distinguished from the petticoats 
of the women. They are made of woollen cloth of sombre colours for 
everyday wear, but of blue or scarlet velvet for a f£te-day. The jacket 
is shaped like a postilion’s, only longer — it is often decorated with a velvet 
collar and showy buttons ; their legs are hidden in enormous long boots 
of yellow or dull red leather. About Wlirtemberg they wear long single- 
breasted scarlet waistcoats tightly buttoned, and either broad-brimmed or 
cocked felt hats, coats down to their heels lined with light blue or scarlet, 
and thrown back so as to display the braces, which are richly embroidered 
and worn over the waistcoat. Yellow breeches and blue or striped stockings, 
with buckled shoes, complete this costume. The women generally have 
black vests, cut low and square in front, with Borne brilliantly striped 
handkerchief over the bosom. The petticoats desoend nearly as ffcr as the 
ankles, and are purple, crimson, or blue, trimmed with divers colours; 
a small striped triangular handkerchief is tied over the head, or a kind of 
turban is worn, with a number of ends of ribbons of different hues floating 
from it. Sometimes the jacket is small and shaped like a Zouave’s, and 
a vest of bright scarlet is shown with good effect At Wlirtembeig, a 
bride is dressed very gorgeously. She may be seen in something resem- 
bling a smoking-cap of pale blue velvet richly embroidered with gold) and 
a bunch of blue ribbons hung down over each ear, and a white chemise with 
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long -sleeves,; a bodice of crimson slashed with blue and orange, and a 
white skirt displaying two under-petticoats, one of deep blue, the other of 
scarlet and orange. About Thuringia the peasant-girls hide every scrap of 
hair most carefully, and arrange a particoloured handkerchief on their 
heads, so as to resemble a sugar-loaf with the top cut off. One very pretty 
girl happened to possess a beautiful head of hair ; it was not only long and 
abundant, but, what is not quite bo common in these parts, fine and Bilky 
in texture. She was inspired by her evil genius to display her treasure, 
and was even bold enough to wear it in two long plaits which reached to 
the ground ; but custom cannot there be defied with impunity any more 
than it can here. Those who lacked both courage and hair to enable 
them to follow her fashion, were loud in disapprobation. The poor girl 
was railed at and called ein frcchcs Mddchen , a village flirt, and a bold and 
immodest maiden ; Anally she succumbed, her hair was again concealed 
from the gaze of the vulgar, and she quickly obtained a husband os the 
reward of her self-denial and docility. On a iete-day the daughters of the 
jr.ore wealthy peasant proprietors are attired literally regardless of expense ; 
the crowns of their felt hats are almost covered with gold or silver 
embroidery, and depending from the back are a number of black Bilk 
ribbons reaching to the heels. They are expressly manufactured for the 
purpose, and are sometimes two spans in breadth — the length, breadth, 
and number of these ribbons, and the thickness and rich quality of the 
silk, being the gauge of the father’s wealth. Round their necks they 
have chains or necklaces hung with heavy gold coins, so that their dowry 
and expectations can he ascertained with tolerable accuracy at a glance. 
Straw hats and bonnets are occasionally worn, the latter resembling in shape 
those which Quakeresses used to delight in, only much larger, and calcu- 
lated to protect the face, not only from the glance of the sun, but of huma- 
nity. As we travel towards Silesia we meet with the close-fitting white caps, 
which, on Sunday, arc clean and pretty enough, but on week-days assume 
various shades from tawny to black. Silesia is so close to Poland that the 
peasants speak little or no German, and approximate to the Poles in cha- 
racter. One point in particular they have in common ; if they are conserva- 
tive in costume they are no less conservative in the matter of dirt. Not 
long since a pretty peasant, the daughter of a Nachtw&chter , or night-guard, 
who resided in one of these villages, was presented with a very superb 
costume as a New Year’s gift. Apprehensive that her eldest sister would 
exercise the rights of primogeniture, and give her property on occasional 
airing, the damsel actually sewed herself up in it, and we regret to say, 
lived, worked, and slept in her dress until it dropped in rags off her 
person. It is in Silesia, and more especially on the bonks of the Vistula, 
that we find people afflicted with the loathsome disease known as the 
Vistula plat. Every single hair exudes a gummy matter, which forma 
in a thick paste on the head. For their life they dare not cut it offs 
even when they snip a hair it is said to ooze blood, and no other remedy 
seems to be known except time. To attempt to part the hair causes 



$74 COSTUME Akt) CHARACTER. 

agoiiifeing pain ; bo the mass is suffered to remain until it forms into a dry 
crust, &nd then breaks off, and the hair with it. It is highly infectious, 
and though it Is supposed to be generated by drinking the unwholesome 
waters of the Vistula, it is probable that dirt has a good deal to do with 
it. The women suffer from it even more than the men, which is not 
remarkable, since when they have once plaited and bound up their hair, 
days, weeks, and even months pass away before they think it necessary to 
release it. 

In these districts the poorer families live as the Irish do, all in one 
room ; the social circle being supplemented with such pigs and poultry as 
they happen to possess. In the place where they eat, there they also 
sleep, the beds being piled up to such an enormous height with stuffing, 
feathers, mid quilted coverlets, that a ladder is required in order to get 
into them. Some sleep upon the stove, especially in winter ; others crouch 
round it. To provide the needful mateiial for their monstrous beds, the 
geese are continually half-plucked while they are alive, and almost entiicly 
denuded before they are sent to market, to be sold, Blain, and eaten. The 
down or feathers are often very imperfectly cleansed, and when they are 
made into beds, which are rarely shaken, and perpetually slept in, the 
rank odours aiid offensive unwholesome atmosphere xhay hardly be 
described or endured. The peasants work all day in the fields, men and 
women alike, during the summer ; in winter, of course, the hours of 
labour are shorter, and in the long evenings both sexes amuse them- 
Belves with the spinning-wheel. They ussebibfe at each house in turn, 
and a good deal of emulation is excited, so that if a peasant slips or 
breaks his thread only once in the evening, he is laughed at and called 
ein Dummlcopf — a clumsy fellow. While thus industriously employed they 
sing, either in parts or in chorUs, and as they have generally a fair know- 
ledge of music and excellent voices, they perform exceedingly well, thoiigh 
not of course in a very finished Btyle. Where music is being performed, 
a little crowd will assemble before the hcU&£ and stand there for many 
hobts unweariedly, and to usd their mpressioh, when the music 
ceases it is like breaking their hearts.” As Wtk all unlearned and isolated 
people, their superstition and credulity ^af8 tningled with a great deal of 
timidity and distrust. They aTe exceblmly careful of their money, almost 
to penuriousness, and the youngest ohifa ban reckon pretty accurately, 
even according to the complicated afi&lon which the coinage fenders 
necessary, tiut the peasants hate to a litjtfi h dt*fep-rooted Suspicion of the 
toWnipeopld fcnd their principles, ahd hfUfr doife^ bhfilnb&l With theta the 
change is generally reckoned up v£ hhlf-4-doifeU 4fifibxnht wfcya, or nioi*e. 
First, they count it ih bateehj of tWelve go tb & fibrin, then by sii- 

kreutzer pieces, of which ten go jBdk fibrin, thhh by good, or Austrian 
florins, each of which is worth 2&3lpi by cotamoh florins, value lk fid. 
each ; then by thalerl, of whufiri is Worth one and ^three-barters 
of the common florin, then byS^nffeders, value tWo florint and forty- 
two kreuUers j by %wse* thederf value two florihs fend fifteen kreUttfeta; 
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and as in these parts very antiquated coin are often found hoarded 
up, they 'will also reckon by some suoh old-fashioned money as 
the kopfstticke, now hardly ever Been, but which is equal to four six- 
kreutzer pieces. If the change is found to be correct after being sub- 
mitted to these various tests, then and - not before, is the peasant mind 
satisfied. A little country lad was sent into a neighbouring town pro- 
vided with a six-kreutzer piece. With three kreutzers he was to pay at 
the post office for a letter, of which he was the bearer, and with the 
other three he was to buy his dinner ; t. e. a two-kreutzer sausage and a 
kreutzer roll. He imprudently resolved to dine first, and thus found 
himself exposed, amidst the persuasions of hunger, to the bewildering 
temptations which a sausage-shop offers to a German stomach. For the 
varieties are bo numerous. There is the blut sausage, black, and in 
form short and thick — the name indicates its principal ingredient; the 
Vienna sausage, bright red, small, and thin ; the garlic sausage, un- 
fragrant and of a dull red brown ; the mixed white sausage ; the knack 
sausage, mottled, and very hard and crisp ; the truffle sausage, dark grey, 
and short and thick ; the cerveat sausage, composed of brains, red and 
white in colour ; the two last are regarded as dainties, and are eaten in 
thin slices. The most common and popular is (rat, or roast sausage, 
which is sold hot with bread. The Di^hess of tfeburg has been known 
to repair, accompanied by her ladies-in-'fraiting, toHhe market-place at 
Coburg, there to partake of this savoury cdfcfi}£ment. Whichever of these 
was chosen by the little boy, exceeded th? Sum allotted for his dinner by 
one kreutzer, and when he presented himself at the post-office he had 
but two kreutzers left. The clerk, like all officials, was obdurate, the 
deficiency must be made good, or there was no posting the letter that day. 
The poor child, after a long pause, during which he endured all the pangs 
of an accusing conscience, and experienced the* sorrow which Is rather 
for the detection than for the sin, made up his mind to an enormous 
sacrifice. Holding up the unfinished half of his sausage to the man's 
face , — “ Da, beisst Air einen Kreutzer ab, so wkd’s recht sein." “ Here," 
he said, “ bite a kreutzer- worth off, so will it bo sfl made right." 

These poor people, as primitive and homely in their manners as they 
are conservative in custom and costume, are likewise contented, happy, 
and tranquil. When their simplicity departs, it is probable that their 
contentment and their peasant costumes will also become things of the 
past. Perhaps the time will come when we shall all dress alike, talk 
alike, and think alike, except on religion, which is destined to be the 
battle-field for the hu pfk race in every age, past, present, and future. 
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chapter vm. 

Site Comes Between Them. 



PPOINTED hours for the va- 
rious domestic events of the 
day were things unknown at 
Thorpe-Ambrose. Irregular in 
all his habits, Allan accommo- 
dated himself to no slated times 
^ (with the solitary exception of 
dinner-time) at any hour of the 
day or night. He retired to 
rest early or late, and he rose 
early or late, exactly as he felt 
inclined. The servants were 
forbidden to call him; and 
Mrs. Gripper was accustomed 
to improvise # *he breakfast as 
she best might, from the time 
when the kitchen fire was fiist 
lighted, to the time when the 
clock stood on the stroke of 
noon. 

Towards nine o'clock on the 
^homing after his return, Mid- 
‘ w inter knocked at Allan’s door ; 


and, on entering the room, found >ty. After inquiry among the 
servants, it appeared that Allan had r that moniing before the man 
who usually attended on him wife up> and that his hot water had been 
brought to the door by one of the housemaids, who was then still in 
ignorance of Midwinter’s return, ^obody h*d dhnnoed see the master, 
either on the stairs or in the hell $ nobody ha4&eard him png the hell 
for breakfast as usual, la brief, ndhft^kimw qfcythidg about him, except 
what was obviously clear fee iH^sq was not in the house. 

Midwinter went out under tlnrgreat portico. He stood at the head 
of the flight of steps considering* fMrhich direction he should feet forth 
to look for hie friend. Allan’* \mfxpeoted absence added one mm to 
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the disquieting influences which adtill perplexed his mind* He was in the 
mood in which trifles irritate a man, and fancies ire all-powerful to exalt 
or depress his spirits. 

The sky was cloudy ; and the wind Mew in puffo from the south— 
there was every prospect, to weather-wise eyes, of coming rain* While 
Midwinter was still hesitating, one of the grooms passed him on the 
drive below. The man proved, on befog questioned, to be better 
informed about his master’s movements than the servants indoors. He 
had seen Allan pass the stables more than an hour since, going ott{ by the 
back way into the park, with a noSegay in his hand. 

A nosegay in his hand? The nosegay hung incomprehensibly on 
Midwinter's mind as he walked round, cm the chance of meeting* Allan, 
to the back of the house. “ What does the nosegay meant* he asked 
himself with an unintelligible sense of irritation, and a petulant kick at 
a stone that stood in his way. 

It meant that Allan had been following his impulses as usual. The one 
pleasant impression left on his mind after his interview with Pedgift 
Senior, was the impression made by the lawyer's account of his conver- 
sation with Neelie in the park. The anxiety that he should not misjudge 
her, which the major's daughter had so earnestly expressed, placed her 
before Allan’s eyes, in an iriesistibl^ attractive diameter — the character 
of the one person among all his neighbours who had some respect still 
left for his good opinion. Acutely sensible of his social isolation, now 
that there was no Midwinter to keep him company in the empty house ; 
hungering and thirsting in his solitude for a kind word and a friendly look, 
he began to think more and more regretfully and moegand more longingly 
of the bright young face, so pleasantly associated with his first happiest 
days at Thorpe-Ambrose. To be conscious of such a feeling as this, was, 
With a character like Allan's, to act on it headlong, lead him where it 
might. He had gone out on the previous morning to look for Neelie 
with a peace-offering* of flowers, but with no very distinct idea of what 
he should say to her if they met ; and foiling to find her on the scene 
of her customary walks, he had characteristically persisted the next 
morning in making a second attempt with another peoee-ejfering on a 
larger scale. Still ignorant of his friend's retmty ho was uqw at some 
distance from the house, searching the park in a Jjireetion which* he had 
not tried yet. t 

After walking out a fow hundred yards beyond the stables, and foiling 
to discover any signs of Allan, bpdwinter retraW djto'siepa, and Wafted 
for his .friend's return, pda* ilowl, to aad MjH h the &t% atrip «f 
garden ground at the |i£k rf the hong. * , 

' From time to a. he paid it, h. looted to, a b a cntly at tha rooto ' 
which had fom«iyiae*Jfa. Armadale’^ which «*a now (throogkhto 




on the bracket, and the Ranch dfadetra operie, *»‘Si»%rahai|’wM(ik 
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of like Stan, which Allan had seen standing opposite to hidi at the lohg 
window ; the view over a lawn and flower-garden ; the pattering of the 
rain against the glass ; the stretching out of the Shadow's arm, and the 
fall bf the statue in fragments on the floor — these objects and events of 
tkb visionary Scene, So vividly present to his memory once, Wfere all 
SUpeTieded by later remembrances holfcr, were all left to fkde they zhight 
in the dim background of time. Hfe coilld pais the room again and 
agkin, ilohe And aniioul, and never once think of the boat driltihg atoby 
in the moonlight, and the nights imprisonment bfa the Wrecked 8m# 1 

Towards ten o'clock the well-rememberod sound Of Aflati*S Voice 
became suddenly audible in the direction of the st&blqp. d moment 
more, he was visible from the garden. Ilia Second faoritfng's Search for 
Neelie had ended to all appearance in a second defeat of his object. 
The hoBegdy was still in his hand; and he Wds irfeftignedly making a 
present of it to one of the coachman’s children. 

Midwinter impulsively took a step forward towards the Stables, and 
abruptly Checked his farther progress. Conscious that his position 
toWardS his friend was altered already in relation to Mils Gwilt, the 
first sight Of Allah filled his mind with a sudden distiust of the gover- 
ness's influence over him, which was almost a distrust of himself. lie 
kneW thht he had act forth from fee moors on his return tb THorpb- 
Ambtose with the resolution 6f acknowledging thfe passion that had 
mastered him, and of insisting, if necessary, oU a second and a longer 
absence in the interests of the sacrifice Which he was bent oh making 
to the happiness of his friend. What had become of that resolution 
now t The discovery of Miss Gwilt'B altered position, and the declaration 
that She had voluntarily made of her indifference to Allan, had Scattered 
it to thb Winds. The first words with Which he would have met his 
frietid, If nothing had happened to him on the homeward Why, Were words 
already dismissed from his lips. He drew back as he felt it, and 
Struggled with an instinctive loyalty towards Allan, to free hhhBfelf at 
the l&Bt moment froth the influence cf Miss Gwilt. 

Having disposed of hik Uftetess noiegay, Allan pasted dn into the 
garden, and the instant he entered it, reCogniked Midwinter with a loud 
cry of Surprise and delight 

“Am I awake, dfe dreaming? 1 * he exclaimed, Seising his friend 
excitably by both hands. “ You dear old Midwinter, have you Sprung 
Up but of the groUnd, or have you dropped from the clouds ? ” 

It was nbt till Mid(yinter had explained the mystery of his un- 
expected appearAhce in £ very particular, that Allan tibuld be prettified 
on to* say a word about himself. When he did Ipedk, He shook his head 
rUefUlly, ahd subdued the hearty loudnete of hit voice, with a prelimi- 
nary took tound to tee if the servants were Within hearing. 

u l’«e lekrtit to be etutiouft SipoC you went WWay tad left me,” said 
Allan. « My 'dear fellow, you haven*t toe least notion whet things hate 
happened, and what an ntffal scrape I'm in fit (his very mome n t 1" 
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44 Yqu are mistaken, Allan. I have heard more of what has 
happened* than you suppose.” 

44 What I the dreadful mess I'm in with Miss Gwilt ? the row with 
the major ? the infernal Bcandal-mongering in the neighbourhood ? You 
don’t mean to say ? ” 

41 Yes,” interposed Midwinter quietly, 44 1 have heat'd of it all.” 

44 Good heavens 1 how? Did you stop at Thorpe- Ambrose on your 
way back? Have you been in the coffee-room at the hotel? Have 
you met Pedgift ? Have you dropped into the Beading Booms, and seen 
what they call the freedom of the press in the town newspaper ? ” 

Midwinter paused before he answered, and looked up at the sky. 
The clouds had been gathering unnoticed over their heads, and the first 
rain-drops were beginning to fall. 

44 Come in here,” said Allan. 44 We’ll go up to breakfast this way.” 
He led Midwinter through the open French window into his own sitting- 
room. The wind blew towards that side of the house, and the rain followed 
them in. Midwinter, who was last, turned and closed the window. 

Allan was too eager for the answer which the weather had inter- 
rupted, to wait for it till they reached the breakfast-room. He stopped 
olose at the window, and added two more to his string of questions. 

44 How can you possibly have heard about me and Miss Gwilt? " he 
asked. 44 Who told you ? ” 

44 Miss Gwilt herself,” replied Midwinter gravely. 

Allan’s manner changed the moment the governess’s name passed his 
friend’s lips. 

44 1 wish you had heard my story first,” he said. 44 Where did you 
meet with Miss Gwilt ? ” 

There was a momentary pause. They both stood still at the window, 
absorbed in the interest of the moment They both forgot that their 
contemplated place of shelter from the rain had been the breakfast-room 
upstairs. 

44 Before I answer your question,” said Midwinter a little constrainedly, 
44 1 want to ask you something, Allan, on my side. Is it really true 
that you are in some way concerned in Miss Gwilt’s leaving Major 
Milroy’s service ? ” 

There was another pause. The disturbance which had begun to 
appear in Allan’s manner palpably increased. 

44 It’s rather a long story,” he began. 44 1 have been taken in, Mid- 
winter. I’ve been imposed on by a person, who— I can’t help saying it— 
who cheated me into promising what I oughtn’t to have promised, and 
doing what I had better not have done. It isn’t breaking my promise 
to tell you. I can trust in your discretion, can’t I? You will never 
say a word, will you? ” 

44 Stop 1 ” said Midwinter. 44 Don’t trust me with any secrets which 
are not your own. If you have given a promise, don’t trifle with It, 
even in speaking to such an intimate friend as I am*” He laid his hand 
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gently and kindly on Allan’s shoulder. “ I can’t help seeing that I have 
made you a little uncomfortable,” he went on. “ I can’t help seeing that 
my question is not so easy a one to answer as I had hoped and supposed. 
Shall we wait a little ? shall we go upstairs and breakfast first ? ” 

A linn was far too earnestly bent on presenting his conduct to his 
friend in the right aspect, to heed Midwinter’s suggestion. He spoke 
eagerly on the instant, without moving from the window. 

“ My dear fellow, it’s a perfectly easy question to answer. Only ” 

He hesitated. “ Only it requires what I’m a bad hand at — it requires an 
explanation.” 

“ Do you mean,” asked Midwinter more seriously, but not less 
gently than before, “ that you must first justify yourself, and then answer 
my question ? ” 

“ That’s it 1 ” said Allan, with an air of relief. “ You’ve hit the right 
nail on the head, just as usual.” 

Midwinter’s face darkened for the first time. “ 1 am sorry to hear it,” 
he said ; his voice sinking low, and his eyes dropping to the ground as he 
spoke. 

The rain was beginning to fall thickly. It Bwept across the garden, 
straight on the closed windows, and pattered heavily against tho glass. 

11 Sorry 1 ” repeated Allan. “ My dear fellow, you haven’t heard the 
particulars yet. Wait till I explain the thing first.” 

“ You are a bad hand at explanations,” said Midwinter, repeating 
Allan’s own words. “ Don’t place yourself at a disadvantage. Don’t 
explain it” 

Allan looked at him, in silent perplexity and surprise. 

“You are my friend — my bost and dearest fiiend,” Midwinter went 
on. “ I can’t bear to let you justify yourself to me as if I was your judge, 
or as if I doubted you.” He looked up again at Allan frankly and kindly os 
he said those words. “ Besides,” he resumed, “ I think if I look into my 
mexnoiy, I can anticipate your explanation. We had a moment’s talk, 
before I went away, about some very delicate questions, which you pro- 
posed putting to Major Milroy. I remember I warned you ; I remember 
I had my misgivings. Should I be guessing right if I guessed that those 
questions have been in some way the means of leading you intc a false 
position ? If it is true that you have been concerned in MisB Gwilt’s 
leaving her situation, is it also true — is it only doing you justice to believe 
— that any mischief for which you are responsible, has been mischief 
innocently done ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Allan, speaking for the first time a little constrainedly on 
his side. “ It is only doing me justice to say that.” He stopped and 
began drawing lines absently with his finger on the blurred surface of 
the window-pane. M You’re not like other people, Midwinter,” he re- 
sumed suddenly^ with an effort ; “ end I should Itave liked you to have 
heard the particulars all the same.” 

41 1 will hoar them if you desire it,” returned Midwinter. u But I am 
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satisfied without another word, that you have not willingly been tho means 
of depriving Miss Gwilt of her situation. If that is understood between 
you and me, I think we need say no more. Besides, I have another 
question to ask, of much greater importance : a question that has been 
forced on me by what I saw with my own eyes, and heard with my own 
ears, last night." 

He stopped, recoiling in spite of himself. 44 Shall we go upstairs first ? ” 
he asked abruptly, leading the way to the € oor, and trying to gain time. 

It was useless. Once again, the room which they were both free to 
leave, the room which on^ of them had twice tried to leave already, held 
them as if they were prisoners. 

Without answering, without even appearing to have heard Midwinter’s 
proposal to go upstairs, Allan followed him mechanically as far as the 
opposite side of the window. There he stopped. 44 Midwinter ! ” he 
burst out, in a sudden panic of astonishment and alarm, “ there seems to 
be something strange between us 1 you’re not like yourself. What is it ? " 

With his hand on the lock of the door, Midwinter turned, and looked 
back into the room. The moment had come. His haunting fear of doing 
his friend an injustice had shown itself in a restraint of word, look, and 
action, which had been marked enough to force its way to Allan’s notice. 
The one course left now, in the dearest interests of the friendship that 
united them, was to speak at once, and to Bpcak boldly. 

44 There’s something strange, between us,” reiterated Allan. 41 For 
God’s sake what is it ? ” 

Midwinter took his hand from the door, and came down again to the 
window, fronting Allan. He occupied the place, of necessity, which Allan 
had just left. It was the Bide of the window on which the Statuette stood. 
The little figure, placed on its projecting bracket, was close behind him 
on his right hand. No signs of change appeared in the stormy sky. 
The rain still swept slanting across the garden, and pattered heavily against 
the glass. 

44 Give me your hand, Allan.” 

Allan gave it, and Midwinter held it firmly while he spoke. 

44 There is something strange between us," he said. 44 Thero is some- 
thing to be set right which touches you nearly ; and it 1ms not been set 
right yet. You asked me just now where I met with Mibb Gwilt. I 
met with her on my way back here, upon the high road on the farther 
side of the town. She entreated me to protect her from a man who was 
following, and frightening her. I saw the scoundrel with my own eyes, 
and I should have laid hands on him, if Miss Gwilt herself had not stopped 
me. She gave a very strange reason for stopping me. She said I didn’t 
know who his employer was." 

Allan’s ruddy colour suddenly deepened; he looked aside quickly 
through the window at the pouring rain. * At the same moment their 
hands fell apart, and there was a pause of silence on either side. Mid- 
winter was the first to speak again. 
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"Later in the evening," hte went on, “Miss Gwilt explained hefteir. 
She told toe ttoo things. She declared that the Uriah Whom I had teen 
following her waa a hired spy. I was surprised, but I could not dispute 
it. She told me next, Allan — what I believe with my whole heart and 
soul to be a falsehood Which has been imposed on her as the truth — she 
told me that the spy was in your employment ! ” 

Allan turned instantly from the WlndoW, and looked Midwinter toll in 
the foce again. “ I miist explain myself this time/’ he said resolutely. 

The ashy paleness, peculiar to him in moments of strong emotion, 
began to show itBelf on Midwinter's cheeks. 

“ More explanations ! ” he said, and drew back a Step, with his eyes 
fixed in a sudden terror of inquiry on Allan's face. 

“ You don't know What I know, Midwinter. You don't know that 
• What 1 have done has beten done with a good reason. And what is more, 
I have not trUsted to myself — I have had good advice." 

“ bid you hear what I said just now ? " naked Midwinter, incredu- 
lously ; “ you can’t — Purely, you cant have been attending to me ? " 

“I haven’t missed a word,” rejoined Allan. “ I tell you again, you 
don't know what I know of Mist Gwilt. She has threatened Miss 
Milroy. Miss MilrOy is in danger While her governess stops in this 
neighbourhood.” 

Midwinter dismissed the toajoz's daughter from the conversation With 
a contemptuous gesture of his hand. « 

“ I don’t want to hear about Miss Milroy,” he said. M Don't mix Up 
Miss Milroy- Good God, Allan, am I to understand that the spy set 
to Watch Miss Gwilt wis doing his vile work With yottr approval ? " 

“Once for all, my dear fellow, Will you, ot will yOu hot, let mb 
explain ? " 

“ Ekplaln 1 * cried Midwinter, his eyes aflame, and hi* hot Creole 
btood rushing Crimson into his lace. “ Explain the employment of a 
spy ? What I after having driven Miss Gwilt out of her situation, by 
meddling with her private affairs, you meddle again, by the vilest of all 
means — the means of a paid spy ? Yon Sfet a Watch on the Woman Whom 
yoU yoUrself told me ybu loved, bnly a fortnight Since 1 the Woman you 
were thinking of as your Wife 1 I don't believe it; I wont believe it. 
Is my head foiling me ? Is it Allan Armadale I am fcpfeaking to ? fit it 
Allan Armadale 1 * foce locking at me ? Stop 1 you are acting Under fcotofe 
mistaken scruple, feotoe loW follow htus crept Into your confidence, and 
has dohe this in your natoe Without telling you first” 

Allan controlled himself With admirable patientfe and admirable con- 
sideration for the temper of his friend, u If you persist in refining to hear 
me,” he said, “ I must wait as well as I can till my turn CotoA.” 

“ Tell toe you Sob a Stronger to thte employment of that mean, tend I 
will heat you willingly.* 

u Suppose thefe shoUM be U ndetifaity, that Jou kfitoW nothing afcoofc, 
for employing him ? ” 
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“ I acknowledge no necessity for the cowardly persecution of a helpless 
woman." 

A momentary flush of irritation — momentary, and no more — passed 
over Allan’s face. “ You mightn’t think her quite so helpless," he said, 
“ if you knew the truth." 

“ Are you the man to tell me the truth ? " retorted the other. “ You 
who have refused to hear her in her own defence ! You, who have closed 
the doors of this house against her 1 ” 

Allan still controlled himself, but the effort began at last to be visible. 

“ 1 know your temper is a hot one," he said. “ But for all that, your 

violence quite takes me by surprise. I can’t account for it, unless " 

he hesitated a moment, and then finished tho sentence in his usual frank, 
outspoken way — “ unless you are sweet yourself on MisB Gwilt.” 

Those last words heaped fuel on the fire. They stripped the truth 
instantly of all concealments and disguises, and laid it bare to view. 
Allan’s instinct had guessed, and the guiding influence stood revealed of 
Midwinter’s interest in Miss Gwilt. 

“ What right have you to say that ? ” he asked, with raised voice and 
threatening eyes. 

“I told you," said Allan, simply, “ when I thought I was sweet ou her 
myself. Come I come ! it’s a little hard, I think, even if you art in love 
with her, to believe everything she tells you, and not to let me say a word. 
Is that the way you decide between us ? " 

“ Yes, it is ! " cried the other, infuriated by Allan’s second allusion to 
Miss Gwilt. u When I am asked to choose between tho employer of a spy, 
and the victim of a spy, I side with the victim 1 " 

“ Don’t try me too hard, Midwinter ; I have a temper to lose as well 
as you.” 

He stopped, struggling with himBelf. the torture of passion in Mid- 
winter’s face, from which a less simple and less generous nature might 
have recoiled in horror, touched Allan suddenly with an artless distress, 
which, at that moment, was little less than sublime. He advanced, with 
hiB eyes moistening, and his hand held out. “ You asked me for my hand 
just now,” he said, M and I gave it you. Will you remember old times, 
and give me yours, before it’s too late ?•’’ 

“ No 1 " retorted Midwinter, furiously. “ I may meet Miss Gwilt 
again, and I may want my hand free to deal with your spy 1 " 

He had drawn back along the wall, as Allan advanced, until the 
bracket which supported the Statuette was before instead of behind him. 
In the madness of his passion, he saw nothing but Allan's fhee confronting 
him. In the madness of his passion, he stretched out his right hand as 
he answered and shook it threateningly in the air. It struck the for- 
gotten projection of the bracket — and the next instant the Statuette lay in 
fragments on the floor. 

The rain drove slanting over flower-bed and lawn* and pattered 
Heavily against the glass ; and the two Armadales stood If* the window, 
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ns the two Shadows had stood in the second Vision of the Dream, with 
the wreck of the image between them. 

Allan stooped over the fragments of the little figure, and lifted them 
one by one from the floor. " Leave me,” he said, without looking up, 
14 or we shall both repent it.” 

Without a word, Midwinter moved back slowly. He stood for the 
second time with his hand on the door, and looked his last at the room. 
The horror of the night on the Wreck had got him once more, and the 
flame of his passion was quenched in an inBtant. 

44 The Dream ! 11 he whispered, under his breath. 44 The Dream 
again 1 ” 

The door was tried from the outside, and a servant appeared with a 
trivial message about the breakfast. 

Midwinter looked at the man with a blank, dreadful helplessness in 
his face. 44 Show me the way out,” he said. 44 The place is dark, and 
the room turns round with me.” 

The servant took him by the arm, and silently led him out. 

As the door closed on them, Allan picked up the last fragment of the 
broken figure. He sat down alone at the table, and hid his face in liis 
hands. The self-control which he had bravely preserved under exaspera- 
tion renewed again and again, now failed him at last in the friendless 
solitude of his room ; and in the first bitterness of feeling that Midwinter 
had turned against him like the rest, he burst into tears. 

The moments followed each other, tlie slow time wore on. Littlo by 
little the signs of a new elemental disturbance began to show themselves 
in the summer storm. The shadow of a swiftly-deepening darkness swept 
over the sky. The pattering of the rain lessened with the lessening wind. 
There was a momentary hush of stillness. Then on a sudden, the rain 
poured down again like a cataract, and the low roll of thunder came up 
solemnly on the dying air. 


CHAPTER IX. 

She Knows the Truth. 

1. From Mr. Bashwood to Mm Gwilt . 

M Thorpe- Ambrose, July 80th, 1851. 

u Dear Madam — I received yesterday, by private messenger, your obliging 
note, in which you direct me to communicate with you, through the post only* 
as long as there is reason to believe that any visitors who may come to yd# 
are likely to be observed. May I be permitted to say, that I look forwara 
with respectful anxiety to the time when I Bhall again enjoy the only real 
happiness I have ever experienced — the happiness of personally addressing 
you? 

u compliance with your desire that I should not allow this day 
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(the Sunday) t<? pass without privately noticing what went on at the 
great house, I took the keys, and went this morning to the steward's 
office. I accounted for my appearance to the servants, by informing them 
that I had work to do which it was important to complete in the shortest 
possible time. The same excuse would have done for Mr. Armadale, if we 
had met, but no such meeting happened. 

“ Although I was at Thorpe-Ambrosc, in what I thought good time, I 
was too late to see or hear anything myselt of a serious quarrel which 
appeared to have taken place, just before I arrived, between Mr. Armadale 
and Mr. Midwinter. 

“ All the little information I can give you in this matter is derived 
from one of the servants. The man told me that ho heard the voices of 
the two gentlemen loud, in Mr. Armadale’s sitting-room. He went in to 
announce breakfast shortly afterwards, and found Mr. Midwinter in such 
a dreadful state of agitation, that lie had to be helped out of the room. 
The servant tried to take him upstairs to lie down and compose liimBelf. 
He declined, saying he would wait a little first in one of the lower rooms, 
and begging that he might be left alone. The man had hardly got down- 
stairs again, when he heard the front door opened and closed. He ran 
back, and found that Mr. Midwinter was gone. The rain was pouring at the 
time, and thunder and lightning came soon afterwards. Dreadful weather, 
certainly, to go out in. The servant thinks Mr. Midwinter’s mind was 
unsettled. I sincerely hope not. * Mr. Midwinter is one of the few people 
1 have met with in the course of my life who have treated me kindly. 

“ Hearing that Mr. Armadale still remained in his sitting-room, I went 
into the steward’s office (which, as you may remember, is on the same 
side of the house), and left the door ajar, and set the window open, 
waiting and listening for anything tint might happen. Dear madam, there 
was a time when I might have thought such a position in the house of 
my employer not a very becoming one. Let me hasten to assure you that 
this is far from being my feeling now. I glory in any position which 
makes me serviceable to you. 

“ The state of the weather seemed hopelessly adverse to that renewal 
of intercourse between Mr. Armadale and Miss Milroy, which you so 
confidently anticipate, and of which you are so anxious to be made aware. 
Strangely enough, however, it is actually in consequence of the state of 
the weather, that I am npw in a position to give you the very information 
you require. Mr. Armadale and Miss Milroy met about an hour since. 
The circumstances were os follows : — 

“ Just at the beginning of the thunderstorm, I saw one of the grooms 
run across from the stables, and heard him tap at his master's window. 
.Mr. Armadale opened the window, and asked what was the matter. The 
groom said he came with a message from the coachman's wife. She had seen 
from her room over the stable* (which looks on to the park,) Miss Milroy 
quite alone, standing for shelter under one of the trees. As that part of the 
park was at some distance from the nuyor's cottage, she had thought 
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W masker might wish to send and ask the young lady into the house— 
ejp&ially as she had placed herself, with i, thunderstorm ooming on, in 
Wh&t might tUrn out to be a very dangerous position. 

“ Hie moment Mr. Aimadale Understood the man*s message, he oalled 
fbr the Waterproof things and the umbrellas, atld ran out himsgfc instead of 
leaving it to the servants. In a little time, he and thd jjrodm came back 
with Miss Milioy between tbeih, as well protected as colild be from the rain. 

11 1 ascei tamed front one of the Women-serVStnts, who kad taken the 
young lady Into a bedroom, add had Siipplied heir With such dry things as 
she wanted, that Miss Milroy had been afterwards shown into the di awing - 
Toom, and that Mr. Aimdd&le was there with hfer. *The only way of 
following your instiuctiOnS, And finding out whdt passed between them, 
was to go round the house in the pelting rdln, and get into the conser- 
\dtoiy (which opens into the dr&wing-rooin) by the outer door. I hesi- 
tate at nothing, dear tnddahl, ih your Service ; I Would cheei fully get wet 
eveiy day, to please you. Besides, though t may at first sight be thought* 
rather an elderly man, U Wettittg i£ oSf ho very Serious Consequence to me. 
I assure you I am not so old ad I look, and I ain of a stronger Constitution 
than appears. 

“ It wad impbsdible for me to get near ehoUgh in the conservatoiy to 
see what Went oh in the dtiwing-roofai, Without the risk of being dis- 
covered. Bhl Most Cf the conversation reached me, except when they 
dropped theiT Vhicefc. This is the BUbfitance of what I heard: — 

“ I gathered that Miss Milroy had been prevailed on, against her will, 
to take refiige {Tom the thunderstorm jh Mr. Armadale's house. She 
said So at least, and she gave two reasons. Hie firfct was, that her father 
had forbidden all intercourse between the Cottage and the great house. 
Mr. Anfiaddlb met this objection by declaTihg that her lather had issued 
his orders Under a total misconception of the truth, and by entreating 
her nt>k to treat him as cruelly &s the Major had treated him. He entered, 
I sUspect, into some explanations at this point, but as he diopped his 
voice, I am unable to say what they were. His language, when I did 
hear it, was confilsed and hhgrahiihatlcal. It seemed, however, to be 
quite intelligible chough to fcer&nade Mbs Milroy that her father had been 
acting undfer a mistaken Impression of the circumstances. At least, I 
infer %hi£t for, when I next heakd the conversation, the young lady was 
dilveh back to het Second objetetidh to being ih the hotise — which was, 
that Mr. Arhikdale had behaved Vefy badly to hfer, anti that he tidily 
deserved that she should never speak to him again. 

« ih this latter case, Mr. Armadale attempted hb defend dr any kind. 
Hh agreed with her that he had beh&Ved b&dly; he agreed With herrbat 
he richly deserved fchfe Should never speak to hike again. At the lame 
time he implored her to remember that he had Suffered his punishment 
already. He Wal disgraced ih the neighbourhood j Shd ids dearest friend, 
his Ohe intimate friend ih the World, UA that Vetjr morning thhttd against 
him like the rdtfc, FaT or hear! thSTe Was not a fiVing cft&ttuW Whoih 
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lie was fond of, to* comfort him, or to say a friendly woid to him. lie 
was lonely and miserable, and bis heart ached for a little kindness — and 
that was bis only excuse for asking Miss Milroy to forget and forgive 
the past. 

“ I must leave you, I fear, to judge for yourself of the effect of this on 
the young lady ; for though 1 tried hard, J failed to catch what she said. 
1 am almost certain I heard her crying, and Mr. Armadale entreating her 
not to break his heart. They whispered a great deal, which aggravated 
me. I was afterwards alarmed by Mr. Ahnadale coming out into the 
conservatory to pick some flowers. lie did hot come as far, fortunately, 
as the place where I was hidden ; Ahd he Went in agoih into the drawing- 
room, land theie was more talking (I sufepect at close quarters), which to 
ihy great regret I again failed to catch. Pray forgive me for having so 
little to tell you. I can only add, that when the storm cleared off, Miss 
Milroy went away with the flowers in her hand, and with Mr. Armadale 
escorting her from the house. My own humble opinion is that he had a 
powerful friend St court, all through the interview, in the yoUhg lady's 
own liking for him. 

“ This is all I cah say at pie&cnt, With the exception of one other thing 
1 heard, which I blush to mention. But your word is law, and you 
have ordered me to have no concealments from you. 

* 1 Their talk turned once, dear madam, on yourself. I think I heard 
the word * Creature 1 from Miss Milroy ; and I am certain that Mr. Arma- 
dale, while Acknowledging that he had once admired you, added that 
circuihstAnceB had Since satisfied him of 1 his folly.* I quote his own 
expression — it made me quite tremble with indignation. If I mAy be 
permitted to say so, the man who admires Miss Gwilfc lives in paradise. 
Respect, if nothing else, ought to have closed Mr. Armadale’s lips, lie is 
my employer, I know — but, alter his calling it an ad of folly to Admire 
you (though I dm his dteputy steward), I Utterly despise him. 

41 Thlsting that I miay have been so happy as to give you satisfaction 
thus fa*, and earnestly desirous to deserve the honour of your continued 
confidence in me, I remain, dear madam, 

41 Your grateful ahd devoted servant, 

44 Felix Bash wood.” 


2 . — From Mrs. Oldershaw to 2 Ii$$ Gtrilt. 

* Diana Bttoet, Monday, July list 

41 Mr fill fe* Ltnii, — I trbuble jrbu With a feW lines. They axe Written 
under I sefltie of the duty which I owe tb myself, in on* present position 
towards each other. 

44 1 am not at all satisfied with the tone of ytoUr two last letters J And 
I am still less plfeUSed At you* leaving hie this induing Without afiy letter 
at all — And this whfen we had Arranged, in the doubtfhl state of out 
pVofcpectej that I Was to hear Arum you evtety day. I c&h only iktfcrpket 
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your conduct in one way. I can only infer that matters at Thorpe- 
Ambrose, having been all mismanaged, aro all going wrong. 

* It is not my present object to reproach you, for why should I waste 
time, language, and paper ? I merely wish to recall to your memory 
certain considerations which you appear to be disposed to overlook. Shall 
I put them in the plainest English ? Yes — for with all my faults, I am 
frankness personified. 

“ In the first place, then, I have an interest in your becoming Mrs. 
Armadale of Thorpe- Ambrose as well as you. Secondly, I have provided 
you (to say nothing of good advice) with all the money needed to accom- 
plish our object. Thirdly, I hold your notes-of-lmnd, at short dateB, for 
every farthing so advanced. Fourthly and lastly, though I am indulgent 
to a fault in the capacity of a friend — in the capacity of a woman of 
business, my dear, I am not to be trifled with. That is all, Lydia, at least 
for the present. 

“ Pray don’t suppose I write in anger ; I am only sorry and dirt** 
heartened. My state of mind resembles David’s. If I had the wings of a 
dove, I would flee away and be at rest. 

“ Affectionately yours, 

“Maria Oldershaw.” 


3 . — From Mr. Bashwood to Miss Gwilt. 

u Thorpe- Ambrose, July 21st 

“ Dear Madam, — Y ou will probably receive these lines a few hours after 
my yesterday’s communication reaches you. I posted my first letter last 
night, and I shall poBt this before noon to-day. 

“ My present object in writing is to give you some more news from 
this house. I have the inexpressible happiness of announcing that 
Mr. Armadale’s disgraceful intrusion on your privacy is at an end. The 
watch set on your actions is to be withdrawn this day. I write, dear 
madam, with the tears in my eyes — tears of joy, caused by feelings which I 
ventured to express in my previous letter (see first paragraph towards the 
end). Pardon me this personal reference. I can speak to you (I don’t 
know why) so much more readily with my pen than with my tongue. 

“ Let me txy to compose myself, and proceed with my narrative. 

“I had just arrived at the steward's office this morning, when 
Mr. Pedgift the elder followed me to the great house to see Mr. Armadale 
by special appointment. It is needless to say that I at once suspended 
any little business there was to do, feeling that your interests might 
possibly be concerned. It is also most gratifying to add that this wme 
circumstances favoured me. I was able to stand under the open window, 
and to hear the whole interview. 

“ Mr. Armadale explained himself at once in the plainest terms. lie 
gave orders that the person who had been hired to watch yon should be 
instantly dismissed. On being asked to explain this sudden change o! 
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purpose, he did not conceal that it was owing to the effect produced on 
his mind by what had passed between Mr. Midwinter and himself on the 
previous day. Mr. Midwinter's language, cruelly unjust as it was, had 
nevertheless convinced him that no necessity whatever could excuse any 
proceeding so essentially base in itself as the employment of a spy, and on 
that conviction lie was now determined to act. 

“ But for your own positive direc^on’d to me to conceal nothing that 
passes here in which your name is concerned, I should really be ashamed 
to report what Mr. Pedgifl said on his side. He has behaved kindty to 
me, I know. But if he was my own brother, I could never forgive him 
the tone in which he spoke of you, and the obstinacy with which ho tried 
to make Mr. Armadale change his mind. 

“ He began by attacking Mr. Midwinter. He declared that Mr. Mid* 
winter's opinion was the very worst opinion that could be taken ; for it 
was quite plain that you, dear madam, had twisted him round your finger. 
Producing no effect by this coarse suggestion (which nobody who knows 
you could for a moment believe'), Mr. Pedgifl next referred to Miss 
Milroy, and asked Mr. Armadale if he had given up all idea of protecting 
her. What this meant I cannot imagine. I can only report it for your 
private consideration. Dir. Armadale briefly answered that he had his 
own plan for protecting Miss Milroy, and that the circumstances were 
altered in that quarter, or words to a similar efTect. Still Mr. Pedgifl 
persisted. He went on (I blush to mention) from bad to worse. lie 
tried to persuade Mr. Armadale next to bring an action at law against 
one or other of the peisons who lmd been most strongly condemning his 
conduct in- the neighbourhood, for the purpose — I really hardly know 
how to write it — of getting you into the witness-box. And worse yet : 
when Mr. Armadale still said No, Mr. Pedgifl, afler having, as I suspected 
by the sound of his voice, been on the point of leaving the room, artfully 
came back, and proposed sending for a detective officer from London, 
simply to look at you. * The whole of this mystery about Miss Gwilt's 
true character,' he said, 1 may turn on a question of identity. It won't cost 
much to have a man down from London ; and it's worth trying whether 
her face is or is not known at head-quarters to the police.' I again and 
again assure you, dearest lady, that I only repeat those abominable words 
from a sense of duty towards yourself. I shook — I declare 1 shook from 
head to foot when I heard them. 

“ To resume, for there is more to tell you. 

“ Mr. Armadale (to his credit — I don't deny it, though I don't like 
him) still said No. He appeared to be getting irritated under Mr. Ped- 
gifl's persistence, and he spoke in a somewhat hasty way. * You per- 
suaded me on the last occasion when we talked about this,' he said, * to do 
something that I have been since heartily ashamed of. You won't succeed 
in persuading me, Mr. Fedgilt, a second time.' Those were his words. Mr. 
Pedgifl took him up short; Mr. Pedgifl seemed to be nettled on his side. 

“ 1 If that is the light in which you see my advice, sir/ he said, * the 
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leas you bare of it for tbe future, the better. Your character and position 
fire publicly involved in this matter between yourself and Miss Gwilt ; 
and you persist, at a most critical moment, in taking a course of your 
own, which I believe will end badly. After what I have already said and 
done in this very serious case, I can’t consent to go on with it with both 
my hands tied ; and I can’t drop it with credit to myself, while I remain 
publicly known as your solicitor. You leave me no alternative, sir, but 
to resign the honour of feting as your legal adviser.' * I am sorry to 
hear it,’ Bays Mr. Armadale, 4 but I have suffered enough already through 
interfering with Miss Gwilt. I can’t and won’t stir any further in the 
matter.’ 1 You may not stir any further in it, sir,’ says Mr. Pcdgift, ( and 
I shall not stir any further in it, for it has ceased to be a question of pro- 
fessional interest to me. But mark my words, Mr. Armadale, you are 
not at the end of this business yet. Some other person’s curiosity may go 
on from the point wheje you (and I) have stopped, and some other pei son’s 
hand may let the broad daylight in yet on Miss Gwilt.’ 

“ I report their language, dear madam, almost word for word, I believe, 
as I heard it. It produced an indescribable impression on me ; it filled me, 
I hprdly know why, with quite a panic of alarm. I don’t at all understand 
it, and I understand still less what happened immediately afterwards. 

“ Mr- Pedgift's voice, v^hen he said those last words, sounded dread- 
fully close to me. He must have been speaking at the open window, and 
lie roust, 1 fear, have seen me qnder it. I had time, before he left the 
house, to get out quietly ftom among the laurels, but not to get back to 
tbe office. Accordingly I walked away along the drive towards the lodge, 
as if I was going on some errand connected with the steward’s business. 

44 Before long, Mr. Pedgif^ overtook me in his gig, and stopped. 4 So 
you feel some curiosity about Miss (*wilf, do you 7 ’ he said. 4 Gratify 
your curiosity by all means — I don’t object to it.’ I felt naturally 
nervous, but I managed to ask him what he m^ant. He didn't answer ; 
he only looked down at me from the gig in a very odd manner, and 
laughed. 4 1 have known stranger things happen even than that!' he said 
to himself suddenly, and drove oft*. 

“ I have ventured to trouble you wit^ this last incident, though it 
may sepm of po importance in your eyes, in the hope that your superior 
ability may be able to explain it. My own poor faculties, X confess, are 
quite unable to penetrate Mr. Pedgift’s meaning. All I know is, that he 
has no right to accuse me of pny such impertinent feeling as curiosity in 
relation to a lady whom ^ ardently esteem and admire. I dare not put 
it in warmer words. 

« I have only to add } jwn ip a po^tjpn to be of continued service 
to you here you wish & Apnftdale h&f just been into the' office, 
and has to^d me briefly {haf, in Mr. Midwinter’s continued absence, I am 
still to act ps steward’s deputy ^ <urthe$ notice. Believe me, dear 
an^iojulj |k 4 ytw», 


“ Pmhwoc®.' 



ARMADALE. 


591 


’ l.-i—From Allan Armadale to the Rev. Decimue Broch . 

" Thorpe- Ambrose, Tuesday. 

“ Mr dear Mr. Brock, — I am in sad trouble. Midwinter has quarrelled 
with me and left me ; and my lawyer has quarrelled with me and left me ; 
and (except dear little Miss Milroy, who haH forgiven me) all the neigh- 
bours have turned their backs on me. Tbn re is a good deal about ( me ' 
in this, but I can’t help it. I am very miserable alone in my own house. 
Do pray come and see me ! You aro the only old friend I have left, and 
1 do long so to tell you about it. N.B. — On my word of honour as a 
gentleman, I am not to blame. Yours affectionately, 

“Allan Armadale.*' 

“ P.8. — T would come to you (for this place is grown quite hateful to 
me), but I havt a reason for not going too far away from Miss Milroy just 
at present.” 


5 . — From Robert Stapleton to Allan Armadale , Esq. 

“ Boscombe Rectory, Thursday Morning. 

“ Respected Sir, — I see a letter in your writing, on the table along with 
the others, which I am sorry to Bay my master is not well enough to open. 
He is down with a sort of low fever. The doctor says it has been brought 
on with worry and anxiety, which master was not strong enough to bear. 
This seems likely; for I was with him when he went to London last 
month, and what with his own business, and the business of looking after 
that person who afterwards gave us the slip, he was worried and anxious 
all the time ; and for the matter of that, so was I. 

“My master was talking of you a day or two since. He seemed 
tmWilling that you should know of his illness, unless he got worse. But 
I think you ought to know of it. At the same time he is not worse — -per- 
haps a trifle better. The doctor says he must be kept very quiet, and not 
agitated on any account. So be pleased to take no notice of this— I mean 
in the way of coming to the rectory. I have the doctor's orders to say it is 
not needful, and it would only upset my master in the state he is in now. 

u I will write again if yon wish it. Please accept of my duty, and 
believe me to remain, sir, your humble servant, 

u Robert Stapleton. 

“ P.S.— The yacht has been rigged and repainted, waiting your orders. 
She looks beautifo].'' 


6 . — from Mrs. Oldershme to Miss OmR. 

* Diana Street, July S4£l 

11 Mbs Gwilt,— T he poet-hour has passed for three mornings following, 
and has brought me no answer to my letter. Are you purposely bent on 
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insulting me ? or have you left Thorpe- Ambrose ? In either case, I won’t 
put up with your conduct any longer. The law shall bring you to book| 
if I can’t. 

44 Your first note-of-hand (for thirty pounds) fulls due on Tuesday 
next, the 29th. If you had behaved with common consideration towards 
me, I would have let you renew it with pleasure. As things are, I shall 
have the note presented ; and, if it is not paid, I shall instruct my man of 
business to take tho usual course. 

44 Yours, 

“ Maria Oldlusiiaw.” 


7 . — From Miss Gwilt to Mrs. Oldershaw. 

u 5, Paradise Place, Thorpe -Ambrose, July 25th. 

11 MuS. Oldersiiaw, — The timo of your man of business being, no doubt, 
of some value, I write a line to assist him when he takes the usual course, 
lie will find me waiting to be arrested in the first-floor apartments, at the 
above address. In my present situation, and with my present thoughts, 
the best service you can possibly render me is to lock me up. 

44 L. G.” 


8 . — From Mrs. Gldcrahaw to Miss Gwilt. 

“ Diana Street, July 26 th. 

44 My darling Lydia, — The longer I live in this wicked world the more 
pluinly I see that women’s own tempers are the worst enemies women 
have to contend with. What a truly regrettable style of correspondence 
we have fallen into ! What a sad want of self-restraint, my dear, on your 
side and on mine ! 

44 Let me, os the oldest in years, be the first to make the needful 
excuses, the first to blush for my own want of self-control. Your cruel 
neglect, Lydia, stung me into writing as 1 did. I am so sensitive to 
iil-»treatment, when it is inflicted on me by a person whom I love and 
§dmire — and, though turned sixty, I am still (unfortunately for myself) 
so young at heart. Accept my apologies for having made use of my pen, 
when I ought to have been content to take refhge in my pocket-handker- 
chief. Forgive your attached Maria for being still young at heart ! 

41 But oh, my dear — though I own I threatened you — how hard of 
you to take me at my word 1 How cruel of you, if your debt had been, 
ten times what it is, to suppose me capable (whatever I might say) of the 
odious inhumanity of arresting my bosom friend 1 Heavens I have I 
deserved to be taken at my word in this unmerciftilly exact way, after 
the years of tender intimacy that have united us ? But I don’t complain ; 
I only mourn over the frailty of our common human nature. Let us expect 
as little of each other as possible, my dear ; we are fwth women, and we 
can’t help it. I declare, when I reflect on the origin of our unfortunate 
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sex — wlicn I remember that we were all originally mode of no better 
material tlian tbe rib of a man (and that rib of so little importance to its 
possessor that he never appears to have missed it afterwards), I am quite 
astonished at our virtues, and not in the least surprised at our faults. 

“ I am wandering a little ; I am losing myself in serious thought, like 
that sweet character in Shakspeare who was 4 fancy free/ One last word, 
dearest, to say that my longing for an answer to this proceeds entii ely 
from my wish to hear from you again in your old friendly tone, and is 
quite unconnected with any curiosity to know what you are doing at 
Thorpe-Ambrose — except such curkmity &b you yourself might approve. 
Need I odd that I beg you as a favour to me, to renew, on the customary 
terms 7 I refer to the little bill due on Tuesday next, and I venture to 
suggest that day six weeks. 

44 Yours, with a truly motherly feeling, 

“Maria Oldersuaw.” 


9 . — From Miss Gwilt to Mrs. Oldcrshaw . 

“ Paradise Place, July 27th. 

“I have just got your last letter. The brazen impudence of it lias 
roused me. I am to be treated like a child, am I 7 — to be threatened 
first, and then, if threatening fails, to be coaxed afterwards 7 You shall 
coax me; you shall know, my motherly friend, the sort of child you have 
to deal with. 

“ I had a reason, Mrs. Oldershaw, for the silence which has so seriously 
offended you. I was afraid — yes, actually afraid — to let you into the 
secret of my thoughts. No such fear troubles me now. My only anxiety 
this morning is to make you my best acknowledgments for the manner 
in which you have written to me. After carefully considering it, I think 
the worst turn I can possibly do you, is to tell you what you are burning 
to know. So here I am at my desk, bent on telling it. You shall hear 
what has happened at Thorpe-Ambrose — you shall see my thoughts as 
plainly as I Bee them myself. If you don’t bitterly repent, when yon 
ore at the end of this letter, not having held to your first resolution, and 
locked me up out of harm’s way while you had the chance, my name Is 
not Lydia Gwilt. 

44 Where did my last letter end 7 I don’t remember, and don’t care* 
Make it out as you can— -I am not going back any further than this day 
week. ,That is to say, Sunday lost. 

** liere was a thunderstorm in the morning. It began to clear off 
towards noon* I didn’t go oat— I waited to see Midwinter or to hear 
from him. (Are you surprised at my not writing 4 Mr/ before his name? 
We have got so familiar, my dear, that 4 Mr/ would be quite out of place.) 
He had left me the evening before, under very interesting circumstances* 
I had told 'him that his friend, Armadale, was persecuting me by means 
vol. xu.— vo. 71. 29. 
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of a hired spy. He had declined to believe it, and had gone straight to 
Thorpe-Axnbrose to clear the thing up* I had let him kiss my haud 
before he went. He had promised to come back the next day (the 
Sunday). I felt I had sccurod my influence over him ; and I believed 
he would keep his word. 

a Well, the thunder passed away as I told you. The weather cleared 
up ; the people walked out in their best clothes ; the dinners came in from 
the baker's; I sat dreaming at my wretched little hired piano, nicely 
dressed and looking my best — and still no Midwinter appeared. It was 
late in the afternoon, and I was beginning to feel offended, when a letter 
was brought to mo. It had been left by a strange messenger who went 
away again immediately. I looked at the letter. Midwinter at last — in 
writing, instead of in person. I began to feel more offended than ever — 
for, as I told you, I thought I had used my influence over him to better 
purpose. 

“ The letter, when I read it, set my mind off in a new direction. It 
surprised, it puzzled, it interested me. I thought, and thought, and 
thought of him, all the rest of the day. 

“ He began by asking my pardon for having doubted what I told him. 
Mr. Armadale's own lips had confirmed me. They had quarrelled (as I 
had anticipated they would) — and he, and the man who had once been 
his deareBt friend on earth, had parted for ever. So far, I was not sur- 
prised. I was amused by his telling me in his extravagant way that ho 
and his friend were parted for ever ; and I rather wondered what he 
would think when I carried out my plan, and found my way into the 
great house on pretence of reconciling them. 

“ But the second part of the letter set me thinking. Here it is, in his 
own words. 

11 * It is only by struggling against myself (and no language can say 
how hard the struggle has been) that I have decided on writing, instead 
of speaking to you. A merciless necessity claims my future life. I must 
leave Thorpe-Ambrose, I must leave England, without hesitating, without 
stopping to look back. There are reasons — terrible reasons, which I 
have madly trifled with— -for my never letting Mr. Armadale set eyes on 
me, or hear of me again, after what has happened between us. I must go, 
never more to live under the same roof, never more to breathe the same 
air with that man. I must hide myself ftfiib him, under an assumed 
name ; I must put the mountains and the seas between us. I have been 
warned as no human creature was ever warned before. I believe — I dare 
not tell you why — I believe that if the fascination you have fifr me draws 
me back to you, fatal consequences will come of it to the man whose life 
has been so strangdy mingled with your life and mine — t& man who was 
once your admirer and mg Mend. And yet, feeling this, seeing it in my 
mind as plainly as I see the sky above my head, in me 

that still shrinks from the one imperative eaerifieJ^HH^^ing yon 
again. I am fighting with it as a man fights witnwPPBKttgth of his 


ARMADAL E. 


595 


despair.- I . have been near enough, not an hour since, to see the house 
where you live, and have forced myself away again out of sight of it. Can 
I force myself away farther still, now that my letter is written — now, when 
the useless confession escapes me, and I own to loving you with the first 
love I have ever known, with the last love I shall ever feel ? Let the 
coming time answer the question ; I dare not write of it or think of 
it more.’ 

“ Those were the lost words. In that strange way the letter ended. 

“ I felt a perfect fever of curiosity to know wliat he meant. His 
loving me, of course, was easy enough to understand. But what did 
he mean by saying he had been warned ? Why was he never to live 
under the samo roof, never to breathe the same air again with young 
Armadale ? What sort of quarrel could it be which obliged one man to 
hide himself from another under an assumed name, and to put the moun- 
tains and the seas between them ? Above all, if he came back, and let 
me fascinate him, why should it be fatal to the hateful lout who possesses 
the noble fortune, and lives in the great house ? 

“ I never longed in my life as I longed to see him again, and put these 
questions to him. I got quite superstitious about it as the day drew on. 
They gave me a sweetbread and a cherry pudding for dinner. I actually 
tried if he would come back by the stones in the plate 1 lie will, he 
won’t, he will, ho won’t — and so on. It ended in 1 he won’t.’ I rang the 
bell, and had the things taken away. I contradicted Destiny quite 
fiercely. I said, * He will I * and I waited at home for him. 

“ You don’t know what a pleasure it is to me to give you all these 
little particulars. Count up — my bosom friend, my second mother — count 
up the money you have advanced on the chance of my becoming 
Mrs. Armadale, and then think of my feeling this brefEthless interest in 
another man. Oh, Mrs. Oldershaw, how intensely I enjoy the luxury of 
irritating you 1 

“ The day got on towards evening. I rang again, and sent down to 
borrow a railway time-table. What trains were there to take him away 
on Sunday? The national respect for the Sabbath stood my friend* 
There was only one train, which had started hours before he wrote to me. 
I went and consulted my glass. It paid me the compliment of contradict- 
ing the divination by cheny -stones. My glass said, ‘Get behind the 
window-curtain ; he won’t pass the long lonely evening without coming 
back again to look at the house.’ I got behind the window-curtain, and 
waited with his letter in my hand. 

“ The dismal Sunday light Jaded, and the dismal Sunday quietness in 
the street grew quieter stil^, The dusk came, and I heard a atop coming 
with it in the silence. My heart gave a little jump— only think of my 
having any heart left I I said to myself, * Midwinter ! ’ And Midwinter 
it was. 

“ When he came in sight he was walking slowly, stopping and hesi- 
tating at every two or three steps. My ugly little drawing-room window 

* 9—2 
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seemed to be beckoning him on in spite of bimself. After waiting till I 
saw him come to a standstill, a little aside from the house, but still within 
view of my irresistible window, I put on my things and slipped out by the 
back way into the garden. The landlord and his family were at supper, 
and nobody saw me. I opened the door in the wall, and got round by 
the lane into the street. At that awkward moment I suddenly remem- 
bered, what I had forgotten before, the spy Bet to watch me, who was, no 
doubt, waiting somewhere in sight of the house. 

“ It was necessary to get time to think, and it was (in my state of 
mind) impossible to let Midwinter go without speaking to him. In great 
difficulties you generally decide at once, if you decide at all. I decided to 
make an appointment with him for the next evening, and to consider in 
the interval how to manage the interview so that it might escape observa- 
tion. This, as I felt at the time, was leaving my own curiosity free to 
torment me for four-and-twenty mortal hours — but what other choice had 
I ? It was as good as giving up being mistress of Thorpe-Ambrose alto- 
gether, to come to a private understanding with Midwinter in the sight and 
possibly in the hearing of Armadale’s spy. 

“ Finding an old letter of yours in my pocket, I drew back into the lane, 
and wrote on the blank leaf, with the little pencil that hangs at my watcli- 
chain: — ■* I must and will speak to you. It is impossible to-night, but be 
in the street to-morrow at this time, and leave me afterwards for ever, if 
you like. When you have read this, overtake me, and say as you pass, 
without stopping or looking round, 1 Yes, I promise/ 

“ I folded up the paper, and came on him suddenly from behind. As 
he started and turned round, I put the note into his hand, pressed his 
hand, and passed^ on. Before I had taken ten steps 1 heard him behind 
me. I can’t say he didn’t look round — I saw his big black eyes, bright 
and glittering in the dusk, devour me from head to foot in a moment ; 
but otherwise he did what I told him. i I can deny you nothing,’ he 
whispered ; * I promise.’ He went on and left me. I couldn’t help think- 
ing at the time how that brute and booby Armadale would have spoilt 
everything in the same situation. 

“I tried hard all night to think of a way of mak ing our interview of 
the next evening safe from discovery, and tried in vain. Even as early 
as this, I began to feel as if Midwinter’s letter had, in some unaccountable 
manner, stupefied me. 

“ Monday morning made matters worse. News came from my faithful 
ally, Mr. Bashwood, that Miss Milroy and Armadale had met and become 
friends again. You may faney the state I was in ! An hoifr or two later 
there came more news from Mr. Bashwood— good news this time. The 
mischievous idiot at Thorpe-Ambrose had shown sense enough at last to 
be ashamed of himself. He had decided on withdrawing, the spy that very 
day, and he and his lawyer had quarrelled in conseJtejto^ 

“So here was the obstacle which I was too gggfd to remove for 
myaelf, obligingly removed fbr me! No more need to fret about the 
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coming* interview with Midwinter — and plenty of time to consider my 
next proceedings, now that Misa Milroy and her precious swain had come 
together again. Would you believe it, the letter, or the man himself 
(I don’t know which), had taken such a hold on me that, though I 
tiied and tried, I could think of nothing else — and this, when I had 
every reason to fear that Miss Milroy was in a fair way of changing her 
name to Armadale, and when I knew that my heavy debt of obligation to 
her was not paid yet ? Was there ever such perversity ? I can’t account 
for it — can you ? 

44 The dusk of the evening came at last. I looked out of the window 
—and there he was ! 

11 I joined him at once ; the people of tl*e house, as before, being too 
much absorbed in their eating and di inking to notice anything elso. 
4 We mustn’t be seen together here,* I whispered. 4 I must go on first, 
and you must follow me.’ 

44 He said nothing in the way of reply. What was going on in his 
mind I can’t pretend to guess — but, after coming to his appointment, he 
actually hung back as if he wab half inclined to go away again. 

44 4 You look as if you were afraid of me,’ I Baid. 

44 4 1 am afiaid of you,’ he answered — 4 of you, and of myself.* 

14 It vas not encouiaging ; it was not complimentary. But I was iu 
such a frenzy of curiosity by this time, that if he had been ruder still, I 
should have taken no notice of it. I led the way a few steps towards the 
new buildings, and stopped and looked round after him. 

44 1 Must I ask it of you as a favour,' I said, 4 after your giving me 
your promise, and after such a letter as you have written to me ? ' 

44 Something suddenly changed him ; lie was at my side in an instant. 
4 1 beg your pardon, Miss Gwilt ; lead the way where you please.' Ho 
dropped back a little after that answer, and I heard him say to him- 
self, 4 What is to be, will be. What have I to do with it, and what 
has she ? ’ 

44 It could hardly have been the words, for I didn’t understand them— 
it must have been the tone he spoke in, I suppose, that made me feel a 
momentary tremor. I was half inclined, without the ghost of a reason 
for it, to wish him good-night, and go in again. Not much like you 
will say. Not much, indeed ! It didn’t last a moment. Your d ar lin g 
Lydia soon came to her senses again. 

44 1 led the way towards the unfinished cottages, and the country 
beyond. It would have been much more to my taste to have had hi»i) 
into the house, and have talked to him in the light of the candles. But 
I had risked it once already ; and in this scandal-mongering place, and 
in my critical position, I was afraid to risk it again. The garden was 
not to be thought of either — for the landlord smokes his pipe there 
after his upper. There was no alternative but to take him away from 
the town. 

44 From time to time, I looked back as I went on. There he was, 
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always at the same distance, dim and ghostlike in the dusk, silently 
following me. 

44 I must leave off for a little while. The church bells have broken 
out, and the jangling of them drives me mad. In these days, when we 
have all got watches or clocks, why are bells wanted to remind us when 
the service begins? We don’t require to be rung into the theatre. How 
excessively discreditable to the clergy to be obliged to ring us into 
the church ! 


44 They have rung the congregation in at lost — and I can take up my 
pen, and go on again. 

44 I was a little in doubt where to lead him to. The high-road was 
on one side of me — but, empty as it looked, somebody might be passing 
when we least expected it. The other way was through the coppice. I 
led him through the coppice. 

44 At the outskirts of the trees, on the other side, there was a dip in 
the ground, with some felled timber lying in it, and a little pool beyond, 
still and white and shining in the twilight. The long grazing-grounds 
rose over its farther shore, with the mist thickening on them, and a diin 
black line far away of cattle in slow procession going home. There 
wasn't a living creature near ; there wasn’t a sound to be heard. I sat 
down on one of the felled trees, and looked back for him. 4 Come,’ I 
said softly, 1 come and sit by me here.’ 

“Why am I so particular about all this? I hardly know. The 
place made an unaccountably vivid impression on me, and I can’t help 
writing about it. If I end badly — suppose we say on the scaffold 7 — I 
believe the last thing I shall see, before the hangman pulls the drop, will 
be the little shining pool, and the long misty grazing-grounds, and the 
cattle winding dimly home in the thickening night. Don’t be alarmed, 
you worthy creature l My fancy plays me strange tricks sometimes — 
and there is a little of last night’s laudanum, I dare say, in this part of 
my letter. 

44 He came — in the strangest silent way, like a man walking in his 
sleep — he came and sat down by me. Either the night was very close, 
or I was by this time literally in a fever — I couldn't bear my bonnet on ; 
I couldn’t bear my gloves. The want to look at him, and see what his 
singular silence meant, and the impossibility of doing it in the darkening 
light, irritated my nerves till I thought I should have screamed. I took 
his hand, to try if that wohld help me. It was burning hot ; afcd it closed 
instantly on mine — you know how. Silence, after that, was not to be 
thought of. The one safe way was to begin talking to him at onoe. 

14 4 Don’t despise me,’ I said. 4 1 am obliged to bring you to this lonely 
place ; I should lose my character if we were seen tog«ar$ 

44 1 waited a little. His hand warned me once more not to let the 
alienee continue. I determined to make him speak to me this time. 
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44 1 You have interested me, and frightened me,’ I went on. 4 You 
have written me a very strange letter. I must know what it means.’ 

44 4 It is too late to ask. You have taken the way, and I have taken 
the way, from which there is no turning back.* He made that strange 
answer in a tone that was quite new to me— a tone that made me 
even more uneasy than his silence had made me the moment before. 

4 Too late,’ he repeated, 4 too late ! There is only one question to ask 
me now.’ 

44 4 What is it?’ 

44 As I said the words, a sudden trembling passed from his hand to 
mine, and told me instantly that I hud better have held my tongue. 
Before I coalrl move, before I could think, he had me in his arms. 4 Ask 
me if I love yon,* lie whispered. At the same moment his head sank on 
my bosom ; and sonic unutterable torture that was in him burst its Way 
out, as it does with vs, in a passion of sobs and tears. 

44 My first impulse was the impulse of a fool. I was on the point of 
making our usual protest and defending myself in onr usual way. Luckily 
or unluckily, I don’t know which, I have lost the fine edge of the sensi- 
tiveness of youth ; and I checked the first movement of my hands, and 
the first word on my lips. Oh, dear, how old I felt, while he was sobbing 
his heart out on my breast ! How I thought of the time when he might 
have possessed himself of my love 1 All he had possessed himself of now 
wftB — my waist. 

44 1 wonder whether I pitied him ? It doesn’t matter if I did. At 
any rate, my hand lifted itself somehow, and my fingers twined themselves 
softly in his hair. Horrible recollections came back to me of other times, 
and made me shudder as I touched him. And yet I did it. What fools 
women are ! 

44 4 1 won’t reproach you,* I said gently; 4 1 won’t say this is a cruel 
advantage to take of me, in snch a position as mine. You are dreadfully 
agitated — I will let you wait a little, and compose younelf.* 

44 Having got as far as that, I stopped to consider how I should put the 
questions to him that I was burning to ask. But I was too confused, 
I suppose, or perhaps too impatient to consider. I let out what was 
uppermost in my mind, in the words that came first. 

44 4 1 don’t believe you love me,’ I said. 4 You write strange things to 
me; you frighten me with mysteries. What did you mean by saying in 
your letter that it would be fetal to Mr. Armadale if you earns book to 
me ? What danger can there be to Mr. Armadale ?* 

44 Before I could finish the question, he suddenly lifted hie heed and 
unclasped his arms. I had apparently touched some painful subject which 
recalled him to himself. Instead of my shrinking from him, H waa he wfeo 
shrank from me. I felt offended with him; why, I don’t know — bat 
offended I was ; and I thanked him with my bitterest empha aia, Jbt re- 
membering what waa doe to me, at laet / 

44 4 Do you believe in Dreams t* he burst out in Ike meat strangely 



600 


ARMADALE. 


abrupt manner, without taking the slightest notice of what I had said to 
him. 4 Tell me,' he went on, without allowing me time to answer, 1 were 
you, or was any relation of yours, ever connected with Allan Armadale’s 
father or mother ? Were you, or was anybody belonging to you, ever in 
the island of Madeira ? ' 

“ Conceive my astonishment, if you can. I turned cold. In an instant 
I turned cold all over. He was plainly in the secret of what had happened 
when I was in Mrs. Armadale's service in Madeira — in all probability 
before he was born 1 That was startling enough of itself. And he had 
evidently some reason of his own for trying to connect me with those events 
—which was more startling still. 

“ 4 No,' I said, as soon as I could trust myself to speak. ‘ I know 
nothing of his father or mother.' 

44 * And nothing of the island of Madeira ? ' 

“ ‘ Nothing of the island of Madeira.' 

“ He turned his head away ; and began talking to himself. 

“ 1 Strange 1 ' he said. 4 As certainly as I was in the Shadow's place 
at the window, ahe was in the Shadow's place at the pool ! ' 

41 Under other circumstances, his extraordinary behaviour might have 
alarmed me. But after his question about Madeira, there was some 
greater fear in me which kept all common alarm at a distance. I don't 
think I ever determined on anything in my life aB I determined on finding 
out how he had got his information, and who he really was. It was quite 
plain to me that I had roused some hidden feeling in him by my question 
about Armadale, which was as Btrong in its way as his feeling for me. 
What had become of my influence over him ? 

44 I couldn't imagine what had become of it ; but I could and did set 
to work to make him feel it again. 

44 4 Don't treat me cruelly,” I said ; 44 I didn’t treat you cruelly just now. 
Oh, Mr. Midwinter, it's so lonely, it's so dark — don't frighten me ! ' 

44 4 Frighten you ! ' He was close to me again in a moment. 4 Frighten 
you 1 ' He repeated the word with as much astonishment as if I had 
woke him from a dream, and charged him with something that he had 
said in his sleep. 

44 It was on the tip of my tongue, finding how I had surprised him, to 
take him while he was off his guard, and to ask why my question about 
Armadale had produced such a change in his behaviour to me. But after 
what had happened already, I was afraid to risk returning to the subject 
too soon. Something or other— what they eall an instinct, I daresay — 
warned me to let Armadale alone for the present, and to talk to him first 
about himself. As 1 told you in one of my early letters, I had noticed 
signs and tokens in his manner and appearance which convinced me, 
young as he was, that he had done something or suffered something out 
of the common in his past life. I had asked mysef^more and more 
suspiciously every time I saw him, whether he was what he appeared to 
be j and first and foremost among my other doubts was a doubt whether 
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lie was' passing: among us by his real name. Having secrets to keep about 
my own past life, and having gone myself in other days by more than 
one assumed name, I suppose I am all the readier to suspect other 
people when 1 find something mysterious about them. Any way, having 
the suspicion in my mind, I determined to startle him, as he had startled 
me, by an unexpected question on my side — a question about his name. 

“ While I was thinking, he was thinking — and, os it soon appeared, 
of what I had just said to him. ‘ l am so grieved to have frightened you,' 
he whispered, with that gentleness and humility which we all so heartily 
despise in a man when he speaks to other women, and which we all so 
dcaily like when he speaks to ourselves. ‘I hardly know what I have 
been saying, 1 he went on; ‘ my mind is miserably disturbed. Pray forgive 
me, if you can — I am not myself to-night. 1 

“‘Iam not angry, 1 1 said ; ‘ I have nothing to forgive. We are both 
imprudent — we are both unhappy. 1 I laid my head on his shoulder. 
‘ Do you really love me ? 1 I asked him softly, iu a whisper. 

“ His arm stole round me again ; and I felt the quick beat of his heart 
get quicker and quicker. ‘ If you only knew ! 1 he whispered back ; 1 if 

you only knew * lie could say no more. I felt his face bending 

towards mine, and dropped my head lower, and stopped him in the very 
act of kissing me. * No, 1 I said ; ‘ I am only a woman who has taken 
your fancy. You arc treating me os if I was your promised wife.* 

“ 1 Be my promised wife 1 1 he whispered eagerly, and tried to raise my 
head. I kept it down. The horror of those old remembrances that you 
know of, came back, and made me tremble a little when he asked me to 
be bis wife. I don't think I was actually faint ; but something like 
faintness made me close my eyes. The moment I shut them, the darkness 
seemed to open as if lightning had split it : and the ghosts of those other 
men rose in the horrid gap, and looked at me. 

11 ‘Speak to mel 1 he whispered, tenderly. ‘My darling, my angel, 
speak to me 1 ' 

“ His .voico helped me to recover myself. I had just sense enough 
left to remember that the time was passing, and that I had not put my 
question to him yet about his name. 

“‘Suppose I felt for you as you feel for me? 1 I said. ‘Suppose I 
loved you dearly enough to trust you with the happiness of all my life 
to come ? * 

“ I paused a moment to get my breath. It was unbearably still and 
dose— the air seemed to have died when the night came. 

“ ‘ Would you be marrying me honourably, 1 1 went on, ‘ if you married 
me in your present name ? 1 

“ His arm dropped from my waist, and I felt him give one groat start 
After that he sat by me, still, and cold, and silent, as if my question bad 
struck him dumb. 1 put my aim round his neck, and lifted my 
again on his shoulder. Whatever the spell was I had laid on him, my 
coming closer in that way seemed to break it 
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44 4 Who told you ? 1 — he stopped. 4 No,* he went on, 4 nobody can 
hare told you. What made you suspect - - - ? * He stopped again. 

44 4 Nobody told me/ I said ; 4 and I don’t know what made me sus- 
pect. Women have strange fancies sometimes. Is Midwinter really 
your name ? 1 

44 4 1 can’t deceive you,* he answered, after another interval of silence, 
4 Midwinter is not really my name.’ 

44 1 nestled a little closer to him. 

44 4 What is your name ? ’ I asked. 

44 He hesitated. 

44 1 lifted my face till my cheek just touched his. I persisted, with my 
lips close at his ear, — 

44 4 What, no confidence in me even yet l No confidence in the woman 
who has almost confessed she loves you — who has almost consented to be 
your wife I * 

44 He turned his face to mine. For the second time he tried to kiss 
me, and for the second time I stopped him. 

44 4 If I tell you my name,’ he said, 4 1 must tell you more.* 

44 1 let my cheek toucli his cheek again. 

44 4 Why not ? * I said. 1 How can I love a man — much less marry him 
— if he keeps himself a stranger to me ? * 

44 There was no answering that, as I thought. But he did answer it. 

44 4 It is a dreadful Btory,* he said. 4 It may darken all your life, if 
you know it, as it has darkened mine.’ 

44 1 put my other arm round him, and persisted. 4 Tell it me ; I’m 
not afraid ; tell it me.' 

44 He began to yield to my other arm. 

44 4 Will you keep it a sacred secret ? ’ he said. 4 Never to bo 
breathed — never to be known but to you and me?” 

44 1 promised him it should be a Becret. I waited in a perfect frenzy 
of expectation. Twice he tried to begin, and twice his courage failed 
him. 

44 • I can’t ! ' he broke out in a wild helpless way. 1 1 can’t tell it ! ' 

44 My curiosity, or more likely my temper, got beyond all control. 
He had irritated me till I was reckless what I said or what T did. I 
suddenly clasped him close, and pressed my lips to his. 4 1 love you 1 ' 
I whispered in a kiss. 4 Now will you tell me ? ’ 

44 For the moment he was speechless. I don’t know whether I did 
it purposely to drive him wild. I don’t know whether I did it involun- 
tarily in a burst of rage. Nothing is certain but that I interpreted his 
silence the wrong way. I pushed him back from me in a fury the instant 
after I had kissed him. 4 1 hate you t ’ I said. 4 Tou have maddened 
me into forgetting myself. Leave me ! I don't cagjg fqr the darkness. 
Xeave me instantly, and never see me again 1 * 

41 He caught me by the hand and stopped me. He spoke in a new 
voice— he suddenly command^ as only men Can. 
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44 4 Sit down, 1 lie said. * You have given me back my courage — you 
shall know who I am. 1 

44 In the silence and the darkness all round us, I obeyed him, and 
sat clown. 

44 In the bilence and the darkness all round us, he took me in his arms 
acrain, and told me who he was. 


44 Shall I trust you with his story ? Shall I tell you his real name ? 
Shall I show you, as I threatened, the thoughts that have grown out of 
my interview with him, and out of all that lias happened to mo since 
that time ? 

44 Or shall I keep his secret as I promised ? and keep my own secret 
too, 1>y bringing this weary long letter to an end at the very moment 
when you are burning to hear more 1 1 

44 Those are serious questions, Mrs. Oldershaw — more serious than 
you suppose. I have had time to calm down, and I begin to see 
what I failed to see when I first took up my pen to write to you — the 
wisdom of looking at consequences. Have I frightened myself in tiying 
to frighten you? It is possible — strange as it may seem, it is really 
possible. 

“ I have been at the window for the last minute or two, thinking. 
There is plenty of time for thinking before the post leaves. The people 
are only now coming out of church. 

“ I have settled to put my letter on one side, and to take a look at 
my diary. In plainer words I must see what I risk if I decide on trusting 
you ; and my diaiy will Bhow me what my head is too weary to calculate 
without help. I have written the story of my days (and sometimes the 
story of my nights) much more regularly than usual for the last week, 
having reasons of my own for being particularly careful in this respect 
under present circumstances. If I end in doing what it is now in my 
mind to do, it would be madness to trust to my memory. The smallest 
forgetfulness of the slightest event that has happened from the night of my 
interview with Midwinter to the present time, might be utter ruin to me. 

44 ‘Utter ruin to her ! 1 you will say. 4 What kind of ruin does she 
mean? 1 ” 

44 Wait a little, till I have asked my diaiy whether I con safely tell 

you? 11 
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The departure from Paris of La Chaine — the felons condemned to the 
Bagnes — is a sight of all sights the most melancholy and miserable. 
Crime, hardened to the intensity of steel — woe, in the agony of its 
wretchedness — melancholy, in its deepest depths — hypocrisy, for guilty 
penitence — desperation, with its loudest cursings — defiance shrieking out 
vengeance — supplication on its knees : the loud laugh — -mockery — 
menaces ! Society has done its worst. The law has exhausted its inflic- 
tions, and now the pent-up passions may burst in horrible outbreak. 
Only a few more moments of freedom — of such freedom — and the heavy 
chain will be riveted on these wretches, on many for ever. I am 
describing scenes I witnessed thirty years ago. 

We are in the prison-yard — the cells have emptied out their forcats , 
young and old. Some weep and are silent, some shout fierce imprecations, 
others sing indecent songs. One man has his arms folded, and walks 
erect with steady measured steps, as if he were — what he is not — a con- 
queror ; another hangs his head and skulks shufflingly along as if he were 
— what he is — a felon and a slave. There is a man who has ornamented 
himself with feathers, and flowers, and rags, who is ‘dancing like a maniac 
or a mountebank. There is another who, before the iron collar is fastened 
round his neck, is describing by his gestures the whole of the horrid 
process, screaming with affected laughter, and seeking for some responses 
to his own hypocrisy. There is a hero who, having been a thief among 
nobles, is now well satisfied to be a noble among thieves ; he has never read 
Milton, but he exemplifies the Satanic theory, “ better to reign in hell 
than serve in heaven. 11 Here is an enemy of the world who owns in con- 
fession to his non-absolving self that the world has been stronger than he. 
There is another who but an hour ago, still believing in a lucky star, had 
some hope of redemption ; but now, all is more than midnight^ starless 
darkness. 

As a preparation for their dreadful journey, in those days to be made 
on foot, some had collected the offerings of their friends — but many of 
them had no friends — in bundles, with such food and garments as the in- 
spectors allowed them to reoeive. I believe the partings bod taken place 
in their cells, before they were ordered into the yard to be grouped and 
fettered together. The smiths entered with heavy hammers and anvils 
high enough to enable them to rivet the iron circle 1 which was placed 
round the neck of the convict, and which he busied himself in adjusting 
while the bolt was inserted behind, and riveted by a succession of Mows, 
the misdirection of any one of which must have terminated the eadstenoe 
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of the victim. They were chained in pail's, the chains passing up and 
down a bar to which a certain number of the convicts were attached ; aud 
thus fettered, they were to walk some hundreds of miles, many of them 
barefooted, to the stations for which they were destined. A generation 
has passed since I witnessed what I have described. I believe the forqata 
arc now conveyed in carriages to the bagnea» But it might be said 
England in those days was not much behind France in the public ex- 
hibitions even. of unjudged prisoners. I remember to have seen long 
processions of accused prisoners, scarcoly able to walk from the burden of 
the enormous gyves which were riveted around their legs, and which 
they held up by straps, while they were marched from the jails to the 
places where they were to be tried. The use of fetters was universal in 
our prisons. Mementos of these ancient usages may be still seen at the 
portals of man} places of confinement. 

1 have not mentioned the soldiery. They form a part of every 
Parisian spectacle. With fixed bayonets, their great-coats strapped above 
their knapsacks, they are ready to march — the escort of the misJrablea on 
their weary travel. The sharp rattle of the drum announces that all is 
ready for departure, the iron gates are Rung open, soldiers and felons 
enter upon their melancholy inarch. 

Some of the grotesque ornaments with which the felons have decorated 
themselves, in evidence of their indifference to their fate, and of the 
courage with which they have determined to meet its hard requirements, 
are now flung aside. Matters are too serious for further jesting. The 
bitterness of the cup is tasted, and cannot be got rid of by a grimace. 

It would be a dolorous story to narrate the events which occur in the 
wretched transit of the rhaine to its appointed goal. Wherever they pass 
the curious eyes and pitying words, mingled with severer judgments on 
their sufferings, are directed towards the group, who respond with ex- 
pressions of suffering, weariness, or indifference to the remarks of the 
lookers-on. They reach a village — the chaine is stopped — the soldiers 
are tired. Some have seated themselves on the steps of the auberge; 
many of the formats throw themselves down on the ground, falling 
asleep in utter exhaustion ; the villagers crowd around and offer drink 
and food to those criminals who appear most interesting or most dis- 
tressed. Women and children are the busiest in the exercise of bene- 
volence. The men keep apart, discussing the looks, the drem, the 
supposed offences of the various prisoners. The extremely miserable 
and the better-clad excite the greatest amount of compassion. Day by 
day the appearance of 'the gang becomes more deplorable. The assumed 
levity has broken down under the intolerable burden of the chain; 
effrontery baa now no aliment for its support ; defiance finds no auditoiy 
willing to listen to its fierce words ; silent, or sighing and groaning, 
the subdued malefactors go on. At every stage the fatigue becomes 
more oppressive. The furrows in the brow are deeper— the lips are 
co m p re ssed, and the eyes frequently are closed. These is no pleasure, 
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'whatever there may be of instruction in accompanying these galley-slaves 
step by step to their place of doom. It would be merely discovering in 
what seemed the lowest deep of misery a still lower deep, to find that, 
when the powers of endurance appeared strained to their utmost, some- 
thing might yet be added ; but they reach the bagne at last* 

We are at Brest. The criminals are chained together in pairs — 
classified according to the character of their crimes, and subjected to work 
more or less laborious. From their fetters they are never freed, neither 
by night nor day. The state of things is thus described by Tocqueville : 
— ■“ There is not a voice in the country which is not clamorous against 
the existence of these bagnes. They inflict a degrading punishment with- 
out imposing terror upon the degraded. They shock every sound notion 
of justice and penalty, and are but the representatives of a barbarism 
wholly inefficient for the prevention of crime.” When he wrote there 
were more than 6,000 galley-slaves in Brest, Rochefort, and Toulon. Th<^ 
system could not have endured so long had it been submitted to the 
tribunal of public opinion. All the inner machinery was a complicated 
despotism, of which the spy system formed an essential part. The 
ingenious ways in which the criminals communicated and co-opcrated with 
one another ; the extraordinary plans of escape (sometimes successful), by 
which the whole of the community were, on a given day, sworn to combine 
for aiding the evasion of one desperate criminal ; the espionnage by which it 
was sought to discover who had been fixed upon and how the flight was to 
be managed ; the dreadful vengeance which was inflicted on any who 
betrayed the secret, were detailed to me by the governor, and but for his 
known veracity would have appeared utterly incredible. 

But it is my purpose now not to describe the Bagne de Brest , to which 
criminals of the deepest dye were sent, as a whole, but to select from its 
inmates a few individuals well known in the history of crime, with whom 
I had the privilege of conversing, and whose narratives were confirmed to 
me by the attendants and by the authorities of the bagne. Each of these 
men was a personage of importance among his fellows, and each exercised 
a silent authority which represented the amount of favourable opinion 
which he enjoyed. I learnt from the governor that his success iu keeping 
anything like order among the criminals depended on his becoming 
acquainted with the amount of good will and of confidence, or the contrary, 
which different men possessed. To find any who would serve his purposes 
without losing their influence with their fellows, or being exposed to 
distrust or vengeance, was the most difficult part of his achmsustration. 

There was a man who was considered the king of highway robbers. I 
do not know whether he had read the story where the prowess of QH 
Bias W8B put to the test when he was left alone to do a daring deed on 
the road, while the bandits looked on from the distance to ascertain the 
amount* of pluck which the neophyte would exhibit, but if sot the 
crowning feat of the hero of the bagne was more remarkable. He deter- 
mined — he alone— to rob a difigenoe, and he succeeded. At nightfall he 
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placed a nuinbef of sticks through the bushes by the way-side, which had 
the appearance of muskets and were intended to represent a number 
of robbers concealed behind. As the diligence approached a voice was 
heard, as if haranguing a body of men. “Ready !— obey orders !— no 
firing if there be no resistance— *no needless bloodshed 1 An armed man 
walked forth from behind the bushes, stood before the horses, cried out, 

« Arrestez-vous conducteur ! down I ventre k terre ! Comrades, attention ! 
eyes on th* alert 1 ” The horses stopped, the postilion and the conductor 
descended ; they lay with their faces in the dirt. The screams of ladies 
were heard from the carriage. “ Ladies, be not afraid, there is no cause 
for alarm. We arc too gallant to do any mischief to the beau aexe. 
Lads, no firing 1 ” The robber opened the door of the interior. Besides 
ladies, there were three military officers, of whom two were colonels, 
among the passengers. 11 One at a time, messieurs,” and as they came 
out, one after another surrendered his belongings. “Ventre k terre” 
was the command given to each. All that they saw in their confusion 
and in the half darkness, was t>»e musketry pointing at the vehicle ; all 
that was heard were the appeals of the women, the cries for mercy, 
u Don’t hurt us, tako all that we have.” Assurances were repeated 
that tlieir lives were safe, the commands were reiterated, “ No firing ! no 
firing ! ” There was not a single passenger who was not lying with hit 
face on the ground when the robber marched away with a gracious 
u Adieu 1 messieurs and mesdames,” apparently to join the rest of the 
band. It was some time before* any one of the prostrate ventured to 
raise his head. The fimt who did so observed the barrels of the muskets 
still directed menacingly towards them and hid his face in silence. As 
all noise had ceased, they took courage, a consultation took place, the 
terrible bushes were approached, the fire-arms were found to be sticks, 
with nobody near them. The robber was afterwards arrested, a large 
portion of the property was traced to him, and it was fbund that he alone 
had fleeced the whole company. It was said that the officers had their 
swords with them, and it may be well supposed that many a joke was 
launched at the spirit they had displayed. No wonder that such a 
performance should be admired in a community of ruffians, and that such 
a performer should he looked upon with respect and admiration. 

There was another felon whose history was yet more remarkable, for 
it was one distinguished by a succession of frauds, carried on in high 
places, and with a success which might have seemed incredible. The man 
had been brought up in a convent, of which, at the time of the French 
Revolution, he had "become the bursar. He disappeared with all the 
money which belonged to the brotherhood, and his steps were never 
traced. Some time afterwards, a penes wearing an episcopal dress, and 
bringing letters of recommendation to tbe high clergy of one of the 

remoter provinces* appeared as tbe Bishop of (I forget the tide) and 

was received with all the attentions due to bis supposed rank. In those 
days travelling was difficult and tardy, and communications between dun 
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tant departments infrequent. His right reverence baptized, married, and 
buried those whose friends were delighted to have the rites performed by 
so elevated a dignitary; the confirmations were numerous, and many 
priests applied to him for ordination, which he graciously conferred. He 
became the distributor of private and public charity, and had p con- 
siderable sum of money in his hands, secured from many sources. One 
fine morning the Bishop was everywhere Bought and nowhere found. 
Inquiries were instituted and the sad discovery was made that the creden- 
tials were forged — that “ the Father in God ” was “ a son of perdition 
that his acts were something worse than invalid ; that the most serious 
consequences to persons and property had resulted from his misdoings, 
and it was long before the law and the lawyers, the church and its instru- 
ments, could repair (and they could only imperfectly repair) the mischief 
he had wrought. All attempts to discover the mischief-maker failed. 
Having gathered in his harvest on the ecclesiastical domain, he naturally 
enough doffed his clerical robes. It was amongst men of business, witft 
letters of introduction and credit — fraudulent, of course — that the adven- 
turer next levied his contributions. There the money-making and the 
money- watching experience of the mercantile body secured them against 
any long continuance of successful roguery, especially on a large scale and 
practised by strangers; so having negotiated bills and obtained money 
for a considerable amount, the “ honourable traveller ” had taken himself 
off before notices of protest had come from the accrediting bankers. 

The last and the boldest enterprise of our adventurer led to his capture 
and to his delivery to the galleys.* It was a daring attempt to defraud 
the military chest of a general of division ; and it was in the uniform of a 
military officer, having all his papers in order, that he presented himself < 
at head-quarters with authority to receive no small sums of money. But 
whatever knowledge a rogue may possess of the financial machinery which 
controls the army expenditure of France, and however dexterous and 
inventive that rogue may be in the concealment of fraud, it is not easy 
for him suddenly to usurp a position which will enable him to accom- 
plish his fraudulent designs. The extraordinary good fortune of our 
friend had blinded him to the difficulties of his enterprise. Dan ton’s 
advice which, even on the field of politics, is not always successful—" De 
l’audace, de l’audace, et toujours de l’audace !” — has been the reef upon 
whioh rascaldom has frequently been wrecked, and there our bishop, 
merchant, and soldier was — wrecked and ruined. 

Of the abb4 — who had employed the confessional for the seduction of 
women, and who had committed many acts of atrdcfou* violence in the 
indulgence of his passions— of a negro who had committed six or seven 
murders, “ aveo des circonstances de cruaut4 ” — of the renowned thief 
who stole the diamonds of Mademoiselle Mars, and of others more or lass 
distinguished in the annals of crime — I shall not now speak* 



Where the sacred Ganges emerges upon the plains of Hindostan, through 
a gorge which divides the Sewalik range of hills from the mountains of 
Kumaon, is situated the town of Hurd war, at an elevation of 1 ,024 feet 
above the sea level, and a distance of 167 miles from the spot where the 
Bhngecrettcc first springs to light from beneath its wall of snow. The 
town is situated on the western bank of the river, which here loses its cha- 
racter of a mountain stream, and spreads out a broad surface as it flows 
southward through the fertile fields and rice plains of Bijnour and Mozuf- 
fernuggur. At this point the stream is peculiarly sacred, for here it enters 
upon the land it is to bless. No longer pursuing its brawling course 
among barren rocks, it excites, in the simple Hindoo mind, admiration and 
gratitude for its beneficence, and fear for its destroying power. Ask 
not wby sentiments so full of the poetry of nature should have lost the 
elasticity natural to them, and hardened to superstition. The fact is 
so. Nuleeni launches her little boat on the river, and the light it carries 
him a greater charm for her than the moonlight sleeping on the waters. 
To die there is happiness, and the lifi^of a father or mother is less sacred 
than the waters of the 11 river-sea.” To die at Hurdwar is greater happi- 
ness still, for here are the “ Hur ki Pyree,” the u sacred stairs of Vishnu,” 
by which the spirit ascends to bliss. To Hurdwar, therefore, come num- 
bers of rich Hindoos to pass the remnant of their days, and hither are 
brought the ashes of the wealthy to be cast on the sacred waters. 

Great is the fame of Hurdwar throughout Hindostan. Rich Hindoos, 
and rajahs who can afford to pay for it, drink no other water but that 
from the sacred “ ghaut.” The idol in every large temple is daily bathed 
in 41 milk from Gunga’s breast,” and for this purpose it must come 
from Hurdwar. To supply these demands, hundreds of pilgrims are 
constantly on the roads leading to the distant shrine, with the wicker- 
work baskets which contain the bottles for the holy water, slung on 
bamboos across their shoulders, and crying out at intervals, “ Bom, bom, 
Mahadeo 1 ” (great, oh, great is Mahadeo), or, more frequently, 44 Gunge 
maee ki jye f ” (victory to mother Ganges), as they pass along. These 
merchant pilgrims, if we may coll them so, are clever fellows, who 
Contrive to a make the best of both worlds,*' by combining a spiritual 
advantage with the temporal one which it is their ffrimary object to 
secure* A daughter has to be married. The father goes to Huidwar, 
and obtains a supply of holy water, which he sells, and thus provides the 
indispensable dowry. The broken speculator, and the mined gambler, 
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find in this pilgrimage a resource which never fails them, and the sacred 
character of the act is not lessened by the motive which prompts to it. 

Besides this constant stream of pilgrims, Hurdwar has its annual 
gathering in the spring, when, for a certain number of days, the pilgrims 
religiously perform their ablutions at the sacred ghaut, or stairs leading 
down to the river. A greater festival, called the “ Coombh-Mela,” is held 
every twelfth year, when Jupiter is in the sign of Aquarius, and the water 
is supposed to be 44 troubled ” by some sacred influence. It is at this 
critical period that the deepest religious feelings of the people are stirred, 
and the pilgrimage in believed to be of the highest efficacy. Every Tillage 
then 6ends forth its little band of devotees, each man with the bamboo, 
on which are slung the water-bottles, across his shoulders, and at his back 
a small wallet. In his left hand are his shoes, and his right is supported 
by a stout staff. Women, too, are of the party, and are similarly equipped. 
When all are thus prepared, lost words are spoken to those left behind, 
and last embraces are exchanged. Then with a shout of “ Gunga mace 
ki jye l ” the little party set forth on their walk of five hundred miles 
or more, distance being as little regarded by the Hindoo pilgrim as by the 
Christian devotee in the middle ages, who toiled footsore to Jerusalem 
from the remotest parts of Europe. Step by step the pilgrims go patiently 
on, as the sun rises 6lowly over their heads. At mid-day his beams are 
too powerful even for those who have lived under them from childhood, 
and they seek the friendly shade of a mango 44 tope,” in the midst of which 
some long-since departed benefactor of his race has sunk a well. A 
draught of fresh water, a little patched rice or gram taken from their 
44 cummerbunds,” make their frugal mid-day meal, after disposing of which 
the wayfarers lie down and sleep. An hour or two has passed, when one 
of them awakens and sees that the shadows of the trees have begun to 
lengthen, while the village at which they purpose to rest for the night is 
still many miles distant. He arouses his companions, and once more they 
gird up their loins and proceed on their way. By-and-by perhaps they 
meet a returning band of pilgrims, with whom they exchange shouts of 
14 Gunga maee ki jye,” and 44 Bom, bom, Mahadeo.” The sun has sunk, 
and the short twilight has faded away ; they have seen the jackal leave his 
lair, and a wolf has crossed their path ere they reach the distant village. 

The humble encampment is again pitched in a grove of mango-trees, or 
under some wide-spreading banian. The pilgrim’s first care is to choose 
a spot of ground on which to prepare the meal of the day. This spot he 
eleans, and then sprinkles with water, both to cool it and purify it. In 
its centre he digs a small hole, on each side of which he places a stone 
or a brick, and thus speedily constructs a primitive fireplace. Most 
likely he has brought some dry flour with him ; but if not he procures 
it from the village, and kneads it into a paste with the addition of a 
little water* He then goes to the well, and performs hie gbiutiona^fbr 
without doing so no orthodox Hindoo can sit down to sat. On his 
return he kindles the fire, which he had previously prepared, and bakno* 
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ing a small iron plate on the bricks, he forms the kneaded flour into cakes, 
and bakes them on it. These, with the addition of a little oil, or rancid 
butter, composo his dinner nine days out of ten. On the tenth he treats 
himself to more sumptuous fare. lie goes to the village, and for half-a- 
dozen cowries * purchases a handful of greens ; a similar sum is laid out 
on an additional quantity of oil or rancid butter ; for a single cowrie he 
gets a chili, and another provides him with salt. With these simple 
materials he cooks himself a curry, which altogether has cost him about a 
penny. The well, affords him his only drink. 

It is night, end the large, bright Indian moon sheds her silvery light 
over the waving corn-fields. The ringing of bells, and the bellowing of the 
sacred conch, is no longer heard from the little temple by the side of the tank. 
All is silent, sav^ when the dismal ciy of the jackal comes wailing across 
the fields. The quilts of the pilgrims are spread on the ground in the 
open air. lt Hookahs’* are lighted, and they lazily watch the Bmoko as 
they sit or recline on their lowly couches. This is to them tho happiest 
of the twenty-four hours. Wear’ed, they are resting ; instead of the 
mid-day heat and the fierce glare of the sun, they are solaced by the 
coolness of night and the soft light of the moon. They have enjoyed 
what is to them the cliiefost of earthly pleasures, and are about to enjoy 
what is second to it alone : they have eaten, and they are about to sleep. 
In tho meanwhile, they beguile the time in a manner peculiar to lands 
where, as Moore tells us, the cypress and myrtle are emblems of tho 
people’s passionate deeds. 

The story-teller has always been a' person of much importance in the 
East. He is always a welcome companion, and seldom need trouble him- 
self to provide tobacco for his hookah. Of course he knows his story by 
heart, and his custom is to make a pause at the close of every sentence, 
when the audienoe is expected to give some audible proof of attention to his 
words. Hear him on the present occasion : — “ And so the king’s daughter, 
the narcissus-eyed Pudmani, tall and stately as the cypress-tree, with 
her lips like the pomegranate-blossom, her fingers like pencils of silver, her 
whole face like the moon — adorned at every point, with silver bells on 
her toes, and a gold teeka on her forehead, went forth all alone into that 
terrible wilderness.” 

“Han bhaee 1 ” (yes, brother!) cries one of his attentive listeners, 
and the hookahs go hubble-bubble, and the story proceeds. 

u And she went on, and on, and on, till she came to a broad roaring 
river” 

“Han bhaee!” 

“ And as she stood by the brink, from the forest behind her came 
forth a terrible voice, which made the earth shake, and all the trees 
tremble with fear.” 

M Han bhaee ! " 


• A cowrie is in value about the hundredth part of a farthing. 
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44 And there came out from the forest the terrible giant Rawun, sixty 
feet in height, his mouth like a cavern, his teeth like the tusks of elephants, 
his eyes like flames of fire, and his hair hanging round his head as if 
serpents covered it.” 

44 Han bhaee ! " 

41 And when Pudmani saw the terrible giant coming towards her, she 
wrung her hands and wept, for there was no boat on the river ; and as 
the giant shrieked and came yet closer and clashed his teeth at her, she 
was about to throw herself into the rapid stream, when lo ! a lotus flower 
with large leaves spreading round it, floated up to her feet and said, 

1 Come/ and she stepped on to it, and was carried safely across." 

At this point of the story a hearty response is given by the listeners, 
who have hung breathlessly on the speaker’s words. They have been 
deeply moved by the situation of the heroine. Their sensations are 
similar to ours, when, reading a novel, we find the noble heroine in a 
critical position. The contrivances by which the Indian story-tellhr 
extricates his heroine, are, however, much more simple than those which 
are allowed to the European novelist. Physical dangers and physical 
contrivances of the simplest kind for their relief, are as yet his chief 
stock-in-trade. 

And so the tale goes on as the moon ascends higher in the heavens, 
and the silence of the night deepens. The responses of the weary pilgrims 
become fainter and fainter at each pause of the stoiy ; at last they ceaso 
altogether, and the story-teller, with one long pull at his hookah, sinks 
back to rest. 

Day after day the pilgrims continue their journey, with little or 
no variation in the incidents, till at last they see from a distance the 
little temple on the top of the hill of Chunda Devi, opposite Hurd- 
war, and a few hours’ more walking brings them into the streets of 
the sacred town. Here they worship in each of the temples in succes- 
sion, and have their heads shaved, and bathe and purify themselves in 
the waters at the sacred ghaut. Their bottles are filled, and the seal of one 
of the guardian priests is affixed in order to prove the genuineness of the 
water. This done, they start on the return journey to their distant home. 

Sometimes' the pilgrimage is undertaken for religious reasons only; 
to wash away the guilt of some sin, or to obtain some particular blessing, 
or in fulfilment of a vow. A peasant has caused the death of a cow, and he 
must go to Hurdwar, however distant his home may be, to remove the fatal 
stain, and avert the wrath to come. Or — deepest of crimes-— he has struck 
a priest, and he has been condemned to measure the distance to Hurdwar 
with his body. He starts on this painful journey by placing his head on 
the threshold of his hut, and his heels in the road ; he then puts his head 
where his heels were, and stretches himself along the road again ; and so 
on to the end, till his feet rest on the atones of the sacred ghaut Or the 
pilgrim ia a rich man, who accompanies his wife to Hurdwar, to see if 
they cannot force from the reluctant Fates the blearing of a son. Or, 
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lie may’ have been sick unto death, and has vowed in the hour of his 
extremity, that should the hand of the grim king be stayed for this time, 
he would prove his gratitude by a pilgrimage to Hurdwar. These, and a 
hundred similar motives, indolence the pilgrims at all times. But it is in the 
twelfth year, at the time of the great fair, that the people crowd to Hurdwar 
by thousands from all parts of India, impelled by a feeling of devotion 
verging on fanaticism, or by the mixed motives of which all partake. 

From Bengal and from Guzerat, from the Punjaub, and from Oudo 
they come to rid themselves of the burden of their sins, or to deliver 
themselves from some bodily ailment ; they come to buy and to sell ; they 
come because it is the one period of excitement in the dull annual round 
of their lives. It is calculated that more than a hundred thousand people 
assemble together at Hurdwar every year, and this number is doubled, or 
even trebled, in the year of the jubilee. 

There is an old English proverb which tells ub, — 

Men speak of the fair, 

As things went with them there, 

and it is thus I mean to speak of the Great Fair of Hurdwar, and the 
pilgrims on the road, from my own experience. The route by which 
myself and friends travelled was thronged with people, and all along it 
was the appearance of a moving fair. We pitched our tents each night 
close by the side of the road. Every morning we were awakened long 
before we thought it right to leave our beds, by the hum of the passing 
multitude. When, some hours afterwards, we seated ourselves in night 
attire at the doors of our tents, in order to enjoy the peculiarly Indian 
meal of the “ ohota huzree,” or small breakfast, in the open air, the wholo 
of the people of India seemed to be passing in procession before us. The 
short, sturdy Jat, the Rajpoot, the wild-looking Marwaree, the full- 
bearded Sikh, and the Guzeratee, in flowing garments, go by, as in a 
ceaseless stream. They pass on their way in every kind of vehicle ; in 
the rattling bhylee ; the stately ruth (a kind of sedan-chair on wheels) ; 
in easy-going palanquins ; or in the humble hackery* They go by on 
horses, on camels, and on elephants. Some merry men are riding on 
bullocks, which also cany all their bed and baggage, that is to say, the 
•ingle quilt on which they sleep, and the brass pot out of which they eat 
Here come a group of Zemindars from Oude, on their prancing mares, 
whose manes are plaited, and their tails tied up in knots, and their legs 
coloured. Following them is a large party of the wild-looking natives of 
Bikaneer, and Jessalmeer, with their long strings of camels, the swift 
ships of their own desert homes. The men generally walk, the children 
and some of the women sit in the small square kujawar (a framework of 
wood, with sides of strong network), which are hung on each side of the 
camels. But most of the women are seated astride on the great slouching 
beasts, and look most picturesque in their peg-top trowsers, with the 
“ chudder,’* or veil, which they wear in common with all native women, 
fellin g gracefully from the top of the long, upright horn into which they 
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twist their hair. In nothing is the suppleness of the Hindostanee more 
strikingly shown than in the small space in which he can sit. Here is 
a bhylee, a rude vehicle without springs, and with a single square seat. 
One Englishman would require all the space it affords for his easy accommo- 
dation, or if two could be crowded on it they must be of slender make. 
Yet as it trundles by, we may be sure there are seven or eight natives 
packed in it. The wheel comes off a covered hackery in the road, just in 
front of our tent. Its inmates are obliged to get out, and therein present 
to us a marvellous spectacle. It is like seeing a juggler take a score of 
small coins, hundreds of buttons, and thousands of yards of tape, all 
from his mouth. First, eight or ten infants are carefully lifted out; 
then ten or eleven little children come tumbling down; seven or eight 
grown-up boys and girls blithely follow; five or six grown-up women 
step forth : and last -of all, two or three very aged women are helped 
out. During the olearing out of the hackery, it is amusing to watch 
the behaviour of the lady inmates when exposed to the gaze of tfte 
bystanders. The middle-aged matrons, as they come out, are very careful 
to draw their veils with practised hands round their faces, so that no 
strange eye shall view their charms. The young maidens come forth 
giggling, and in spite of the care of their mothers, manage somehow to 
give us frequent glimpses of their light brown cheeks and Bloe-black eyes. 
The old women, as they prepare to descend, begin to make much fuss 
about the adjustment of their veils, but are dragged forth unceremoniously 
by their male relatives. We ourselves are objects of great curiosity to 
many of the passers-by, especially to those from the native States, or 
from our own outlying provinces. A party of the unsophisticated sons of 
the desert from Kajpootana leave the road, and march quietly up to our 
party to examine us more closely. “ That is a fine man,” they say, 
pointing to our friend H — — who is large-bearded and has a broad chest. 
They look with much astonishment and amusement at our Highland 

friend McP , whose hair and whiskers are of a fiery hue. 44 Look 1 

look ! ” they say, ( Whis hair is all red 1 " And they laugh loudly, not in 
soom, but from surprise. “ He is a very nice-looking boy,” they say, 
pointing to your humble servant, who has, alas I left the golden days of 
boyhood fer behind him, and has a face smooth as Jacob’s. “ They wear 
puggries, too 1 ” exclaims one, pointing to the rolls of doth wound round 
our hats. We excuse their curiosity when we leam that we are the first 
white-freed men they have ever seen. We think it a distinction to 
have first presented the English free to them, and only hope that our 
countenances have done oredit to our country and rack . ' * 

It is a strange and novel sight, that streaming multitude and, taken in 
this way, there is an element of greatness in it But the details are poor 
and insignificant Men are passing in thousands, but they are mostly 
dirty and half-dad barbarians. We begin to tire of the sight, and to 
reflect that th&aggregate of a barbarian population, however large, is but 
barbarian itilL Sometimes, though but seldom, in the midilofthe nigged 
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and dirty* crowd, a rajah passes with a large following, and makes a show 
which may be called splendid. He is mounted on a large elephant, with 
housings of gold and having a silver howdah on its back ; eight or nine 
other elephants come behind splendidly caparisoned, moving with their 
slow, solemn steps, while tho bells which are hung at their sides clang 
loudly, and peacocks 1 tails ilash in the sun as they are waved over the 
heads of the rajah and his followers. Behind come camels with velvet 
suddh cloths bealing the “ nakara,” or royal drum, and riohly-caparisoned 
led horses. Before the procession run the mace-bearers with maces of 
silver, and before it and behind it and around it are footaoldiers with 
spears and matchlocks, and horsemen with sword and shield and lance. 
All this, with the bright colours of the different dresses and the bright sun 
shining on it, makes up a gallant show. But the spectacle is generally spoiled 
by its accessories. Behind the procession comes a following of the veriest 
“ tag-rag and bob-tail : 11 men, dirty and half-clad, trudging along through 
the dust or mounted on small ragged ponies, or big, half-starved horses. 

At length we reach Ilurdwar and pitch our tents in a grove of trees in 
the valley of the Doon and close by the edge of the river. In the morn- 
ing we go out to see the Fair. Four or five of us climb on to the back of 
the elephant which a paternal government allows me as a part of my 
official retinue. For viewing a fair or getting through a crowd there is 
nothing like an elephant. From the elevation of his back you can sec 
everything demly, and you win your way safely and surely through the 
densest mass of people. As we move along how spirit-stirring is the 
coup d'ccil of the town, the liver, and all the swarming multitude 1 How 
caiefully Behemoth picks his way 1 lie is an object of intense curiosity 
to numbers of the people. Some come up and try to touch him. Others 
bow down and salute him reverentially — Guneish, the god of wisdom, being 
made in the image of the most sagacious of beasts. As we approach the 
sacred town, strange Bounds fill the air, and looking upwards, wc see that 
the whole of the hill-side above us is pierced with temple chambers, hewn 
out of the solid rock, to which the worshippers are climbing by means of 
ladders. In these little temples the sacred drum is being beaten and the 
holy conch-shell blown ; there is also a great ringing of bells and clashing 
of cymbals in addition to the hum of the vast multitude. We make our 
way with difficulty here, for the road is cut out of the bill-side, and is 
thronged with people. Our slow progress is far from agreeable. The air 
fyt full of flies. The backs of some of the men in the crowd below us are 
literally black with the swarms which have settled on them. The sun is 
hot, even at this dttdy hour, and a rank odour rises up from the steaming 
multitude. Hs$g>y in our comparative immunity, we at last win our way 
to the en tiy a of the town, opposite the sacred ghaut This is not the 
time to visitUkhe ghaut, however. The sun is shining full on the sacred 
river, and thlcrowd is dense. So we turn into a by-street to see what 
is passing elsejjhere. 

We pass bw Iona lines of confectioners 1 shops, in which the sweetmeats 
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are piled up in all sorts of fantastic shapes. The appearanoe of these 
delicacies, and the odour from them, however, are anything but inviting. 
The chief articles cooked seem to be small round wheaten cakes, which 
are thrown into huge cauldrons of boiling oil, and then hooked out and 
sold on leaves to the crowding customers. We pass by shops filled with 
articles in brass in every shape and sizo. As tho Hindoos always eat and 
drink from vessels of brass, the braziers* art is a most important one in 
India. We pass by shops filled with Bkull-capB of muslin, lace, and velvet 
of every colour, and highly ornamented with tinsel ; and near them arc 
heaps of scarlet and green shoes, embroidered with tinsel or gold. Here 
we see the money-changer sitting square-legged on his carpet, with his 
heap of rupees, pice, and cowries spread out before him. Here, heaped 
up against a wall, is a great pile of sugar-canes, the proprietor of which 
is chopping them into pieces Bmall enough to put into the mouth, with a 
machine like a chaff-cutter : these succulent morsels seem to be in great 
demand. Here is a lapidary’s shop, in which are heaps of uncut Btones of 
every kind, from garnets to rubies, and marble and soap-stone cut into all 
those beautiful and fantastic shapes, and inlaid with all that wonderful 
delicacy and just assortment of colours, for which the Indian stone-cutter 
is famous. We stop here and purchase a very pretty little marble paper- 
weight, with a wreath of flowers inlaid in coloured stones on it, and a most 
elaborately carved card-tray in soap-stone. Further on we see a silver- 
smith, with his primitive stock-in-trade, consisting of a small portable 
furnace, a blowpipe, a Bmall hammer, and a pair of pincers, busily 
engaged in making earringB and nose-rings on the spot for the female 
customers who surround him. Here is a cook-shop, in which kabobs 
are being roasted on long skewers before bright charcoal fires; we see 
lumps of meat lying about, and we see a cat, and we see flies, and wc do 
not care to look again. Here is a grocer's shop, in which are heaped up 
grain and pulse of every kind, — great lumps of salt, red, white, and black, 
and from which comes forth an overpowering smell of assafestida, a 
favourite condiment with the Hindoos. Here is a shop filled up with 
the bulbous-looking bottles in which the holy water is carried away, and 
with the rings of coloured glass which the native women love to wear on 
their wrists and ankles. Here is a Bhop full of bamboo staves for the 
pilgrims, before which our friend S— - compels us to stop till he has 
chosen a couple of nice, well-balanced, nut-brown shillelahs, he having a 
fancy for such articles. Here is a shop filled with European goods, that 
is to say, with packets of needles, and hooks and eyes, and bundles of 
thread, and penknives, and beads, and boxes of lucifef matches, and such 
like small articles which seem to attract a very large numbed of customers. 
Thus, observing and observed, we thread our way through the crowded 
street, now and then rousing the Bmall pony of some fat gentleman from 
the country, to the extreme discomfort of the rider, who, is ofjtyen startled 
from his seat. As we emerge from the town we cannot help thinking of 
the poverty of the display of merchandise we have left behind us. Nothing 



THE HOLY FAIR OF HURDWAR. 


617 


could more truly express the real poverty of the country 'which writers of 
the olden time have been pleased to extol for its magnificence and wealth. 
All that we have seen in our ramble through Hurdwar is hardly worth 
500?. It iB true, some of the more valuable articles are not exposed for 
Bale : they never are in India, where plate-glass is as yet unknown. If 
you want Delhi jewellery, or precious stones, or Cashmere shawls, you 
must make your way into the enclosed serais, where the jewellers or shawl- 
merchants are putting up, or send for them to your tent. But the value 
of these goods, added to that of the property in the bazaar, would amount 
to no great sum. The wealth of India is not spread abroad among the 
people. It all tends to accumulate in a few great treasuries. 

Hurdwar is renowned as a horse mart, and, during the holy fair, large 
numbers of horses and mares are brought there for sale, but more of the 
latter than the former. Owing to tho want of skill on the part of the 
natives, the horses are generally vicious, while the country-bred mares 
are much valued by Europeans. They are swift, active, and enduring, 
and being fast trotters arc in particular request for driving ; they are also 
excellent fencers. Allowed to run loose when young about the villages 
in which they are bred, they are continually leaping the hedges and 
enclosures, and thus acquire great flexibility of limb. More care also is 
taken of them, owing X o the great demand there is for them to mount the 
Indian irregular cavalry regiments. The annual visits of cavalry officers 
to the Fair of Hurdwar, on “ remount duty, 1 ’ is the cause of large numbers 
of these mares being brought together. 

Proceeding to a plain outBide the town, where all the horses are 
picketed in the open air, we dismount from our elephant, and make our 
way on foot between the lines. There are about two thousand animals 
in the market. In one corner is an Arab merchant* who has brought up 
a string of “ Arabs ” from Bombay, including one or two of very high 
caste. These stalwart beasts to the right have been brought from Cabool 
and the neighbourhood of Peshawur; these to the left are “ Persian 
horses, 1 * delicate and slender-limbed, with silky manes and tails. Runjeet 
Singh, the Lion of Lahore, was very fond of this species of horse, and 
the breed seems to have become indigenous in the Funjaub. Our 
party make various purchases. I buy a mare for 15?., which afterwards 
turned out capable of doing fourteen miles an hour in harness, and did 
excellent work for me fbr many years, never getting “sick or sorry. 1 * 

H buys a pony for 6?., which was never fit for much ordinary work, 

being too vicious, but which afterwards became famous at many a spring 
meeting as ^ Billy the Jumper. 11 

The native gentleman’s idea of a horse is very different from that of 
an Englishman. His chief criterion of merit is the difference between tho 
height of his shoulder from the ground, and of the bottom of the 
belly, also measured from the ground. A Hindoo very seldom gallops a 
horse ; he prefers the amble ; the trot is quite unknown. A rich native 
certainly never lets his horse do anything under him but amble. He 
vol. xu.— xro. 71. 30. 
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keeps tlie animal principally for show, and likes him big and fut. These 
are the chief points he looks to, and there are many horses in the fair 
prepared for this class of customer. The native horse-dealer is quite as 
learned as his English brother in the arts of feeding up a horse and con- 
cealing his age. He knows how to “ cocker him up," and file his teeth, 
for the benefit of his European customers or of other dealers in horseB of 
his own nation ; but for the rich native customer he has resort to other 
devices. So far as the horse is concerned, he has merely to make him as 
gross as a prize ox. But he must also address himself to the vanity and 
childishness of his rich fellow-countryman. He pickets the horse on a 
raised platform, and puts a gorgeous canopy over him. He envelopes him 
in rich clothing, so that only his hoofs and ears are visible. He gives out 
that the horse is not to be sold under 10,000 rupees. He will not exhibit 
him to any one under the degree of a rajah. Passing near one of these 
platforms and its canopy of scarlet cloth, and seeing a crowd gathered 
near, we pause to sec what is going on. A young rajah has come to look 
at the horse. The numerous coverings are removed with ostentatious 
care. There stands revealed a great, big, dun-coldured beast, with pink 
nose and white eyes, and four white feet; the latter regarded by the 
natives as a great mark of beauty. His bead is tied down to his chest by 
a martingale of thick, Btrong cloth ; his mane is plaited, and dyed yellow ; 
his legs are also dyed yellow, and his tail is coloured iu alternate rings of 
yellow and red. The poor animal 1 b dull with over-feeding, and has most 
likely been stuffed with butter and BUgar that very morning, but a sharp 
pull iB given to the cruel bit in hiB mouth, and he begins to prance up and 
down as he stands. Five thousand rupees is his price. He is not worth 
so much as the Arab pony for which you gave 500 rupees. We hear that 
the young rajah has bought him for 2,500 rupees. 

We remount our elephant and pass on by the noble works at the 
head of the great Ganges Canal, to the river side, and then turn again 
towards Hurd war. We are here more fevourably placed for observing the 
humours of the Fair than in the crowded streets of the town. The moving 
mass is gay with the brilliant colours of the “puggries” or turbahs, and 
the “ chudders” or large veils of. the wothen. The brightest greens, 
yellows, blues, and reds flash in the golden sunlight. Magenta and 
solfferino are colours which have long been known in India, and their 
brilliancy is quite remarkable. Look at that turban of the brightest 
crimson, and that other doBe by of the most ethereal blue! Their 
children, too, are dressed out in the gayest colours : a crimson jacket and 
green trowsers, both covered with gold embroideiy, is a common com- 
bination ; and as, at the same time, they have on their heads crimson skull- 
caps, and on their feet bright yellow shoes, both thickly coveted with 
tinsel, the little fellows make a glittering show in the bright sunlight 
Large groups of them are gathered round the merry-go-rounds, which 
are so numerous that the air is filled with their creaking. Men go by 
with dancing beam and pe rf or mi ng goats; yonder fellows, with cobras 
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twined round their necks and hanging from their arms, are snake- 
charmers. Here, too, is a party of nautch-girls performing on a raised 
wooden platform, in the open air. Faquirs in leopard-skins and tiger- 
skins may bo seen everywhere scattered through the crowd : when they 
arc not quite naked, their dress generally consists of half a cocoanut- 
shell, and a piece of string. These fat, lazy, filthy, sensuous beasts 
are the curse of Cndia, ani the Booner the inhabitants of that country do 
away with their M native clergy ” the better it will be for them. Rich 
bankers go by in huge M ruths ” superbly ornamented, hung round with 
bells, and drawn by magnificent bullocks. You would covet the Cashmere 
shawls in which these sumptuous personages are wrapped, my lady 
reader 1 Closely shut in and closely guarded palanquins pass us carrying 
down native ladies of rank to the river side, or to one of the numerous 
templeB we have already noticed. In this cage a tiger is being exhibited ; 
we passed a rhinoceros a short time ago ; and we arc told that Bomewhere 
in the fair a wild ass from Thibet is on show. Hcrp is a group of wild 
Tartars performing a grotesque sort of dance. Round them are their 
pretty white goats on which they have brought down borax from their 
mountain homes, and on which they will tako back their return loads of 
salt. How many different races of men do we sec around us. There is 
the Guzcratce, with long straight nose and fuir handsome face — the great 
bankers of India. Here is the short Jut, the yeoman of Northern India, 
whose hand is equally ready and strong at the plough or the sword. The 
Bengalee, with jet-black face and supple limbs, shown by almost trans- 
parent muslin garments, glides softly by, his panther-like movements 
making a strong contrast with the long firm stride of the tall and stately 
Rajpoot. Here is the Sikh with his flowing beard and martial counte- 
nance, tbe tall and square-shouldered Pathan from Rohilcund, the heavily 
built, coarse-looking Manvaree. Here is the largely-built Afghan with 
hiB Jewish face and shaggy locks, his long coat and baggy trowsers, both 
inexpressibly dirty, and the Tartar with his flat face, large mouth, and 
almond-shaped porcine eyes ; his strange garments made up entirely ot 
pieces of blanket held together by wooden skewers, and on his head a 
curiously- Bhaped cap like that which the Liberator O'Connell adopted for 
his crown. But who is this that comes shouldering his way through the 
crowd, and before whom the people give way with so much deference ? 
His garments are of a yellow earthen colour and exceedingly dirty, and 
on his head iB a structure like Minerva'B helmet out of Bhape, upon which 
seem to have settled a flight of gaudy insects. He belongs to that race 
which now holds the foremoBt place in the world, and a mere handful of 
whom have conquered, and firmly hold under their sway, the vast territory 
which has given birth to these swarming myriads. In short, this is young 
Jones going down to the river to fish. Behind him are carried his rods, 
and the glittering bait of flies has been conveniently fixed in his hat 

The principal street leading to tbe sacred stairs is filled with a dense 
crowd, but our servants make a lane for us, and we presently find our- 

80 —a 
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selves in the balcony of the small temple which flanks the stairs on the 
light, and in which is the shrine of the river goddess herself. This balcony 
partly overhangs both the stairs and the river, so that from it we Lave a 
full view of the whole process of ablution. In the times of the native kings, 
the “ Hur ki Pyree” was so steep, narrow, and tortuouB, that numbers 
of people used to be crushed to death on it during the fair-time every 
year. In 1820, more than four hundred people were smothered or 
trampled to death in this terrible descent, or forced down into the river 
below and drowned. The English Government then took the matter in 
hand. The passage was opened out and widened, and a broad and easy 
flight of 6teps laid down. This was done by a party of sappers and 
miners, under command of Captain D. Bude, whose pretty house still 
stands on the hill above Ilurdwar. Thus the Hindoo's Gate to Heaven 
was made wide for him by English engineers ; he slips on the pathway to 
bliss over stones laid down by English hands, and clamped with English , 
iron. More recently, our irrepressible countrymen have interfered with 
the sacred ghaut in a manner which has produced a great and radical 
change in the ceremony itself. But of this by-and-by. 

From our position in the balcony of the little temple, we look down 
upon an eager crowd on the steps below. At the foot of the stairs are 
wooden platforms, extending Boine way into the river, and raised a few 
inches above its surface. On each of these sits a priest. During the rest 
of tlie year it is the business (in every sense of the word) of these priests 
to set the seal on the mouths of the bottles of holy water, which attest its 
genuineness. Now, they Bet the seal on the purified pilgrims. After each 
devotee lias immersed himself as often as he thinks necessary in the sacred 
water, he comes up to the edge of one of these platforms. The priest, 
taking his left hand, fillB the hollow of the palm with water, while he 
mutters a prayer, and then Brakes a sacred mark on the bather’s forehead, 
between the eyes, with colouring matter, which he keeps for that purpose 
in a small brass dish. For all this the pilgrim has of course to make a 
suitable pecuniary return, and from our “ coigne of vantage” we see how 
the rival priests fight and struggle for the cleansed sinners 1 Here is an 
old woman who has unfortunately got between two platforms which stand 
dose together. She is darted at as two crows dart at a bone. She is 
fragged this way and that way, and both the priests make dabs at her 
forehead with the sacred colour, till the poor creature is so hustled that 
die has hardly any breath left in her withered body. I should have 
mentioned that all along the lowest step of the Bacred stairs, sit the 
barbers, who shave the heads and faces of the intending bathers. This 
is the first act in all coremonies of purification among the Hindoos. 

Yon$er is a pious father, who has managed to bring the whole of his 
family down to the water's edge. He is evidently very severe in his prin- 
ciples. See how vigorously he plunges his little boys in the sacred stream, 
Low utterly he disregards their cries aud struggles. What 1 do the little 
wretches not ^want their sins to be washed away ? Is their bodily dis- 
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comfort for $ few moments to be compared in importance with their 
purification' from sinful taint ? Once more they are vigorously plunged 
in the water, and are at length laid half-drowned and flaccid on the 
lowest step. 

Mark how calmly the old women throw off the greater part of their 
clothing as they approach the water’s brink, and how briskly they step 
into it. Not so the young girls, to whom this is an awful ceremony, with 
the vaBt crowd &/ound them, and the sacred river beneath, which is to 
wash away their sins, and give them rich husbands and a numerous 
progeny. The old ladies have got accustomed to the scene, and their fate, 
as regards husband and children, has been decided long ago. The pecca- 
dilloes of their calm -blooded old age hardly amount to sins. They may 
wish to wash away the taint of these even ; but as they jump and plunge 
about in the stream, they evidently enjoy the coolness of the water, 
whether conscious or not of its spiritual virtue. 

It is a strange scene, these thousands of human beings wrapt in a 
delusive hope, and as insensible to the voice of reason as the stone and 
brass from which they fashion their idols. It was stranger still a few 
years ago, when ihe propitious moment for bathing was limited to tho 
stroke of the hour, and revealed to the priests alone, who proclaimed it to 
the assembled throng. Among those assembled thousands, how many 
there were who stood the night through in momentary expectation of the 
fateful summons. The sick crowded down to the water’s edge to be ready 
to slip in at the joyful moment. The lame lay down on the lowest step 
of the sacred stairs, ready to roll themselves in. Palsied men and lepers, 
and men who were sick unto death, were held in the arms of loving rela- 
tives ready to be plunged into the water, and drawn forth strong and 
healthy, and full of life. Rich men went down with their retainers, and 
possessed themselves of the best places by force. Tho whole of the vast 
multitude was swayed os one mass by the master passions of hope and 
fear. Oh ! but to catch that one propitious moment of the year I To be 
freed from the haunting remorse of sin, from the dread agony of disease, 
many had dragged themselves to Hurdwar over hundreds of weary miles, 
with the cold shadow of the king of terrors pressing closer and closer 
every hour of their pilgrimage ; this moment lost, and the shadow of his 
wings would be upon them indeed. What a picture might be drawn 
by a capable hand of passions that worked in the hearts of that expectant 
multitude as it lay on the banks of the sacred river; what passionate 
hope, what trembling anxiety, what racking expectation ! But the hour 
has struck at last: there is a sudden booming of guns, the bells chmg 
out from the temples, and the bellowing dissonanoe of the “ conch " shells 
fill the air. Then the frenzied expectation breaks forth, and the pent- 
up passions have full play. A great cry rises up from the people, and 
there is the sound of the rushiDg of thousands of feet. 

All this has been, but it is so no longer. When the sacred movement 
upon the river, or “troubling of the waters,” was confined* to a single 
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moment of time, that branch of the Ganges which runs by the “ Hur ki 
Pyrce " was so shallow as to be fordable. The pilgrims used then to rush 
down the sacred steps, and, plunging without hesitation into the water, 
wade through to the opposite bank. Since the construction of the Ganges 
Canal the channel has deepened, and, as a consequence, the bathers, 
instead of crossing the stream, are compelled to return up the sacred 
Stairs. To prevent the terrible confusion and loss of life that would bo 
certain to ensue if the divine influence were confined to a single moment 
of time, the priests have wisely spread it over a whole day ; and so the 
concentrated frenzy of the great Coombh fair, the sudden rush of thousands 
at the auspicious instant, the struggle, the trampling to death, and the 
despairing cry, are things no longer to be witnessed, though they once 
formed its most striking feature. 

Yet the scene is strange and sad still, and perhaps the reader, no less 
than myself, has had enough of it. One more incident of the Holy Fair, 
however, is needed to complete my sketch. Looking down from the 
balcony, I see a man fight his way to one of the priests. lie gives a small 
packet into his hands. * Fold'after fold of cloth is removed by the priest. 
At length he comes to a small inner packet, which he opens carefully, and 
drops from it a white powder on to the stone step before him. He spreads 
out the powder, handling it with peculiar care. He takes a piece of 
money from it ; he then says some prayers over it, and finally washes it 
away into the sacred river. 

“ What is that powder ? ” I ask of a native behind me. 

11 His father’s ashes,” he answers, pointing to the pilgrim. If a man 
cannot die on the banks of the sacred river, his next great wish is that 
his ashes may be cast into it. 

The shadows of the hill above us now fall deeper on the river. The 
forests of the Doon are beginning to look black in the distance ; closer 
and more eager is the rush to the water, as the sacred day begins to draw 
to its close. Not to me are these waters sacred, and no moral taint of 
mine can they wash away. So I turn away and hasten to my tent, to be 
in time for dinner. With what different feelings do I mid the multitude 
around me regard the close of the “ Holy Day ! ” 
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It must be a flinty heart that can read without a sympathetic throb one 
of those plaintive advertisements, often seen in the second column of The 
Times' supplementary sheet, which offer lavish sums of comparatively value- 
less gold for the restoration of “ A bunoh of keys, on a Bteel ring.*’ 
Those simple words touch a key-note which finds an echo in every bosom, 
not utterly destitute of feeling— and cupboards. 

The wise and witty Sydney Smith instituted a u screaming-gate,* 1 at 
the verge of his parochial demesne, for the purpose of allowing due scope 
and expansion to the peculiar distress attending it ; and, indeed, no family 
should bo without some appropriate “ wailing-place ” of this sort ; some 
monumental portal, or limitary grove, sacred to memory and the Dii Vialea 
who are said to preside over luggage. 

Although this particular misery is common to all, yet, for man's grosser 
nature, there are certain mitigations and tender assuagements (which his 
partner cannot share), that soften, if they do not remove, the sense of 
bereavement. He can kick his portmanteau, if he cannot open it ; he 
can rip up and disembowel his carpot-bag ; lie can smash his despatch- 
box. Above all, he can swear! A hearty oath has been known to 
take the sting out of many such sorrows ; it enters into the category of 
what are called “ resources within one’s self,’* and, as such, should not be 
altogether neglected. 

But in the case of hapless woman, these safety-valves for legitimate 
emotion do not exist. In her keyless agony, Bhe is like a lioness robbed 
of her cubs, yet denied the alleviation of a roar. Moreover, the amount 
of misery entailed on the two sexes by this loss admits of no comparison. 
Man has but a limited oapacity. of suffering, inasmuch as he is a 
creature of few keys. He probably possesses but 1$ stride necessaire , — 
let us say, a latch-key, a watch-key, a desk-key, (perhaps) a cellaret- 
key ; mere bagatelles. Woman, on the other hand,— especially woman 
of a methodical turn — is all key* Not to mention that congeries of cares 
— the domestic bunch — she has ail sorts of outlying and isolated keys; 
keys in partilms infidelium ; colonial and collateral keys ; keys that lock 
out, and look in, and look up— everything lockable— especially key*: 
which are in themselves susceptible of captivity, ouetodea custodiUnt . When 
that fatal complication takes place, it is impossible to sound the depths of a 
woman’s keylessness. 

Thoughtless persons look upon keys in a merely subjective point of 
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view — &b suggestive of and subordinate to locks. “ Under lock and key” is 
the usual ca reless way of speaking, putting (as it were) the cart before the 
hone. Persons of an analytic turn and discursive fancy will overleap the 
true object of reflection ; they will wander from the matter in hand — the 
key, shut their eyes upon its concomitant, the key-hole, and, disdaining 
to linger even in that mediate region, the press, cupboard, closet, cellar, 
or store-room, under their bodily eyes, will mount (metaphorically) from 
shelf to shelf, till they lose themselves in bewildered contemplation of 
finite man’s infinite faculties of acquisitiveness and retentiveness. 

The antiquarian, again, will busy himBelf with the question — When 
did man first begin to lock up ? “ When wild in woods the noble 6avage 

ran,” of course he carried no keys ; a stone rolled to a cavern’s mouth 
was probably the first rough expression of an art which has been so 
finely elaborated in later days. Boulders must have been precious stones 
in that golden age, when the rarity of property so simplified the duties 
and cares of possession. 

The Greeks and Romans must have had but sorry methods of 
guarding their possessions. Would Grecian Aristippus have strewn the 
Libyan sands with his gold, when his over-burdened slaves found it too 
heavy for a hurried journey, — would miser Chremes have buried his 
money in the earth, — if either of them had possessed at home some decent 
lock-up place, or civilized strong-box? Who ever saw a Pompeiian 
cellar-key? Rusty nails from that locality are to be met with in 
museums, but where are the keys that guarded their curious vintages ? 
Horace certainly uses the expression servata centum cfavibus , but it is 
evidently a figure of speech, in honour of his friend Posthumus’s genteel 
establishment; he never mentions the thing as in use in hk own cozy 
bachelor household. Indeed, it puzzles one to guess how he managed 
about these matters. The Sabine vin ordinaire was probably left about in 
careless profusion ; and it is possible that his Chian hogsheads may have 
been occasionally 41 on tap ” in the atrium, as pipes of claret used to be 
in hospitable Irish drawing-rooms fifty or sixty years ago ; but how about 
all that 44 choice Falemian” and 44 hoarded Cajcubun?” Pitching and 
plastering the mouths of the vessels was but a poor expedient. What 
was to prevent the abstraction of a fat amphora or two, if that ubiquitous 
44 boy ” of his had any taste for 44 care-dispelling Mosaic ? ” 

But this is a digression. The uses of keys are no worthy subject'for the 
true philosopher's contemplation ; he looks upon the essences of things ; 
he sees a key in its objective signification ; he cares not for its qualifica- 
tions as arbiter and agent of those vain attributes, 44 Mine and thine; ” 
he takes no interest in futile distinctions. *He never locks anything 
up— knowing the inutility and peril of the act ; it adds nothing to the 
security of property, but is apt to inspire others with too strong an 
interest in it. 44 Nothing venture, nothing have,” is his favourite proverb, 
but with a more enlightened signification than it generally conveys. He 
looks upon a key as a mystic entity of diabolioal powers — a talisman 
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which can confer’ on inert matter, such as wood, iron, brass, leather, &c., 
the faculty of baffling and circumventing you in the effort to get at your 
own possessions. 

This is, in fact, the only sound view of the subject. When once the 
mind has recognized this truth, every single key on your bunch will 
ussume a peculiar physiognomy, even as it possesses a distinct idiosyn- 
crasy. One key. will come into your family with a certain malicious 
glitter about it — a defiant swagger and sparkle, that foretels the life-long 
struggle you are destined to have with it ; you see at once that it will 
“ rather bend than break,” and rather break than open your box, desk, 
drawer, or portfolio, as the case may be. Another will wear a dull and 
gloomy air — a “ here to-day and gone to-morrow ” sort of aspect, as good 
as an epitaph and much more veracious. 

House-door keys have been seen of bo truculent and forbidding a coun- 
tenance, that their very presence in the lock is supposed to have scared 
away the prowling depredator; one, indeed, has been known — on a 
remarkable occasion — to have u comprehended an auspicious person,” 
and to have done good service in the capacity of a life-preserver. 

What family has not, at times, possessed some meek little tea-caddy 
or perhaps cellaret key, which, however facile and effectual at other times, 
was liable — in any sudden exigency — to fall into so painful a state of 
hamper and embarrassment, as no effort of its owner could soothe, or 
politely feigned indifference on the part of visitors allay ? 

What household but has its own legendary reminiscences of keys 
strangely loBt and mysteriously regained ? — keys that have gone and hung 
themselves (for no human agency is ever traceable on these occasions) on 
wrong rings, and wandeied madly into wrong pockets? Impulsive keys, 
that have been found apparently trying to open wrong locks of their 
own accord, and have broken short off in the effort to recover themselves ? 
Industrious keys, which, on some favourable occasion, have so “ improved 
the shining hour,” that wax has been found in their wards. Precious 
keys (of tills and iron safes), each fondly supposed, by its possessor, to 
be as unique of its kind as the silver decadrachm of Alexander the Great, 
yet suddenly discovered to have twin brothers as experienced as them- 
selves in the duties of their office. 

The most careless observer will have been struck by a difference in 
the outward semblance of keys apparently subjected to the same external 
influences. Look, for instance, at the respective keys of your wine* 
cellar and your coal-cellar. W.hat a bright, rollicking, jovial look the 
first wears — polished without effeminacy, forcible yet insinuating 
evidently habituated to your butler's cordial grasp, and tenderly demon- 
strative of friction in his pocket There is, indeed, a wi tching hour 
(about the fifth or sixth bottle, it is said), when that key *** n rr \ ?n the 
figure of a miniature thyrsus— the very wards seem to drip with “ bimh- 
ffal Hippocrene ivy-leaves seem to wreath its stalk, and the handle 
curls round the fervent fingers with the cool tender freshness of vfrte- 
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tendrils. In these subterranean regions “ the atom darkness in its slow 
turmoil’* perhaps disposes the senses to such hallucinations; but, strange 
to s&y, no similar transfiguration attends the coal-cellar key. Visit that 
quiet retreat at what hour you will, no mysterious gnome peers at you 
from its cavernous depth — no swart cyclop “ turns on ” his one eye in 
your face with the obtrusive radiance of a policeman's lanthorn. A 
harmless, unnecessary cat, perhaps, pervades the gloomy precincts, but 
ahe is but a cat; Walpurgis' night itself could not invest her with 
solemnity, and the key remains a key to the end of the chapter. A hang- 
dog-looking, melancholy key it is — rusty, unamiable, antipathetic. How 
unlike “ his wholesome brother " of the wine-cellar, though exercising his 
functions in such close proximity ! 

Observe, too, the engaging exterior of the area-gate key 1 Exposed 
to all the vicissitudes of weather, subjected to the temporary command of 
every scullion, yet ever bright, brisk, alert, and shining; alive to the 
meanest exigencies of domestic organization ; cheerfully responsive to the * 
call of butcher, baker, milkman, and fishmonger ; not superciliously deaf 
to the voice of the humbler rag-merchant or sonorous dustman. How 
singular is its apt appreciation of the majesty of Themis, in the person of 
a policeman 1 with what oily alacrity it turns in the impassive lock to 
give him ingress, or discreet exit from the social seclusion of your 
kitchen! Thence, rising with rubicund visage, he goes forth, like a 
giant (doubtless refreshed) on his sternly beneficent career. His march 
eastward is, in fact, a modest “ triumph ” — not as madly clamorous, 
perhaps, as that of Indian Bacchus, but partaking in some degree of the 
god’s privileges and attributes. Whispered “ Evocs ” from every area 
attend his steps ; Pan is not entirely excluded from the pageant ; the 
rattle of knife and fork will be heard, and the tinkle of the area-gate 
(and other) keys, instead of the clash of noisy cymbals. 

The domestic latch-key, in full use, at the height of the Beason, is 
reported to have a worn and dissipated look. Those who are acquainted 
with its uses and habits affirm that it is apt to get muzzy and confused 
about four o'clock in the morning — incapable of key-holes, and altogether 
effete and idiotic. 

No doubt there is an appropriate horror in the aspect of a “ skeleton " 
key; the name imports it — secret murder is in the very sound. It has 
the hiss of caution, and the true burglarious rattle in it; there must be an 
evil harmony and coincidence between its countenance and its name. It 
leads the thoughts to another and a worse key — 

The key of Newgate ! Can the uninitiated realise its awiul appear- 
ance 7 Viewed from the outside , no doubt,' its peculiarities are less 
impressive; but we can conceive an aspect whose steely glitter might 
have the effect of Medusa's head 1 

The key of Bedlam is reported to work backwards, like a witch's 
prayer. Some say that it ip always held by the ward end, and unlocks 
with the handle. 
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The Lord Chamberlaip,’* key has a moral influence superior to that of 
any key in the kingdom — not excepting the Lord Chancellor's. It has 
the faculty of discrimination j and with the faoility of a magic wand it 
separates the sheep from the goats in the fashionable herd. 

But it would demand a greater space than these pages can afford to 
discuss the various attributes and powers of what may be called public 
keys; — from loe Foreign-Office despatch-box key, to the keys of the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer — which, we doubt not, are to be distin- 
guished by a dignified reticence, and an alacrity in locking up. What 
we would especially recommend to general observation is, the generic 
tendency of all keys to spontaneous reproduction. This tendency is 
perhaps most remarkable in the clavia domestic a, or key of private life, 
whose prolific qualities may be tested by a simple experiment. A very 
small bunch of them left in any confined space during a few months’ 
absence on the part of their owner, -will be found on hiB return to have 
colonized the whole drawer. In fact, single keys should never be left 
under these conditions for any time: they become family keys in no time. 
It is supposed that they sprout like asparagus in damp weather, or are 
produced like button-mushrooms in a hot-bed. It is a singular fact, that 
this reproductive faculty is to be found in no other metallic substance, 
however fashioned ; locks never multiply of their own devices ; you may 
leave any number of sovereigns or half-crowns together, yet never find an 
additional sixpence among them : sometimes quite the reverse. 

The awkward consequences which may arise from this property of the 
key of domestic life may be easily imagined. You may come some day in 
a transport of anxious haste to the receptacle of your more important keys, 
to seek for (let us say) the key of the medicine-chest in some moment 
of an exquisitely emotional character — such as your infant’s having 
gulped down its mother's thimble : — instead of the desired key,, you 
find a mob of little nameless, objectless keys, staring you in the face, 
tripping up your fingerB, and maddening you by their multiplicity and 
inane uniformity of aspect. Curiously enough, these “ tadpole " keys, as 
they may be called, have at first no special physiognomy ; it is Only when 
launched into practical existence, and apportioned among the key-holes of 
real life, that they grow to be as distinct in appearance, and as diabolical 
In character, as their elders. 

Such is the essential nature of these u shining mischiefe.” Tricky, 
deceitfol, cSpridt ta S n ever to be trusted out of your sight, and foil of 
irritating associations when in it ; informed by some devilish intelligence 
that only leads them wrong, and provocative of evil impulses in other* 

44 with all tie rash dexteri ty of wit” for purposes of annoyance, yet 
powerle* to dtt even the email good for which they were intended. 

If than is wise, he Witt berfifo them ftom his pocket; if woman knotrs 
her own interests, she will lock them up for ever. If, however, the 
possession of great riches absolutely necessitates the employment of keys, 
let their hapless owner keen them well in hand, and allow no key to get 
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the better of him ; let there be no “ master key ” in his establishment, if 
he value his peace of mind. If he must use them, let him do so, in 
moderation ; he will never want an occasion to abuse them. But the 
best thing that can happen to him, is to lose them. When that fortunate, 
and not improbable, circumstance occurs, let him not rush madly into 
the second column of The Time newspaper — let him not provoke fate 
by offering a reward for their restoration — but let him “ call the watch 
together, and thank God he is rid of knaves. 11 

In concluding this slight notice of the properties of an agent only 
too powerful in its influence on human affairs, we cannot avoid taking a 
aide-glance at certain keys whose qualifications are universally alluded to, 
in polite conversation and refined literature, but which have never yet 
been collected, labelled, and catalogued, as they ought to be. 

We are constantly hearing of “ the key to So-and-so’s extraordinary 
conduct, 11 “the key to Miss Such-a-one's affections,’ 1 “the key to a 
certain person’s machinations, 11 “ the key of Lord Somebody’s conscience, 11 
“ the key to everybody’s secret thoughts and private affairs. 11 These things, 
no doubt, have a real existence ; we cannot do without them ; they are 
an important part of those rather threadbare “ properties 11 which belong 
to the world’s Btage (as it is generally called), and “life’s poor play.” 
But, has anybody Been them ? They are probably knocking about in that 
esthetic “-green-room 11 of commonplace to which we all know our way ; 
from whence we draw those slashing wooden swords and tin bucklers, 
that are bo effective in all arguments ; those spangled coats and jerkins 
in which-our poor thoughts occasionally strut so bravely ; those banners, 
with grand inscriptions, which look quite as well as opinions, at a little 
distance. There also may be found “ all that uaefUl lot 11 of hyperbolic 
essences, — 

The entities of things that are not yet : 

Subtlest, but surest beings 1 

such as the wedge whose thin end is always being introduced into our 
most venerable institutions; the hinge on which momentous affairs 
habitually turn ; the hypothetical leg which nobody has got to stand on, 
in all arguments; the other side to every question; in short, all the 
maUriel for sensible conversation. These things are in constant requi- 
sition and daily use; but, like the mysteriously-circulating shoe in the 
game of “Hunt the Slipper, 11 their existence is only made manifest to the 
senses by the sounding rap with which we shuffle them round in the polite 
intercourse of good society. 

It would be a good deed to fix, substantiate, and classify these useful 
but volatile possessions, that they may be always at hand when wanted in 
public speech or private conversation ; more especially the mystic keys to 
which we have referred. What a handy bunch thqt would be i 
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*Tis scarce a Hundred steps and one 
Across tHis ridge of frost and fire, 
Before tHo Eastward view be won. 

Stray on, and dally with, desire. 

Then lift eyes, and behold. 

Hewn out without hands, they rise ; 
-All the crests of Abarim. 

'Whence the frophet look’d of old. 

Back o’er misery manifold, 

forward — o’er the Band unrolled 
Underneath his way-worn eyes. 
Quivering all in noontide blaze 
Abarim, long Abarim 
Glows, with very brightness dim. 
Even as when the Seer look’d back 
On the mazed grave-marked track ; 
Over Edom, furnace-red. 

O’er a generation dead. 

When he knew his march was stayed, 
fiends and angels watched and waited 
As the undimmed eyes dosed slowly, 
-As the vast limbs withered wholly 
from their ancient strength unbated. 

Ah into the Vale of Shade, 

Seeing, not seen, he passed away ; 
And none knoweth to this day 
“Where the awful corpse is laid. 

* ♦ • * 

The De4d Sea salt, in crystal hoar. 
Hangs on our hair like acrid rime ; 
And we are grey, like many more. 

With . bitternefea and not with time. 
Two hours of thirst, before we reach 
Yon jungle dense, and scanty sward; 
for many a league the only breach 
"Where Jordan’s diffh allow a fo rd. 
Lo, spun of Sheffield, do our will. 

And, little Syrian barbs, be gay; 
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All mom we spared you on the hill, 

Now, — o’er the level waste — away, 

With your light stag-like bound. 

So cross the plain, nor slacken speed, 

And brush through Sodom -bush and reed, 

And tearing thorn, and tamarisk harsh, 

Wild growth of desert and of marsh, 

Cumbering the holy ground. 

Reach Jordan’s beetling bank, and mark 
The winding trench deep-cloven and dark; 

The narrow belt of living green ; 

The secret stream that writhes between ; 

Death's River — sudden, swift, unseen — 

He is changed from his gay going; 

Could we know the arrowy stream, 

Once, whose tender talk in flowing 
Cast us softly into dream ? 

Whirling now with fitful gleam 
In his precipice’s shade, 

Like a half-drawn Persian blade, 

Of black steel, darkly bright? 

At his birth he went not so, 

Swelling pure with Hermon’s snow, 

But joyous leapt in light. 

Must he fare to the Sad Sea, 

Through waste places, even as we? 

Yet he makes a little mirth, 

Racing downwards evermore; 

And the green things of sweet Earth 
Cling a little to his shore : 

Even so it is : so let it be. 

But strip, and try your might with him: 

He is the type of that black wave, 

Wherein the strong ones fail to swim; 

The likeness of the Grave. 

Also his waters wash us free 
From salt scurf of the Bitter Sea. 

Stem his dark flood with shortened breath. 

And take the lesson as you may: 

That the Baptismal stream of Death 
Doth cleanse Earth's bitterness Away. 

& Sr. J. T. 
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During the last days of September there was carried into force, in the 
Naval Hospital at Greenwich, an Act of Parliament which has effected a 
revolution in that famous and interesting establishment. Some nine 
hundred of the old pensioners, whose figures were so familiar, alike to the 
banqueters on whitebait and champagne, and the humbler consumers of 
tea and shrimps, quitted its walls for ever. As might have been expected 
from the dissolution ef a kind of nineteenth-century monastery, the 
sight was not without its points of picturesque interest. The walls of 
the noble palace were lined with the boxes and bedding of the departing 
seamen, who assembled in knots to wait their turn for being taken to the 
railway station, and who toddled out together to their favourite inns to 
wish each other a characteristic farewell. It was the break-up of a 
system founded by an English Queen, and approved and strengthened by 
several generations of statesmen. Henceforth the Hospital is to be a 
hospital only in the narrower sense, and under conditions stricter and 
more limited than those which applied to it in its historical character of 
an asylum. A change of the kind in a place which Englishmen looked 
on with such peculiar curiosity and regard, is not an affair of every day 
even in an age of change. It invites a retrospective glance at the career 
of the institution, and some explanation of the causes which have brought 
it about. 

While essentially part and parcel of the Royal Navy, Greenwich 
Hospital also claims a royal pedigree. Its nucleus was an unfinished 
palace of Charles II., upon a spot which was long dear to the sovereigns 
of England. The anchorage near held a Danish fleet in the eleventh 
century. The manor was possessed for ages by the Abbots of Ghent, 
under a gift from Ethelreda, niece of Alfred, which the Normans did not 
disturb. In the fifteenth century, after the suppression of the alien 
priories, Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, built a palaoe on the spot 
where the west wing of the Hospital now stands ; and this was added to 
and improved by successive princes, who sought in the air from the hills 
and the river the change and repose which their successors no yr enjoy in 
the Highlands and the Isle of Wight. Edward IV. was often in his 
palace of Greenwich; Henry YU2. and Elizabeth were born there ; and 
there the short-lived Edward VI. both began and ended his days. 

1641, when Charles L saw it for the last time, till the Restoration, it fell into 
decay, and hence the resolution of Charles IL to raise a new and more 
magnificent edifice on the site. But this work was never completed, and an 
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unexpected destiny was in store for the portion of it which he left. On the 
19th May, 1692, took place the memorable sea-fight, in which Bussell, 
Shovel, and Hooke, with, as it happened, very little help from their Dutch 
allies, defeated De Tourville off La Hogue. The seamanship of our country- 
men on this occasion was only equalled by their gallantry, and both by 
their success. Sixteen French vessels were taken, including a couple 
of first-rates, and one or two were burnt besides. But the victory filled 
London with wounded men : and the spectacle reminded people that such 
occasions called for something else besides beer-barrels and tar-barrels. 
British seamen had already shown — whether against the French, Dutch, 
or Spaniards — a courage and skill as great as have ever been displayed 
since. But the unscrupulousness with which they were seized when 
wanted, was only matched by the unscrupulousness with which they were 
abandoned when done with. Some kind natures were shocked by this ; 
and it is to the credit of Queen Mary, the consort of William III., tha£ 
hers was one of them. The inscription which runs round the Painted 
Hall at Greenwich attributes to Mary’s “ pietas ” the design of a refuge 
for the benefit of seamen ; and a passage in Boyer’B History gives an 
account of her strongest motive in this matter, which at once illustrates 
the mode of thinking of our ancestors on such subjects, and explains the 
form which the new charity took. Her Majesty wished, Boyer says, 
“ to put them ” (the seamen) “ in a probable way of ending their days in 
the fear of God.” That the hottest fellows were not in the 44 way ” of 
doing so as things had previously been was quietly assumed by the queen, 
we fear on quite sufficient grounds. An Elizabethan admiral, quoted 
once before in the Comhill Magazine , # compared their licence on shore 
to that of “horses” and “birds and Mandeville turns their notorious 
improvidence and profligacy to good account in his famous argument that 
“ private vices ” are “ public benefits,” since what, said he, would bec6me 
of our trade and navy if Bailors lived decently, took care of their money, 
and were not obliged by speedy destitution to fling themselves into the 
nautical labour market? The idea of the Hospital was thus, like that of 
most of our old almshouseB and refuges, essentially monastic. It was not 
to be a charity only, but a place of retreat, under moral and religious 
superintendence, from the temptations as well as from the fatigues of the 
world. Queen Mary little foresaw what the quiet fishing village would 
become a century or so after she had been laid in Henry the Seventh's 
% Chapel. 

The Charter of Greenwich Hospital is dated 96th October, 1694, 
and grants for a site “eight acres two roods and thirty-two square 
perches of land,” and 44 all that capital messuage lately built or in build- 
ing, commonly called by the name of Our Falaoe at Greenwich.” The 
objects of the foundation were $ve in ^ number, and were described as 
follows : — 

— - - — > - - - ■ - - - - , 


* gb WfiUtfe Mataon. ("Social History of ffcs Navy.*) 
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“ 1st.* ’The relief and support of seamen serving on board the ships or 
vessels belonging to the navy royal, of us, our heirs and successors, or 
employed in our or their service at sea, who, by reason of age, wounds, 
or other disabilities, shall be incapable of further service at sea, and be 
unable to maintain themselves. 

“2nd. The sustentation of the widows of seamen happening to be 
6lain or disabled in such sea-service. 

“ 3rd. The maintenance and education of the children of seamen hap- 
pening to be slain or disabled in such sea-service. 

“ 4th. The further relief and encouragement of seamen. 

“ 5th. The improvement of navigation.” 

The charter of 1692 was succeeded by two Acts of Parliament in the 
same reign, the Registered Seamen’s Act of 1696, and another enforcing 
it in 1697. Both offer to seafaring men and their families certain advan- 
tages in connection with Greenwich Hospital, which was thus viewed as 
an institution calculated to attract men to the sea-service. These advan- 
tages were — that registered seamen disabled in the sea-service “ should be 
admitted and placed in the Hospital, and should have provided and allowed 
them, during their lives, at the charges of the Hospital, and out of the 
revenues thereof, according to the rules, &c. for its government, lodging, 
meat, drink, clothing, and other necessaries and conveniences. That the 
wives of such registered and disabled seamen, and the widows of those slain, 
killed, or drowned in the king’s sea-service, and not of ability to maintain 
or provide comfortably for themselves, should be received into the Hospital, 
and there be provided for. That the children of the persons so described 
should be also received into the Hospital, be there provided for, and be 
educated at the charges of the Hospital till they were fit to be put out, or 
of ability to maintain themselves.” The next Act, in 1703, removed the 
necessity of the seaman’s having been formally “ registered ” for the service 
of the crown ; and Acts passed in 1711, 1721, and 1735, extended the 
advantages of the Hospital to any seamen “ maimed or slain in fight 
against the king’s enemies or against pirates.” But there can be no doubt, 
as the Royal Commission of 1859 observed, that merchant-seamen were 
only admissible in that particular case ; and also that officers above the 
rank of mate were not contemplated as proper objects of relief. There 
have, indeed, been some instances of officers being received simply as 
pensioners, and one of these gives such a curious glimpse of the life of th^ 
old service, that our readers will be glad to know the circumstances. In 
1711, when there were four hundred inmates, under a governor, lieute- 
nant-governor, one captain, and two lieutenants, a certain Captain Clarke 
applied and was received on the establishment, and drew his “ tobacco- 
money ” like any other broken-down old salt He was allowed to eat at 
the officers’ table* and five yean afterwards, in 1716, there is the following 
“ minute ” about him : — “ It was agreed that Captain Edmund Clarke be 
allowed five shillings a week, having been an old captain, but being so 
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infirm that he could not servo the lost war, and thereby not entitled to receive 
half-pay, which is allowed by reason of his great poverty, to commence 
this month. 1 ' A year afterwards, he applied for an increase, and his allow- 
ance was raised to fifty pounds a year, “ iu consideration of his very great 
age, and his long service in the navy, having been a captain many years." 
But next summer, we find the Board giving direction, “ upon the petition 
of the widow Clarke, that the house may discharge the expense of a coffin 
and 6hroud for her husband, who died in the Hospital," and after that, 
the widow appears as receiving “ two- and- sixpence per week out of 
the charity-box." What a tragedy lies in these little entries 1 Here was 
a man who had probably served with Bcnbow, who must have been 
in the Dutch wars of the Restoration, and who may have even fought 
as a youngster under Blake against the great Van Tromp himself, and 
wo find him dying a pauper in the rank of captain. When bo little 
provision was made for the old age of officers, we oan easily fancy what 
the fate of common men. was ; and how necessary was the institution 
which alone saved Captain Clarke from dying in the streets. Thousands 
of 6eamen from that time forward owed to the Hospital shelter in life, care 
in sickness, and consolation in death ; and this broad praise ought to be 
given all the more distinctly because we shall have to show the existence 
of grave abuses which tarnished its splendour, and helped to necessitate 
the revolution which has at length abolished its most characteristic 
features. 

The principles and objects of Greenwich Hospital having been defined, 
as we have seen, by the charters and subsequent Acts of Parliament, 
Commissioners were appointed to carry them out, through the agency of a 
Board of Directors selected from their body — the discipline of the esta- 
blishment being vested in a staff of civil and military officers, forming a 
council, one of whom was appointed, from time to time, a governor by the 
Admiralty. Such was the first constitution of the Hospital. The first 
endowment, after the royal grant of the site and the unfinished palace of 
Charles, was from the “ naval sixpences 11 — a contribution of sixpence a 
month from the pay of seamen of the navy. In 1705, the effects of 
“ Kidd the pirate " were given to the Hospital by Queen Anne ; and it 
says muph for that gentleman's untiring industry that they amounted to 
the respectable sum of 6,4722. In 1707 the forfeited and unclaimed 
shares of prize and bounty money were assigned to it* In 1712 all 
seamen's sixpences were made liable,— which, considering that the navy 
lias always protected merchant ships in time of war, wqs not unreasonable. 
But the most splendid donation ever made to Greenwich Hospital at one 
time was that of the Derwentwater estates— forfeited by the attainder of 
the Jacobite James Baddy ffe, third Bari of Derwentwater, in 1716. This 
grant was made in 1785, at which time the lands brought in 6,0Q0& 
a year* The Hospital paid off the encumbrances ; gave a marriage portion 
to the attainted earl'a daughter j and made other payments to the family. 
As years rolled by, and minerals were discovered on the property, its 
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rental rose, to the net sum of 40,204/. 15s., at which it stood in 1859. 
The chief sources of the revenue of the Hospital, not already enumerated, 
were the prize-money of deserters granted in 1747 ; a payment of 
1/. 13s. 4 d. per cent, on the proceeds of prizes, droits of. Admiralty, 
and bounty-money, increased to five per cent, by the incorporation of the 
Chatham chest in 1814 ; and a fourth of the freight of all treasure carried 
by ships of the royal navy, bestowed in 1819. The total net income of 
the Hospital in the year 1859 was 148,198/. 9s. 2d. ; an income worthy 
of the magnificent building for the sake of which, and of itB pious and 
generous objects, it was created. 

That building, the high domes and long stately colonnades of which 
are so familiar to all who love to see London from the noblest avenue 
leading to her — the river — was completed between 1694 and 1758. Sir 
Christopher Wren gratuitously furnished a plan. The palace of Charles 
was taken os the north-west wing and modified to suit the design ; and 
that quarter of the pile still bears his name, as the corresponding one on 
the cast does that of Queen Anne, and the two behind, those of Queen 
Mary and King William. The Painted Hall was roofed in in 1703, and 
was at first used as a public refectory, of which the upper part, decorated 
by Thornhill, held the table of the officers. Pensioners were received as 
early as 1705, before which year 50,000/. had been spent on the building ; 
and at first they only mustered one hundred strong. By 1708, there were 
350 in the house, the income being 12,000/., of which half was devoted 
to the works in progress. Thirty years afterwards, the number received 
had reached 1,000, and from that timo it steadily increased till the 
complement attained, in 1814, its maximum of 2,710. After that time, 
there was a progressive decrease. In 1848, the number of vacancies 
reported by the governor to the Admiralty was 11; in 1852, it bad 
reached 180 ; in 1856, 720 ; till at the date of the Royal Commission 
in 1859, there were less than 1,600 residents to avail themselves of 
accommodation calculated for 2,642. Seven wards were entirely closed 
for want of occupants. 

Such a state of things demanded an official inquiry, and a Royal 
Commission was appointed accordingly, the report of which, with the 
evidence, is the best book in the literature of the subject. The first thing 
that strikes a reader of it is the enormous expense of the machinery by 
which in our time some 1,600 old seamen have been maintained. We 
have already shown that the income of Greenwich Hospital for 1859 was 
148,198/. 9s. 2d. Now during that year, 48,6671. 7s. 10 d. was expended 
on the establishment, and 50,910/. Is. 0)</. on the pensioners. That is 
to say, it cost nearly as much to administer the institution as to support 
the men for whom the institution was designed. One would almost *Y in Y 
that the pensioners existed for the sake of being governed, and that to 
feed, and clothe, and nurse them, was a subordinate part of the original 
design. This result becomes particularly curious when viewed from two 
different points of comparison. In the first place, on comparing the 
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expenses of a Greenwich pensioner with those of an invalide of the H6tel 
des Invalides, we find that the pensioner costs SOL odd per annum for 
nourishment, and 28 /. odd for administration, while the invalide costs 
26 /. odd for nourishment, and only 51. for administration. In the second 
place, on comparing the pensioner of 1859 with the pensioner of 1805, we 
find that he cost 30/. and 281, odd in the later as against 281. and 9/. odd 
in the earlier year. And yet this monstrous growth of disproportion took 
place during a period in which the civil department of the Hospital was 
greatly simplified. Between the years 1805 and 1859 the expense of 
the pensioner did not increase, and their numbers diminished, but the cost 
of the establishment nearly doubled itself; although in the interval there 
occurred a considerable diminution of business from the ceasing of the 
merchant - seamen’s sixpences, of prize money, and of lighthouse dues, 
and from other details. 

In order to maM this extravagance more intelligible, it will be as well 
to take a look at sortie of the items of the oost of the place. We have seeiP 
already, that the discipline of the Hospital was conducted from the begin- 
ning by certain officers appointed for the purpose. This staff was raised 
in modem times to the number of twenty officers — eleven of whom were 
more than seventy, and eight of them more than sixty years of age. These 
gentlemen received 8,700/. a year in salaries alone, besides house accom- 
modation, and 47,49*8/. 12s. Id. was spent on their apartments during 
the twenty years ending in 1859. The civil officers, again, were far too 
numerous ; many of their duties were performed by depuly ; the mode of 
keeping accounts was old-fashioned and clumsy ; and there was a need- 
lessly large batch of clerks. Everything about the Hospital was conducted 
with a dignified indifference to expense. For example, the house brewed 
its own beer, and 15,240/. 18s. 4c?. was spent in the course of twenty 
years upon building and repairing the brewery. The bakery cost, in the 
same time, 1,459/. 6s. 11 d. The washing of the pensioners' linen, in 
the year 1859, came to 8,181/. 10$. 8c/., though it used to be returned 
from the laundry in such a state that it was a matter of favour to 
“ pensioners of good character ” to be allowed to wash their linen at their 
own expense. 

This exorbitant scale of outlay would have been more pardonable if 
the result of it had been to make the pensioners thoroughly happy. 
But it is impossible to look into the history of Greenwich Hospital with- 
out seeing that it has never done for its inmates what they bad a right to 
expect from its magnificent resources. No doubt it has saved whole 
generations of seamen from the workhouse,* and has given comparative 
comfort to the eld age of thousands whose old age must, but for it, have 
languished in dismal and solitary penury. But we have a right to 
measure the usefulness of every institution by its means, and we say that. 

* We observe, from a Parliamentary return, that there ore at least a thousand 
man-of-war's men in the workhouses of England and Wales, among whom several are 
known to have been Trafalgar men. 
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much as Greenwich Hospital has done, it might' have done a great deal 
more. The grossest defect, perhaps, has been its failure to give adequate 
assistance to pensioners' wives. That the benefit of the wiveB was contem- 
plated by the founders, is clear from the early Acts to which we have 
already referred. But the Hospital has steadily ignored them, and has 
prohibited marriage into the bargain. They have received nothing from 
it except broken victuals, or 11 offal.’' They have not even been allowed 
what they have saved the Hospital by washing their husbands’ linen. 
'Where the husband has been allowed to go on the “ money list,” and 
receive his rations iu cash, they have been calculated at “contract price,” 
at an average of less than tcnpence a day. As the tobacco, or pocket- 
money of pensioners remained at the original rate of one shilling a week 
till some five years ago, the whole amount within reach of a married 
man has been deplorably insufficient. Accordingly the circumstances of 
married pensioners have always been wretched, and the ihte of their 
children too ofien in the last degree calamitous and degraded. When the 
pensioner w r ent into the infirmary, too, lie lost the privilege of the 
“ money list,” and he has been known to stay out till he was at the verge 
of death rather than expose his wife to the inevitable destitution which 
must ensue from his seeking medical help. 

Sterner battles than the Nile or Copenhagen have been fought by 
British seamen, in the very place of retreat where we have been in the 
habit of thinking that their toils and dangers were over for ever. But to 
these tragic abuses must be added abuses of a vulgarer though scarcely 
less cruel kind. At various periods in the history of the Hospital, the 
food of the pensioners has been bad, and their accommodation insufficient. 
“ Bull beef” and “ sour beer ” were complained of in the celebrated agita- 
tion of 1778-9,* when Lord Sandwich was at the Admiralty, and when the 
publication of a “ case ” about the grievances of the pensioners by the 
lieutenant-governor, Captain Baillie, led to the trial in the Queen's Bench, 
which gave rise to the famous maiden speech of Erskine. Such shameful 
causes of discontent existed down to our own time. There is abundant 
official evidence that the meat has been inferior and too tough ; that the 
milk has been indifferent ; the shoes of the men hard and uncomfortable, 
and so forth. Anybody who is curious about such details may be referred 
to the Report of the Rpyal Commission. There are two letters there, 
written in 1846 and 1648 (Appendix 2 1C seq.) by Sir John Liddell, 
Director-General of the Medical Department of the Navy, abounding in 
statements which an Englishman caring for the navy cannot read without 
a sense of humiliation. And it has sometimes happened that improve- 
ments in such points have been prevented by a want of sympathy between 
the governor and the commissioners of the Hospital. 

* There was a great fire in Greenwich Hospital that year ; a fire of so suspicious 
a character that a strict inquiry was made as to whether It was caused by accident or 
design. Bnt u nothing came out that coaid lead to a discovery .**— History trf Orun- 

vick Hospital , 1789. r 
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We hate already described tlie first constitution ot the Hospital. 
In 1775 the commissioners and governors were incorporated. But a 
grave deficit having been discovered in the accounts of the treasurer 
(by the misconduct of whose deputy it had been caused) in 1828, the 
corporation was dissolved. Under the new constitution, the discipline 
was separated from the administration, — the first being left to the 
governor, the second to a Board of Commissioners. Of course, some 
of the commissioners were soon appointed for political reasons ; and 
when this began to be felt as an evil, the remedy hit on proved worse 
than the disease. CommissionerBhips were given to naval officers less 
distinguished than — and junior to — the governors on whom they were 
to act as a check, and an inharmonious double government was the 
result. Thus, no modern governor did more for the condition of the 
pensioners than Sir Charles Adam, and he lived in a perpetual conflict 
with the commissioners. * 

In short, so many unsatisfactory circumstances with regard to the con- 
dition of the Hospital generally were brought to light by the official 
inquiry of 1859, that we cannot wonder at the result which has followed. 
The Royal Commission’s Report shows that that body felt a revolution 
in the whole scheme to be unavoidable ; and it has come about, accord- 
ingly, within a few years. Under the Greenwich Hospital Act of last 
session, which came into force at the close of September, the Admiralty 
announced that the Hospital would iu future be open to receive within its 
walla only infirm and helpless seamen . And it offered to all pensioners 
who chose to leave the building, the following conditions, which we give in 
the language of the authorities proposing them : — 

1. Any in-pensioner on his discharge from the Hospital will receive the same 
amount of out-pension as that which he gave up when he came into the Hospital, which 
pension will in future be called his “ naval pension/’ 

2. In addition to his “naval pension” he will be paid a “Greenwich Hospital 
pension,” provided ho comes within the following rules, viz. s— If he is fifty-five years 
of age, and has been a pensioner (whether in the Hospital or out) for a period of five 
years, he will be paid 5 d. a day, that is 71. 12*. a year; or if he is seventy years of 
age, and has been a pensioner (whether in the Hospital or otit) for a period of ten 
years, be will be paid Oef. a day, that is 18f. 12*. a year. 

8. In farther addition to his pension he will bo paid one-half the money allow- 
ance he was receiving from the Hospital on the 6 th April last, whether it bo the 
weekly money pud to him of cither three, foaf, or five shillings, according to his 
classification, or the Ipso shillings' allowance to married meg, or his weekly wages for 
acting in any capacity which is paid out of the hospital fonds* Bat no other pay- 
ments whatever, whether “provision money,” “gratuities,” &c., will be alldwed to 
count for this allowance. 

4. In making the foregoing offer to in-pensioners of Greenwich, the Lords of the 
Admiralty desire, so far as their powers enable them, to make up an allowance of 
361 10s. a year, which is equal to 14s. a week, or fa. a day ; but the foregoing pen- 
sions and money allowance will not in the case of evefy pensioner up that sum. 
In such case the Leeds of the Admiralty will allow the deficient amount to be made 
ap if possible out of the other half of the money allowance. 
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5. In the cases/ however, of those pensioners whose “ naval pension/ 1 " Green- 
wich Hospital pension, 1 ’ and full amount of monoy allowance combined, will not 
amount to 36/. 10s. per annum, the Lords of the Admiralty are not empowered by law 
to offer more. 

We believe that nine hundred of the pensioners have accepted these 
conditions, and have dispersed themselves over the country to live on their 
various rates of Allowance. What the average pension granted may bo, 
we have no meatiB of knowing, but if some of the men have a larger 
sum than 86/. 10s., so also many of them, will have much less, and 
will be unable to command in their homes the standard of living with 
which the Hospital supplied them. They elect to go, we take it, partly 
because they know that the government of the place is to be changed, 
that it is to become a Hospital in the narrower sense of the word, and 
that there will be lesB freedom of ingress and egress for them hence- 
forth; but this is only part of a more general feeling in fevour of 
liberty among them, at which nobody who has inquired into their con- 
dition can wonder. The authorities at Greenwich Hospital have con- 
trived to make a palace as dull as a prison. The men have had no 
amusements but a library inconveniently furnished. They have not been 
allowed to play cards, nor to have flower-pots in their windows, nor to 
receive friends and visitors in private ; and it is not many years ago since 
they were forbidden to walk on the terraces. Some of the punishments, too, 
such as being compelled to wear a yellow collar, and do scavenger's work, 
have been harsh and injudicious. All these things have combined with the 
monastic character of the place to give a character of ennui and listless- 
ness to the Greenwich pensioner’s life which must have struck every 
observing visitor. Dulness within the walls has been relieved chiefly by 
temptation without. Since the age when Queen Mary pictured to herself 
Greenwich as a place of pious repose where the sailor might end his days 
44 in the fear of God,” it has become the favourite haunt of the pleasure- 
loving Cockney — an emporium of shrimps, a reservoir of beer. Those 
quaint figures — the 44 geese ” and 44 blue-bottles ” * of local slang — 
lounging about under the trees of the 'park, and loitering through the 
streets i a the dress of another age, have been regarded by the holiday- 
maker from die metropolis as parts of the amusement of the place. They 
have been paid for yams in liquor and stray shillings, and have found the 
doctrine that sailors lived only for grog and girls accepted by their 
admirers os one of the many glories of the British navy. It has been 
weH remarked that, on the whole, the old fellows have been more decent 
in their lives than we had a right to expect under the peculiar circum- 
stances. But a chapter might, be written on Greenwich morality and its 
effects on the parish rates, which nobody would care to bind up with the 
naval histories of Brenten or James, but which would help to reconcile 
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toe*m der to foe break-up of an institution tbit has hid much in it to 
kindle to ha^ination end justify the pride of our countrymen. The 
break tip is, «Aer all, one in which people will eoquiesoe rather than one 
at Which they will rejoice. It was a noble as well aa a pioua idea to 
gather tmddr the roofs of a grand edifice— at once a dwelling-place and 
a ggval monument, and plaoed on the dares of a river, itaelf one of 
toe chief sources of oar maritime strength— the survivors of each gene- 
ration of warriors againat the enemy or the storm. Here the traditions 
of one age blended gradually with the experience of the next ; stories of 
Shovel were pained on to those who fought under Hawke; toe conqueror 
with Eodnqy lived to welcome toe heroes of Trafalgar — not as bedridden 
or imbecile men, though it might be somewhat shattered — but while still 
able to enjoy lift, and to give toe vividness of reality to toe narratives of 
toe pest dJl phases of naval service were represented. . One of toe 
“ saucy Aretouaaa n smoked his pipe with an old 41 Agamemnon," and 
men who had first smelt powder on toe Canadian Lakes listened reverently 
to toe toooUections of fopse who had seen L' Orient explain thunder at 
toe Nils. Greenwich Hospital will always be a great imdtofeful Institu- 
tion—* mighty boon, whether to the sick nursed within, or to toe poor 
pensioned without its walla. But not the leu is there something dis- 
appointing in its recent transformation, even to those wfio admit its 
neoenuty, and all toe more so when we remember bon pnwisely toe 
splendid foundation has been administered. ^ 
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44 Ah! these white pinks ! They were Mrs. Hamley’s favourite 
flower; and bo like her ! This little bit of sweetbriar, it quite scents 
the room. It has pricked my fingers, but never mind. Oh, mamma, 
look at this rose ! I forget its name, but it is veiy rare, and grows up in 
the sheltered corner of the wall, near the mulberry-tree. Roger bought 
the tree for his mother with his own money when he was quite a boy ; 
he Showed it me, and made me notice it." 

41 1 daresay it was Roger who got it now. Tou heard papa say he 
had seen him yesterday.” 

44 No ! Roger ! Roger come home 1 ” said Molly, turning first red, 
then very white. 

44 Yes. Oh, I remember you had gone to bed before papa came in, 
and he was called off early to tiresome Mrs. Beale. Yes, Roger turned 
up at the Hall the day before yesterday.” 

But Molly leaned back against ber chair, too faint to do more at theft 
flowers for some time. She had been startled by the suddenness of the 
news! 44 Roger oome home ! ” 

It happened that Mr. Gibson was unusually busy on this particular 
day, and he did not return until late in the afternoon. But Molly kept 
her place in the drawing-room all the time, not even going to take her 


customary siesta, so anxious was she to^hear everything about Roger's 
return, which as yet appeared to her almost incredible. But it was quite 
natural is reality ; the long monotony of her illness had made her lose all 
count of time. When Roger left England, his idea was to coast round 
Africa on the eastern side until he reached the Gape ; and thence to make 
what further journey or voyage might seem to him best in pursuit of his 
scientific objects. To Gape Town all his letters had been addressed of 
late ; and there, two months before, he had received the intelligence of 
Osborne's death, as well as Cynthia’s hasty letter of relinquishment. He 
did not consider that he was doing wrong in returning to England imme- 
diately, and reporting h i m s elf to the gentlemen who had u$nt Jfyjriqpt, 


With a full explanation of the circumstances relating to 
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eliould sty that lie was taller. *As it is, 1 suppose it is only ihSt lie looks 
broader, Btrongor — more muscular.” 

“ Oh ! is he Changed ? ” asked Molly, a little disturbed fey this 
account. 

u No , 4ot changed ; and yet not the tome. Me is as brown as a berry 
for one thing ; caught a little of the negro tinge, mid a beard as fine and 
sweeping as my bay-mare's tail.” 

* ( A beard ! But go on, papa. Does he talk as fee used to do? I 
should know his voice amongst ten thousand.” 

“ I did not catch any Hottentot twang, if that's what you mean. Nor 
did fee say, ‘ Caesar and Pompey berry much alike, 'specially Pompey,' 
which is the only specimen of negro language I can remember just at this 
moment.” 

“ And which I never could see the wit of,” said Mrs. Gibson, who had 
come into the room after the conversation fead begun ; and did not under- 
stand what it was aiming at. Molly fidgeted ; she wanted to go tn with ' 
her questions and keep her father to definite and matier-of-fact answers, 
and she knew that when his wife chimed into a conversation, Mr. Gibson 
was very apt to find out that he must go about some necessary piece of 
business. 

“ Tell me, how are they all getting on together ? ” It was an inquiry 
which she did not make in general before Mrs. Gibson, for Molly and 
her father had tacitly agreed to keep silence on what they ^ knew 
or had observed, respecting the three who formed the present family 
at the Hall. 

“ Oh 1 11 said Mr. Gibson, “ Roger is evidently putting everything to 
rights in his firm, quiet way.” 

“ things to rights. Why, what's wrong ? ” asked Mrs. Gibson quickly* 

“ The squire and the French daughter-in-law don't get on web together, 

I suppose ? Iam always so glad Cynthia acted with the promptitude afee 
did) it would have been very awkward for her fo have been mixed up 
with all these complications. Poor Roger i to find himself supplanted by 
a child whan he comes home ! " 

“ Ton were not mthe ropm, my dear, when I Was t elling Molly of the 
reasons for Roger's return; it wae to put his brother's child at oupe into 
his tightftd and legal place. So new, when he finds $e work partly dm 
in hia hands, he is fea nov mi m nronortiML.” 

« is not Wi iattrted by Cynthia's breaking off her engage- 

mm Bfm Gibcon could effiad* to cab it an^ engagement H now*) 
u I never ma give him credit for very deep feelings.” t 

“On the ooptawy* he fools H very acutely. He and I had * jm talk 
Whfft k nwtfrtikr” 
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cm hearing that she 'was in London at present, had deferred an y further 
explanation or expostulation by letter, preferring to await her return. 

Holly went on with her questions on other subjects. 41 And Mrs. 
Osborne Hamley ? How is she ? ” 

“ Wonderfolly brightened up by Roger’s presence. I don’t think I 
have ever seen her smile before ; but she gives him the sweetest smiles from 
time to time. They are evidently good friends ; and she loses her strange 
startled look when she speaks to him. I suspect die has been quito 
aware of the squire's wish that she should return to France ; and has been 
hard put to it to decide whether to leave her child or not. The idea that 
die would have to make some such decision came upon her when she was 
completely diattered by grief and illness, and she has not had any one 
to consult as to her duty until Roger came, upon whom die has evidently 
firm reliance. He told me something of this himself.” 

44 You seem to have had quite a long conversation with him, papa ! ” 4 

41 Yes. I was going to see old Abraham, when the squfte called to 
me over the hedge, as I was jogging along. He told me the news ; and 
there was no resisting his invitation to come back and lunch with them. 
Besides, one gets a great deal of meaning out of Roger's words; it did not 
take so very long a time to hear this much.” 

“ I should think he would come and call upon us soon,” said Mrs. 
Gibson to Molly ; “ and then we ahalLsee how much we can manage to 
hear.” 

“Do you think he will, papa? ” said Molly, more doubtfully. She 
remembered the last time he was in that very room, and the hopes with 
which he left it $ and die fancied that Bhe could see traces of this thought 
in her father’s countenance at his wife's speech. 

“ I cannot tell, my dear. Until he is quite convinced of Cynthia's 
intentions, it cannot be very pleasant for him to come on mere visits of 
ceremony to the house in which he has known her ; but he is one who 
will always do what he thinks right, whether pleasant or not.” 

Mrs. Gibson could hardly wait till her husband had finished his 
sentence before die testified against a part of it 

44 Convinced of Cynthia’s intentions 1 I should think she had made 
them pretty dear ! What more does the man want? ” 

44 He is not as yet convinced that the letter was not written in a fit of 
temporary feeling. I have told him that- this was true ; although I did not 
feel it my place to explain to him the causes ef Jhat feeling. He believes 
that he can induce her to resume the former footing. ' l do* not ; and I 
have told him so; but of course he needs the foil conviction that she 
alone can give him.” 

“Pour Cynthia 1 My poor child t” said Mm. Gibson, plaintively. 

“ What [she has exposed herself to by letting herself be oravpevhneded by 
that man 1 ” 

Hr. Gibson's *yes Hashed fire. But he kept hk lips tight dosed* opft 
said, « That man, indeed 1 ” ^te below hi* breath, * 
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Molly, tdo, bad been damped by an expression or two in her father's 
speech. “ Mere visits of ceremony ! n Was it so, indeed? A M mere 
visit of ceremony 1 ” Whatever it was, the call was paid before mi&y 
days were over. That he felt all the awkwardness of his position towards 
Mrs. Gibson — that he was in reality suffering pain all the time — was 
but too evident. to Molly ; but of course Mrs. Gibson saw nothing of this 
in her gratification at the proper respect paid to her by one whose 
name was already in the newspapers that chronicled his return, and 
about whom already Lord Cumnor and the Towers family had been 
making inquiry. 

Molly was sitting in her pretty white invalid's dress, half reading, half 
dreaming, for the June air was so dear and ambient, the garden so Ml of 
bloom, the trees so Ml of leaf, that reading by the open window was only 
a pretence at such a time ; besides which Mrs. Gibson continually inter- 
rupted her with remarks about the pattern of her worsted-work. It was 
after lunch — orthodox calling time, when Maria ushered in Mr. Roger 
Hamley. Molly started up ; and then stood shyly and quietly in her ' 
place while a bronzed, bearded, grave man came into the room, in whom 
she at first had to Beek for the merry boyish face she knew by heart only 
two years ago. But months in the climates in which Roger had been 
travelling age as much as years in more temperate districts. And constant 
thought and anxiety while in daily peril of life deepen the lines of 
character upon a face. Moreover, the circumstances that had of late 
affected him personally were not of a nature to make him either buoyant 
or cheerful. But his voice was the same ; that was the first point of the 
old friend Molly caught, when he addressed her in a tone far softer than 
he used in speaking conventional politenesses to her stepmother. 

“ I was so sorry to hear how ill you had been 1 You are looking 
but delicate!" letting his eyes rest upon her face with affectionate 
examination. Molly felt herself colour all over with the conscious- 
ness of his regard. To do something to put an end to it, she looked 
up, and showed him her beautiful soft grey eyes, which he never re- 
membered to have noticed before. She smiled at him as she blushed 
still deeper, and said,— 

w Oh ! Iam quite strong now to what I was. It would be a shame to 
be ill when everything is in its full summer beauty.” 

M I have heard ho# deeply we— I am indebted to you— my father ean 
hardly praise you— M 

u Please don't,” «4d Molly, the tears coming into her eyes in spfye^of 
herself, He seemed to understand her at once ; he went on as if speaking 
to Mrs. Gibson: “ Indeed my little sister-in-law is never weary of talking 
about Monsieur le Docteur, as die calls your husband I ” 

“I have not had die pleasure of making Mrs. Osborne Hamky’s ac- 
quaintance yet,” 'mid Mrs. Gibson, suddenly aware of a duty which might 
have been expected from h er, “and I must beg yon to apoiogi # ^ 
for my remksneei. But MoHy has been such a cam and anxiety 
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far, yon know, I look upon her quite as my own child — that I really have 
not gone anywherp. excepting to the Towers perhaps I should say, which 
is just like another home to me. And then I understood that Mrs. Osborns 
Hamley was thinking of returning to France before long ? Still it was 
v«y remiqs.” 

The littfe trap thus set for news of what might be going on in the 
Hamley family was quite successful. Roger answered her thus : — 

u t am sure Mrs. Osborne H#mley will be very glad to see any fiicnds 
of the family, as soon as she is a little stronger. I hope she will not go 
back to France at all. She is an orphan, and I trust we shall induce her 
to remain with xqy father. But at present nothing is arranged.” Then, 
as if glad to have got over his “ visit of ceremony/* he got up and took 
le^ve. When he was at the door he looked bac|r, having, as he thought, 
a word pore to Bay ; but hq quite forgot what it was, for he surprised 
Molly's intent gaze, and sudden confusion at discovery, and went away as 
soon as ha could. 

“ Poor Osborne was right 1 " said he. “ She has grown into delicate 
fragrant beauty just as he said she would : or is it the character which has 
formed hef face ? JToijr thq next time I enter these doors it wilt be to 
lean) my fate ! ” 

Mr. Gibson Rad told hi^ wife of Roger's desire to have a personal 
interview with Cynthip, rather with a view to hpr repeating what he said 
to her daughter. He did not see any exact necessity for this, it is true ; 
but he thopght that it might be advisable that she should know all the 
truth iq which |»he was concerned; and he told his wife this. But she 
took the affair into her own management, and, altRojigh |be apparently 
agreed with M T * Gibson, she never nampd the affiflr 1 9 pynjbja j all that 
die said tp her was — 

“ Ypnf old admirer, Roger Hamley, has come hope in a great hujry 
ip consequence of poor dear Osborne's unexpected decease. Re mupt 
have bepn rather surprised fq find tip fidoyr and her liftfp boy established 
at the l^all. lie cape tq cqll here thqptlpr day, pd pade himself really 
father agreeable, although hie manners arp not improypd by the society 
he has kept on his travels. Still I prophesy he will be cpnsfdcred as 
fashionable * lion,’ and perhaps the ypry nnco^fhn^ j a T a WPrinst 
my sense of refinement; mgy qrsp bepppf admire? # rtwWfl ^r^vpllef^ 
T^o^^intp jpofe^^ pl*fif", fo" 3 . 

than any other Englishman of the day, I suppose he hfff gfgfigl pn qli 

J IHF HIM pf wtyfiiPf lx 4& 0 * 

and ^m^scJ-htr a regular wanderer. Tour namtf was not menfco&ed. but 1 

Wfcw S* u»quir«4 yp fm {*#*»• 

“ then r aaid % ft *i A# HP W* I 

M that can't distur b her , or mak@ I# manmfifffaA h. imA £t's ail the 
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But* Cynthia, returned to Hollingford one Tuesday morning, and in 
answer to her mother's anxious inquiries on the subject, would only say 
that Mr. Henderson had not offered again. Why should he ? She had 
refused him once, and he did not know the reason of her refusal, at least 
one of the reasons. She did not know if she should have taken him if 
there had been no such person as Roger Hamfoy in the wodcL No 1 
Unde and /Hint Kirkpatrick had never heard* anything about Roger's 
offer, — nor haif her cousins. She had always declared her wish to keep 
it a secret, and she had not mentioned it to any one, whatever other 
people might have done." Underneath this light and careless vein there 
were other feelings ; but Mrs. GibBon was not one to probe beneath the 
surface. She had set her heart on Mr. Henderson's marrying Cynthia 
rery early in their acquaintance : and to know, firstly, that the same 
wish had entered into his head, and that Roger’s attachment to Cyn- 
thia, with its consequences, had been the obstacle; and secondly, that 
Cynthia herself with all the opportunities of propinquity that she 
had lately had, had foiled to provoke a repetition of the offer^— it 
was, as Mrs. Gibson said, “ enough to provoke a saint." All the 
rest of the day she alluded to Cynthia as a disappointing and un- 
grateful daughter ; Molly could not make out why, and resented it 
for Cynthia, until the latter said, bitterly, “ Never mind, Molly. Mamma 

is only vexed because Mr. because I have not come back an engaged 

young lady." 

44 Yes'; and I am sure you might have done, — there’s the ingratitude ! 
I am not so unjust as to want you to do what you can't do ! " said 
Mrs. Gibson, querulously. 

44 But where's the ingratitude, mamma ? I am very much tired, 
and perhaps that makes me stupid ; but I cannot see the ingratitude." 
Cynthia spoke very wearily, leaning her head back on the sofa-cushions, 
as if she did not much care to have an answer. 

44 Why, don’t you see we are doing all we can for you ; dressing you 
well, and sending you to London ; and when you might relieve us of the 
expense of all this, you don't.” 

41 No 1 Cynthia, I will speak," said Molly/ all crimson with indignation, 
and pushing away Cynthia's restraining hand. 44 1 am sure papa does not 
feel, and does not mind, any expense he incurs about his daughters. And 

I know quite well that he does not wish us to many, unless " 8he 

faltered and stopped. 

44 Unless what ? " ibid Mrs. Gibson, half-mocking. 

“Unless we love some on? very dearly indeed," mid Molly, in a low, 
firm tone. 

“Well, after this tirade— really rather indelicate, I must say— I have 
done. I will neither help nor hinder any love-affairs of yea two young 
Mies. In my days we were glad of the advioe of our elder**” And 
she left* the room to put into fulfilment m ides which had jisjt etyndk 
her: to write a confidential letter to Mrs Kirkpatrick, g fr ring 
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version of Cynthia's “unfortunate entanglement 11 and “delicate sense 
of honour, 11 and hints of her entire indifference to all the masculine 
portion of the world, Mr. Henderson being dexterously excluded from 
the categojy. 

“Oh, dear !** said Molly, throwing herself back in a choir, with a 
sigh of relief, as Mrs. Gibson left the room ; 44 how cross I do get since 
I have been ill. But 1 could n£t bear her to speak as if papa grudged 
you anything." 

“I am sure he does not, Molly. Tou need not defend him on my 
account. But I am Borry mamma still looks upon me as 44 an encum- 
brance, 11 as the advertisements in The Times always call us unfortunate 
children. But I have been an encumbrance to her all my life. I am 
getting very much into despair about everything, Molly. I shall try my 
luck in Russia. I have heard of a situation as English governess at 
Moscow, in a family owning whole provinces of land, and serfs by the 
hundred. I put off writing my letter till I came home ; I shall be as 
much out of the way there as if I was married. Oh, dear ! travelling all 
night is not good for the spirits. How is Mr. Preston ? 11 

“ Ob, he has taken Cumnor Grange, three miles away, and he never 
comes in to the Hollingford tea-parties now. I saw him once in the 
Btreet, but it’s a question which of us tried the hardest to get out of the 
other’s way. 11 

41 Tou’ve not said anything about Roger, yet. 11 

44 No ; I did not know if you would care to hear. He is very much 
older-looking ; quite a strong grown-up naan. And papa says he is 
much graver. Ask me any questions, if you want to know, but I have 
only seen him once. 11 m 

“ I was in hopes he would have left the neighbourhood by this time. 
Mamma said he was going to travel again. 11 

“ I can’t tell, 11 said Molly. 14 1 suppose you know, 11 she continued, 
but hesitating a little before she spoke, “ that he wishes to see you. 11 

44 No I I never heard. I wish he would have been satisfied with my 
letter. It was as decided as I could make it. If I say I won’t see him, I 
wonder if his will or mine will he the strongest ? 11 

44 His,* 1 said Molly. 44 But you must see him ; you owe it to him. 
He will never be satisfied without it.” 

44 Suppose he talks me round into resuming the engagement? I should 
only break it off again. 11 

44 Surely you can't be 4 talked round 1 if your mind Is made up. But 
perhaps it is not really, Cynthia t 11 asked she, with a little Wistful anxiety 
betraying itself in her face. 

44 It is quite made up. I am going to teach little Russian girls } and 
am never going to many nobody.* 1 

ic You are not serious, Cynthia. And yet it it a very sexiotul thing. 11 

But Cynthia f Out Into one of her wild rnnqda, and no more tmm or 
•enable meaning wee to be got out of her at the time * 
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CHAPTER LVI. 

“ Off with the Old Love, and on with the New/' 

The next morning saw Mrs. Gibson in a xnuoh more contented frame 
of migd. She had written and posted her letter/ 'and the next thing was 
to keep Cynthia in what she called a reasonable state, or, in other words, 
to try and cajjle her into docility. But it was so much labour lost 
Cynthia had already received a letter from Mr. Henderson before she came 
down to breakfast, — a declaration of love, a proposal of marriage as clear 
as words could make it ; together with an intimation that, unable to wait 
for the slow delays of the post, he was going to follow her down to 
Ilollmgford, and would arrive at the same time that she had 'done herself 
on the previous day. Cynthia said nothing about this letter to any one. 
She came late into the breakfast-room, after Mr. and Mrs. Gibson had 
finished the actual business of the meal ; but her unpunctuality was quite 
accounted for by the faot that she had been travelling all the night before. 
Molly was not as yet strong enough to get up so early. Cynthia hardly 
spoke, and did not touch her food. Mr. Gibson went about his daily 
business, and Cynthia and her mother were left alone. 

“ My dear,” said Mrs. Gibson, “ you are not eating your breakfast as 
you should do. I am afraid our mealB seem very plain and homely to you 
after those in Hyde Park Street ? ” 

“ No,” said Cynthia ; “lam not hungry, that’s all.” 

“ If we were as rich os your uncle, I should feel it to be both a fluty 
and a pleasure to keep au elegant table ; but limited means are a sad clog 
to one’s wishes. I don’t suppose that, work as he will, Mr. Gibson can 
earn more than he does at present ; while the capabilities of the law are 
boundless. Lord Chancellor ! Titles os well as fortune 1 ” 

Cynthia was almost too much absorbed in her own reflections to reply, 
but she did say, — 

“ Hundreds of briefless barristers. Take the other side, mamma.” 

“ Well ; but I have noticed that many of these have private fortunes.” 
“ Perhaps. Mamma, I expect Mr. Henderson will oome and call this 
morning.” 

44 Oh, my precious child ! But how do you know 7 My darling 
Cynthia, am I to congratulate you 7" 

44 No I I suppose I must tell yon. I have had a letter this morning 
from him, and he is coming down by the Umpire to-day.” 

44 But he has offered 7 He purely must mean to offer, at any rate 7” 
Cynthia played with her teaspoon before the replied; then she looked 
up, like one startled from a dread*, and. caught the echo of her mother's 
question. 

M Offered 1 yss, I suppose he has.” * 

“And you accept him 7» Say yes, Cynthia, and make me happy l* 

“I shan’t say yes to make any one happy eamapt myself and the 
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Russian scheme lias great charms for me.” She said this to plague her 
mother, and lessen Mrs. Gibson's exuberance of joy, it must be con- 
fessed; for her mind was pretty well made up. But it did not affect 
Mia. Gibson, who affixed even less truth to it than there really was. The 
»¥Mtdence in a new, strange country, among new, strange people, 
was not without allurement to Cynthia. 

“ You always look nice, dear ; but don’t you think you had better put 
OH that pretty lilac silk ? ” 

“ I shall not vary a thread or a shred from what I have got on now.” 

“ You dear wilful creature ! you know you always look lovely in 
whatever you put on.” So, kissing her daughter, Mrs. Gibson left the 
room, intent on the lunch which Bhould impress Mr. Henderson at once 
with an idea of family refinement 

. Cynthia went upstairs to Molly ; she mS* inclined to tell her about 
Mr. Henderson, but she found it impossible to introduce the subject 
naturally, so she left it to time to reveal the future as gradually as it 
might. Molly was tired with a bad night ; and her father, in his dying 
visit to his darling before going out, had advised her to stay upstairs for 
the greater part of the morning, and to keep quiet in her own room till 
after her early dinner, so Time had not a fair chance of telling her what 
he had in store in his budget. Mrs. Gibson sent an apology to Molly for 
not paying her her usual morning visit, and told Cynthia to give Mr. Hen- 
derson's probable coming as a reason for her occupation downstairs. But 
Cynthia did no such thing. She kissed Molly, and sate silently by her, 
holding her hand ; till at length she jumped up, and said, “ You shall be 
left alone now, little one. 1 want you to be very well and very bright 
this afternoon : so rest now.” And Cynthia left her, and went to her own 
room, locked the door, and began to think. 

Some one was thinking about her at the same time, and it was not 
Mr. Henderson. Roger had heard from Mr. Gibson that Cynthia had 
come home, and he was resolving to go to her at once, and have one 
strong, manly attempt to overcome the obstacles, whatever they might 
be— end of their nature he was not fully aware— that she had conjured 
up against the continuance of their relation to each other. He left his 
father — he left them all — and went off into the woods, to be alone until 
the time came when he might mount his horse and ride over to put his 
fate to the touch. He was as careful as ever not to interfere with the morn- 
ing hours that were tabooed to him of old ; but waiting was very hard 
work when he knew that she was so near, and the time so nets at hand. 

Yet he rode slowly, compelHng himself to quietness and JhstaM when 
he was once realty on the way to hast - 

“Mrs. Gibson aft home! Miss Kirkpatrick” ho ashed of tiff 
fervent, Maria, who opened the door. She was confused, but he did not 
ndfaeit * | 

“tfldnk*o$ lost not mm l W® pan waft opiate fth* dMrtng* 
nocML Iffisl fltferr is tiMra. 1 
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So be. went upstairs, all bis xTerves on one Retrain for the eomirg inter- 
view with Cynthia. It was eitbor a relief or a disappointment, be was 
not sure whioh, to find only Molly in the room. Molly, half lying on 
the conch in the bow- window which commanded the garden ; draped in 
soft white drapery, very white herself, and a laoed half-handkerchief tied 
over her head to save her from any ill effects of the air that blew in 
through the e£en window. He was so ready to> speak to Cynthia that he 
hardly knew win*, to*say to any one else. * 

“ I am afraid you are not so Well,” ho said to Molly, who sat up to 
receive him, and who suddenly began to tremble with emotion* 

41 1 am a little tired, that's all,” said she ; and then she was quite 
silent, hoping that hp might go, and yet -somehow wishing him to stay. 
But he took a chair and placed it near her, opposite to the window. He 
thought that surely Maria would tell Miss Kirkpatrick that she was 
wanted, and that at any moment he might hear her light quick footstep 
on the stairs. He thought he ought to talk, but he could not think of 
anything to say. The pink flush came out on Molly’s cheeks; once or 
twice 6he was on the point of speaking, but again she thought better of 
it ; and the pauses between their faint disjointed remarks became longer 
and longer. Suddenly, in one of these pauses, the merry murmur of 
distant happy voices in the garden came nearer and nearer ; Molly looked 
more and more uneasy and flushed, and in spite of herself kept watching 
Roger’s face. He could see over her into the garden. A sudden deep 
colour overspread him, as if hiB heart had sent its blood out coursing at 
full gallop. Cynthia and Mr. Henderson had come in sight ; he eagerly 
talking to her ob he bent forward to look into her face ; die, her looks half 
averted in pretty diyness, was evidently coquetting about some flowers, 
which she either would not give, or would not take. Just then, for the 
lovers had emerged from the shrubbery into comparatively public life, 
Maria was seen approaching; apparently she had feminine tact enough 
to induce Cynthia to leave her present admirer, and go a few steps to meet 
her to receive the whispered message that Mr. Roger Hamley was there, 
and wished to speak to her. Roger could see her startled gesture , she 
turned back to say something to Mr. Henderson before i timing Wards * 
the house. Now Roger spoke to Molly — spoke hurriedly, afcolre hefcrsely. 

“ Molly, tell me ! It is too late for me to speak to Cynthia ? I came 
on purpose. Who is tha'Jj man ? ” 

“ Mr. Henderson. He only came to-day— but now he if her accepted 
low. Ofi, Roger, forgive me the pain l " 

«'TeIl her I hate been, and am gone. Send out word to her. Don't 
let her he intqrtuW " 

And Roger ran downstairs at full speed, and Molly heard the pas- 
sionate dang of the outer door. He had hardly left the house before 
Cynthia entered the room, pals and resolute. 

« Where is her" dm fdd> locking around* as if he might yet he 
hidden. * 
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44 Gone 1 " said Molly, very faint 

41 Gone. Oh, what a relief ! It seems to be my fate never to be off 
with the old lover before I am on with the new, and yet I did write aa 
decidedly as I could. Why, Molly, what’s the matter? " for now Molly 
had fainted away utterly. Cynthia flew to the bell, summoned Maria, 
water, salts, wine, anything; and as soon as Molly, gasping and miserable, 
became conscious again, she wrote 6 little pencil-note to Mr. Henderson, 
bidding him return to the George, whence he had come in the morning, 
and saying that if he obeyed her at once, he might be allowed to 
again in the evening, otherwise she would not see him till the next da 
This she sent down by Maria, and the unlucky man never believed bi 
that it was Miss Gibson’s sudden indisposition in the first instance thi 
had deprived him of his charmer’s company. He comforted himself for tl 
long solitary afternoon by writing to tell att his friends of his happinee 
and amongst them uncle and aunt Kirkpatrick, who received his letter 1: 
the same post as that discreet epistle of Mrs. Gibson’s, which she he 
carefully arranged to reveal as much os she wished, and no more. 

“ Was he very terrible ? ” asked Cynthia, as she sate with Molly in 
the stillness of Mrs. Gibson’s dressing-room. 

Oh, Cynthia, it was such pain to see him, he suffered so 1 ” 

41 1 don’t like people of deep feelings,’’ said Cynthia, pouting. 44 They 
don't suit me. Why could not he let me go without this fuss. I’m not 
worth his oaring for 1 ” 

44 You have the happy gift of making people love you. Remember 
Mr. Preston, — he too would not give up hope.” 

44 Now I won’t have you classing Roger Hamley and Mr. Preston 
together in the same sentence. One was as much too bod for me, as the 
other is too good. Now I hope that man in the garden is the juste 
milieu , — Fm that myself, for I don’t think I’m vicious, and I know I’m 
not virtuous.” 

44 Do you really like him enough to marry him?” asked Molly 
earnestly. 44 Do think, Cynthia. It won’t do to go on throwing your 
lovers off ; you give pain that I am sure you do not mean to do,— that 
you cannot understand.” 

44 Perhaps I can’t I’m not offended. I never set up for what 1 am 
not, and I know Pm not constant. I have told Mr. Hendereon so—” 
Sho stopped, blushing and smiling at the recollection. 

44 You have 1 and what did he say ? ” 

“That he liked me just as 1 was; so you see he’s fairly warned. 
Only he is a little afraid, I suppose, — for he wants md to b#taarried ve*y 
soon, almost directly in fact But I don't know if I shall give way,— 
you hardly saw him, Molly,— but he’s homing again to-night, and mind, 
I’ll never forgive you if you don’t* think him vexy charming. I believe I 
cared to him when he offered all those months ago, but I tried to think 
1 didn't ; only sometimes I really was so unhappy, I thought I tens* put 
Wtoa-ban 4 round my heart to keep it from breaking, like the Paithfal 
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John of the German story, — do you remember, Molly ? — Low when hie 
master came to his crown and his fortune, and his lady-lore, After innume- 
rable trials and disgraces, and was driving away from the church where 
he'd been married in a coach and six, with Faithful John behind, the 
happy couplo heard three great cracks in succession, and on inquiring, 
they were the iron-bands round his heait, that Faithftd John had w$m 
all during the time of his master's tabulation, to keep it from breaking,” 
In the evening Mr. Henderson came. Molly had been very curious 
to see him ; and when she saw him she was not sure whether she liked 
him or not. He was handsome, without being conceited ; gentlemanly, 
without being foolishly fine. He talked easily, and never said a silly 
thing. He was perfectly well-appointed, yet never seemed to have given 
a thought to his dress. He was good tempered and kind ; not without 
some of the cheerful flippancy of repartee which belonged to his age and 
profession, and which his age and profession are apt to take for wit. But 
he wanted something in Molly's eyes, at any rate, in this first interview, 
and in her heart of hearts she thought him rather commonplace. But of 
course she said nothing of this to Cynthia, who was evidently as happy 88 
she could be. Mrs. Gibson, too, was in the seventh heaven of ecstasy, 
and spoke but little ; but what she did Bay, expressed the highest senti- 
ments in the finest language. Mr. Gibson was not with them for long, 
but while he was there he was evidently studying the unconsoioua 
Mr. Henderson with his dark penetrating eyes. Mr. Henderson behaved 
exactly as he ought to have done to everybody ; respectful to Mr. Gibson, 
deferential to Mrs. Gibson, friendly to Molly, devoted to Cynthia. The 
next time Mr. Gibson found Molly alone, he began, — 

“ Well ! and how do you like the new relation that is to be ? ” 

“ It is difficult to say. I think he is very nice in all his bits, bat — 
rather dull on the whole.” 

“ I think him perfection,” said Mr. Gibson, to Molly's surprise ; but 
in an instant afterwards she saw that he had been speaking ironically. 
He went on. “I don't wonder she preferred him to Roger Hamley. 
Such scents 1 such gloves 1 And then his hair and his cravat ! ” 

44 Now, papa, you are not fair. He is a great deal more than that 
One could see that hd had very good feeling ; and he is very handsome, 
and very much attached to her.” 

“ So was Roger, however, I must confess I shall only be too glad to 
have her married. She is a girl who will always have some love-affair on 
hand, and will always be apt to slip through a man's fingere if he does 

nk look sharp; as I was saying to Roger ” 

M You h*ye seen him, then, since he was here ? ” 

44 Met him in the street” 

44 How was he ? " 

44 1 don’t suppose he had been going through the pleassnteri; thing in 
the world ; but hell get over it before kam. ? Be spoke with sense *nd 
swngntion, and did not aay much about but one could eee the! he 
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was feeling it pretty sharply. He's had three months to think it over, 
remember. The squire, I should guess, is showing more indignation. He 
is boiling over, that any one should reject his son ! The enormity of the 
sin never seems to have been apparent to him till now, when he sees 
how Hflgpr is affected by it. Indeed, with the exception of myself, I 
don't knOW one reasonable father ; eh, Molly ? ” 

Whatever else Mr. Henderson might be, he was an impatient lover ; 
he f^ted to many Cynthia directly — next week — the week after. At 
any rate before the long vacation, so that they could go abroad at 
once. Trousseaux, and preliminary ceremonies, he gave to the winds. 
Mr. Gibson, generous as usual, called Cynthia aside a morning or two 
after her engagement, and put a hundred-pound note into her hands. 

“ There 1 that’s to pay your expenses to Russia and back. I hope 
you’ll find your pupils obedient.” 

To his surprise, and rather to his discomfiture, Cynthia threw her 
arms round his neck and kissed him. 

“ You arc the kindest person I know,” said she ; “ and I don’t know 
how to thank you in words.” 

“ If you tumble my shirt-collars again in that way, I’ll charge you for 
the washing. Just now, too, when I’m trying so hard to be trim and 
elegant, like your Mr. Henderson.” 

“ But you do like him, don’t you ? ” said Cynthia, pleadingly. “ lie 
does so like you.” 

“ Qf course. We are all angels just now, and you are an arch-angel. 
I hope he’ll wear as well as Roger.” 

Cynthia looked grave. “ That was a very silly affair,” she said. “ We 
were two as unsuitable people 

11 Jt has ended, and that’s enough. Besides, I’ve no more time to 
waste ; and there is your smart young man coming here in all haste.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Kirkpatrick sent all manner of congratulations ; and 
Mrs. Gibson, in a private letter, assured Mrs Kirkpatrick that her ill-timed 
confidence about Roger should be considered as* quite private. For as soon 
aB Mr. Henderson had made his appearance in Hollingford, she had written 
a second letter, entreating them npt to allude to anything she might have 
said in her first ; which she said was written in such excitement on dis- 
covering the real state of her daughter’s affections, that she had hardly 
known what she had said, and had exaggerated sonp things, and misunder- 
stood others ; ail that a)p did know now yag, that Mr. Henderson had 
just proposed to Cynthia, and w#f, accepted, and that (hay wo as happy 
as the day was long, and (“excuse the vanity of a mother,”) Shade a moat 
lovely couple. So Mr. and Mss. Wrispatriok wrote back an equally 
agreeable letter, praising Mr. Henderson^ admiring Cynthia, and generally 
congratulatory ; insisting into the hatgffiu that the marriage should take 
place Mm the&h«awm%4e **** Street, and that Mr ♦ epd lb* Gibson 
and Molly should ett cons* up and pay them a vwU. T km waMiittte 
pmMpt * 4* end, ypu do npt warn ft* tiMfte IMwfcfc 
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Haudey, *about whose discoveries all our scientific men arc so much 
excited. You speak of him as a young Hamley, who went to Africa. 
Answer this question, pray, for Helen is moist anxious to know. 11 This 
F.S. being in Helen's handwriting. In her exultation at the general 
success of everything, and desire for sympathy, Mrs. Gibson read parts of 
this letter to Molly; the postscript among the rest It made a deeper 
impression on Molly than even the proposed kindness of the Visit to 
London. 

There were some family consultations ; but the .end of them all was 
that the Kirkpatrick invitation was accepted. There were many email 
reasons for this, which were ppenly acknowledged ; but there was one 
general and unspoken wish to have the ceremony performed put of the 
immediate neighbourhood of the two men whom Cynthia had previously 
rejected ; that was the word now to be applied to her treatment of them.. 
So Molly was ordered and enjoined and entreated to become strong as 
soon as possible, in order that her health might not prevent her attending 
the marriage. Mr. Gibson himself, though he thought it liis duty to 
damp tlio excellent anticipations of his wife and her daughter, being not at 
all averse to the prospect of going to London, and seeing half-a-dozen old 
friends, and many scientific exhibitions, independently of the very fair 
amount of liking which he had for his host, Mr. Kirkpatrick himself. 


CHAPTER, LVII. 

Bridal Visits and Adieux. 

Toe whole town of Hollingford came to congratulate and inquire into 
particulars. Some indeed — Mrs. Goodenough at the head of this class of 
malcontents — thought that they were defrauded of their right to a fine 
show by Cynthia's being married in London. Eyen Lady Cumnor was 
moved into action. She, who had hardly ever paid calls “ out of her own 
sphere," who had only once been to see “ Clare " in her own house — she 
came to congratulate after her fashion. Maria had only just time to run 
up into the drawing-room, one morning, and say,— 

“ Please, ma'am, the great carriage from the Towers is oo pafpg up to 
the gate, and my lady the Countess is sitting inside." It waa but eleven 
o'clock, and Mrs. Gibson would have been indignant at any commoner 
whqhad ventured to a# a* «peh an untimely hour, but in the case of 
the Peerage the rules of domestic morality were relaxed. 

The family “ stqod at arms,” as it y ere, till Lady Cumnor appeared In 
the drawing-room ; anct&en she had tp bo settled in tbe best chair, end 
the light adjusted before anything like conversation began. She ires foe 
first t» fps* r end ***7 Harriet, who had begun a &w Words tp Ifrjty, 
dropped into silence. 

*1 bee* beg* taking u&j—Wt 
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this new line between Birmingham and London, and I thought I would 
come on here, and offer you my congratulations. Clare, which is the 
young lady ? "—putting up her glasses, and looking at Cynthia and Molly* 
who were dressed pretty much alike. “ I did not think it would be amiss 
to gigs yoq a little advice, my dear, 11 said die, when Cynthia had been 
properly pointed out to her as bride elect. “ I have heard a good deal about 
you ; and I am only too glad, for your mother’s sake, — your mother is 
a very worthy woman, and did her duty very well while she was in our 
family — I am truly rejoiced, I say, to hear that you are going to make so 
creditable a marriage. I hope it will efface your former errors of conduct 
— which, we will hope, were but trivial in reality — and that you will live 
to be a comfort to your mother, — for whom both Lord Cumnor and I 
entertain a very sincere regard. But you must conduct yourself with 
discretion in whatever state of life it pleases God to place you, whether 
married or single. Tou must reverence your husband, and conform t c 
his opinion iu all things. Look up to him as your head, and do nothing ' 
without consulting him." — It was as well that Lord Cumnor was not 
amongBt the audience ; or he might have compared precept with practice. 
— 44 Keep strict accounts ; and remember your station in life. I under- 
stand that Mr. ” looking about for some help as to the name she had 

forgotten — "Henderson — Henderson is in the law. Although there is 
a general prejudice against attorneys, I have known of two or three who 
are very respectable men ; and I am sure Mr. Henderson is one, or your 
good mother and our old friend Gibson would not have sanctioned the 
engagement." 

44 He is a barrister," put in Cynthia, unable to restrain herself any 
longer. 41 Barrister-at-law." 

41 Ah, yes. Attomey-at-law. Barrister-at-law. I understand without 
your speaking bo loud, my dear. What was I going to say before you 
interrupted me ? When you have been a little in society you will find 
that it is reckoned bad manners to interrupt. I had a great deal more to 
aay to you, and you have put it all out of my head. There was some- 
thing else your father wanted me to ask — what was it, Harriet ? " ' 

44 1 suppose you mean about Mr. Ilamley 1 ” 

44 Oh, yes I we are intending to have the house full of Lord Holling- 
ford’s friends next month, and Lord Cumnor is particularly anxious to 
secure Mr. Hamley." 

44 The squire ? ” asked Mrs. Gibson in some surprise. Lady Cumnor 
bowed slightly, as much as to say, 44 If you did not internet me I should 
explain." 

44 The famous traveller — the scientific Mr. Hamley, I mean. I imagine 
he is son to the squire. Lord HoUmgfbrd knows him well ; but when we 
asked him before, he declined coming, and assigned no reason." 

Had Roger indeed been asked to the Towers and dedihed ? Mrs. Gibson 
could dot understand it Lady Cumnor went on— 

44 How this time we axe particularly anxious to secure him, and my sou 
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Lord Hollingford will not return to England until the very week before the 
Duke of Atheratdhe is coming to us. I believe Mr. GibBon ia very intimate 
with Mr. llamley j do you think ho could induce him to favour us with 
Lis company ? ” 

And this from the proud Lady Cumnor ; and the object of it Boger 
llamley , whom she had all but turned out of her drawing-room two yeais 
ago for calling at an untimely hour , and whom Cynthia had turned out 
of her heart. Mrs. Gibson was surprised, and could only murmur out 
that she was sure Mr. Gibson would do all that her ladyship wished. 

“ Thank you. You know me well enough to be aware that I am not 
the person, nor is the Towers the house, to go about soliciting guests. 
But in this instance I bend my head ; high rank should always be the 
first to honour* those who have distinguished themselves by art or science.” 

“ Besides, mamma,” said Lady Harriet, “ papa was saying that the 
Hamleys have been ou their land since before the Conquest ; while we only 
came into the country a century ago ; and there is a tale that the first 
Cumnor began his fortune through selling tobacco in King James’s reign.” 

If Lady Cumnor did not exactly shift her trumpet and take snuff there 
on the spot, she behaved in an equivalent manner. She began a low- 
toned but nevertheless authoritative conversation with Clare about the 
details of the wedding, which lasted until she thought it fit to go, when she 
abruptly plucked Lady Harriet up, and carried her off in the very midst 
of a description she was giving to Cynthia about the delights of Spa, 
which was to be one of the resting-places of the newly-married couple on 
their wedding-tour. 

Nevertheless she prepared a handsome present for the bride : a Bible 
and a Prayer-book bound in velvet with siHer-clasps ; and also a col- 
lection of household account-books, at the beginning of which Lady 
Cumnor wrote down with her own hand the proper weekly allowance of 
bread, butter, eggs, meat, and groceries per head, with the London prices 
of the articles, so that the most inexperienced housekeeper might ascertain 
if her expenditure exceeded ljer means, as she expressed herself in the 
note which she sent with the handsome, dull present. 

14 If you are driving into Hollingford, Harriet, perhaps you will take 
these books to Miss Kirkpatrick, 11 said Lady Cumnor, after die had sealed 
her note with all the straitness and correctness befitting a countess of 
her immaculate character. 44 1 understand they are all going up to 
London to-morrow for this wedding, in spite of what 1 said to Clare of the 
Half of being married in one’s own parish-church. She told me at the 
time that she entirely agreed with me, but that her husband had such a 
Strong wish to a visit to London, that she did not knowhow she could 
oppose him consistently with her wifely duty. I advised her to mjptefc 
to him my reasons for thinking that they would be ill-advised to hate &• 
marriage in town ^but lam afraid she bee been overruled. That met 
her one greet fault when she lived with us; die was always*© 
and never knew how to say 4 No/" 
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“ Mamma ! ” said L^dy Harriet, with a little sly coaxing in her tone. 
“Do yon think you would have been so fond of her, i&she had opposed 
yon. and said 4 No,’ when you wished her to say ‘ Tea ? "’ 

“ To be sore I should, my dear. I like everybody to have an opinion 
of their own; only when my opinions are based on thought and ex- 
perience, which few people have had equal opportunities of acquiring, I 
think it is but proper deference in others to allow themselves to be con- 
vinced. hi fact, I think it is only obstinacy which keeps them from 
acknowledging that they are. I am not a despot) I hope ? ” she asked, 
with some anxiety. 

“ If you are, dear mamma,” said Lady Harriet, kissing the stern up- 
lifted face very fondly, “ I like a despotism better than a republic, and I 
must be very despotic over my ponies, for it is already getting veiy late 
for mj drive round by Ash -holt.” 

But when she arrived at the Gibsons’, she was detained so long there 
by (ho state of the family, that she had to give up her going to Ash-hoft. « 

Molly was sitting in the drawing-room pale and trembling, and keep- 
ing homolf quiet only by a strong effort. She was the only person there 
when Lady Harriet entered ; the room was all in disorder, strewed with 
presents and paper, and pasteboard boxes, and half-displayed articles of 
fineiy. 

“ You look like Marius sitting gmidst the ruins of Carthage, my dear ! 
What’s the matter ? Why have yop got on that wobegone face f This 
marriage is not broken off, is it ? Though nothing would surprise me 
where the beautiful Cynthia iB concerned.” 

“ Oh, no 1 that’s aU right. But I have caught a fr$sh $pld> And papa 
says he thinks I had better not go to the wedding.” 

Poor littlp one 1 And it’s the first vjsit to fondon too 1 ” 

“ Yes. But what I most care for is the not being with Cynthia to the 
l§s(i; and then, papa” — she stopped^ for she cobid hardly go on without 
qgflfy fgpd 4id not want to do that. Then she cleared her voice. 

“Papal” ffie cpntmupd, “has so looked forward to this holiday, — and 
seeing — and—, and goipg — oh ! J can’t tety^oq yhere ; but be has quite a 
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“Iw *w Molly is as sorry as any one/’ said Harriot. 

tf Vo. I don’t tbipk she is,” said Mrs. Gibsop, with happy dis- 
regard of the chronology of events, “ or she wpuld not have sate with her 
b#ck to an open window the day before yesterday, when J told her not. 
But it can’t be helped now. F*j>s too — but it is my duty tp inake the 
best of everything, and look at the' cheerful side of life. I wish I could 
persuade her to do the same ” (turning and addressing Lady Harriet). 
“ But ypu see it is % great mortification to a girl of her age fo left? her first 
visit to London.” * 

“ It is not that,” began Molly ; bu fc Lady Harriet made her a little 
sign tp be silent while she herself spoke. 

“Npw, Clara 1 you and I can manage it all, I think, if yon will but 
help me in a plan I havo got in my head. Mr. Gibson shall stay as long af 
ever ho can in London ; and^Molly shall be well cared for, am} hays 
some phange of air apd scene too, which is really what she needs as much 
as anything, in my poor opinion. I can’t Bpirit her to the wedding and 
give her a sight of London ; but I can carry her off to the Towers, 
and invite her myself; anfi Bend daily bulletins up to London, so that 
Mr. Gibson may feel quite pt ease, and stay with you as long as you like. 
What do you say to it, Clare ? ” 

“ Qh, J could not go,” said J^y | “ { shpujd puly be a trouble to 
everybody.” 

“ Nobody asked you for your opinion, little one. If we wise elders 
decide that you are to go, you must submit in silence.” 


Meanwhile M*»- Gibson was rqpidly balancing advantages and dis- 
advantages. Ampngst the latter, jpalopsy cqme ip predominant. Amongst 
the former, — it would Bound well ; Maria pould then accompany Cynthia 
and herself as “ their maid,” — Mr. Gibson would stay longer with bet, apd 
it was always desirable to have a map at her h^ok and call in such a 
place as Londons besides that, this identical »an was gentlemanly and 
good-looking, and a fovoufifo with her prosperous brpther-in-law. The 
ayes had it. 


“ What a charming plan 1 l pauppt think of anything kinder or 
pleasant for this poor doling. Op|y-^whaf wi}l Lady Cmnnojr ? J 
am modest for W fondly as much a# for ffiyfelf,” she CQnt m qsd. 

Ypu ban* mwnma> sense pf hotptflity » never more gretifojd 
when the house » quite foil* and papa if just like her. Befjdef fi$ fo 
fond of you, and gratefttf to our good Mr. Gibson, and 1^4 be fopd pf 
yoq, Bide we, fhen she knewa ypu as I do.” 

«*WI of torfStaft # fatf neve* eve» m th* m&u 
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her lips quivered from time to time. Oh, if Mias Brownings had not chosen 
this very time of all others to pay their monthly visit to Mias Hornblower ! 
if she could only have gone there, and lived with them in their quaint, 
quiet, primitive way, instead of having to listen, without remonstrance, to 
hearing plans discussed about her, as if she was an inanimate chattel. 

“ She Bhall have the south pink room, opening out of mine by one 
door, you remember ; and the dressing-room shall be made into a cozy 
little sitting-room for her, in case die like? to be by herself. Parkes shall 
attend upon her, and 1 am sure Mr. Gibson must know Parkes's powers os 
a nurse by this time. We shall liave all manner of agreeable people in the 
house to amuse her downstairs ; and when she has got rid of this access 
of cold, I will drive her out every day, and write daily bulletins, as I said. 
Pray tell Mr. Gibson all that, and let it be considered aB settled. I will 
come for her in the close carriage to-morg)w, at eleven. And now may 
I see the lovely bride elect, and give her mamma's present, and my Owg. 
good wishes ? 11 

So Cynthia came in, and demurely received the very proper present, 
and the equally coveted congratulations, without testifying any very great 
delight or gratitude at either ; for she was quite quick enough to detect 
there was no great afflux of affection accompanying either. But when she 
heard her mother quickly recapitulating all the details of the plan for 
Molly, Cynthia's eyes did sparkle with gladness ; and almost^to Lady 
Harriet’s surprise, she thanked her as if she had conferred a personal 
favour upon her, Cynthia. Lady Harriet saw, too, that in a very quiet 
way, ahe had taken Molly's hand, and was holding it all the time, as 
if loth to think of their approaching separation — somehow, she and Lady 
Harriet were brought nearer together by this little action than they had 
ever been before. 

Molly had hoped that her father might have raised some obstacles to 
the project : she was disappointed. But, indeed, she did not when she 
perceived how he seemed to feel that, by placing her under the care of 
Lady Harriet and Parkes, he should be relieved from anxiety ; and now 
he spoke of this change of air and scene as being the very thing he had 
been wishing to secure for her : country air, and absence of excitement as 
this would be ; for the only other place where he oould have secured her 
these "advantages, and at the same time sent her as an invalid, was to 
Hamley Hall; and he dreaded the associations there with the beginning of 
her present illness. 

So Molly was driven off ih state the next day, leaving her own home 
all in confusion with the assemblage of boxes and trunk* ’in the ball , and 
all the other symptoms of the approaching departure of the finally fixr 
London and the Wedding, All the morning Cynthia had ben with her 
in hpr root*, attending to the arrangement of Molly’s doth*, iafirocting 
her whet to wear with what, and rejoicing over the pwttylfcnaaBtosises, 
Which, having been prepared for herns bridesmaid, Were new to mw**i 
adornments ftr her visit to the Towoa, Both 
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about dress ae if it was the very object of their lives ; for each dreaded 
v.he introduction of more serious subjects ; Cynthia more for Molly than 
herself. Only when the carriage was announced, and Molly was pre- 
paring to go downstairs, Cynthia said,— 

“ 1 am not going to thank you, Molly, or to tell you how I love 
you.” 

“ Don’t,” said Molly, “ I can’t bear it.” 

“ Only you know you’re to be my first visitor, and if you wear brown 
ribbons to a green gown, I’ll turn you out of the house ! ” So they parted. 
Mr. Gibson was there in the hall to hand Molly in. He had ridden hard ; 
and was now giving her two or three last injunctions as to her health. 

“ Think of us on Thursday,” said he. ** I declare I don’t know which 
of her three lovers she may not summon at the very last moment to act 
the part of bridegroom. I’m determined to be surprised at nothing ; and 
will give her away with a good grace to whoever comes.” 

They drove away, and until they were out of sight of the house, 
Molly had enough to do to keep returning the kisses of the hand wafted 
to her by her stepmother out of the drawing-room window, while at the 
same time her eyes were fixed on a white handkerchief fluttering out of 
the attic from which she herself had watched Roger’s departure nearly 
two years before. What changes time had brought 1 

When Molly arrived at the Towers she was convoyed into Lady 
Cumnor’s presence by Lady Harriet. It was a mark of respect to the 
lady of the house, which the latter knew that her mother would expect ; 
but riie was anxious to get it over, and take Molly up into the room which 
she had been so busy in arranging for her. Lady Cumnor was, however, 
very kind, if not positively gracious. 

“ You are Lady Harriet’s visitor, my dear,” said she, “ and I hope riie 
will take good care of you. If not, come and complain of her to me.” 
It was as near an approach to a joke as Lady Cumnor ever perpetrated, 
and from it Lady Harriet knew that her mother was pleased by Molly’s 
manners and appearance. 

“Now, here you are in your own kingdom; and into this room I 
shan’t venture to come without express permission. Here is the last 
new Quarterly, and the last new novel, and the last new essay. Now, my 
dear, you need not come down again to-day unless you like it Parkes 
shall bring you everything and anything you want You must get 
strong as fast as you can* for all sorts of great and famous people are 
oom% to-morrow and the next day, and I think you’ll like to see them. 
Suppoee ibr fekday you only come down to lunch, and if you Hke it, in 
the evening. Dinner is such a wearily long meal, if one is not strong? 
and you would not miss much, for there is only my oousin Charles in the 
house flow, and he is the personification of sensible silence.” 

Molly was only too glad to allow Lady Harriet to deckle everything 
Ibr her. It had begun to nun, and was, altogether, a gloomy day ft* 
.August; and there was a small fire of aoeoted wood burm^ebeerih%k 
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tike Sitting-room appropriated to her. High up, it commanded & Wide Mud 
plefcsaiit view over the park, and from it could be keen the spire of Hdl- 
lingferd Church, which gave Molly a pleasant idea of neighbourhood to 
home. She was left alone, lying on the fiofh — books neat her, wood 
crackling and blazing, wafts df wind bringing the beating rain against the 
window, and so enhancing the sense of indoor comfort by the outdoor 
contrast. Porkes was unpacking for her. Lady Harriet had introduced 
IParkeB to Molly by saying, ** Now, Molly, this is Mrs. Pafrkes, the only person 
I ever am afraid of. She Bcolds me if I dirty myself with my paints, jtidt as 
if 1 was a little child ; and she makes me go tcT bed wheU 1 want to lit dp/' 
— Porkes was smiling grimly fell the time ; — “ so to get Hd of her tyranny I 
give her vou as victim. Parkes, rule over Miss Gibson with a rod of 
iron ; make her eat and drink, and rest and sleep, and dress as ybtt think 
wisest and best." 

Parkes had begun her reign by putting Molly on the sofa, hnd sfcyftig, 
“ If you will give me your keys, Miss, 1 will unpack your things, and let 
you know when it is time for me to arrange your hair, preparatory to 
luncheon." For if Lady Harriet used familiar colloquialisms from time to 
time, she certainly had not learnt it from Varies, who piqued herself on 
the correctness of her language. ^ 

When Molly went down to lunch she found “ cousin Charles," with his 
Aunt, Lady CUmnor.’ He was a certain &r Charles Merton, the son of 
Lady Cumnor’s only Bister : a plain, Bandy-haired man of thirty-five or 
so ; immensely rich, very sensible, awkward, and reserved. He had had a 
chronic attachment, of many years’ standing, to his cousin, Lady Harriet, 
who did not care for him in the least, although it was the marriage very 
earnestly desired for her by her mother. Lady Harriet was, however, on 
friendly terms with him, ordered him about, and told him what to do, and 
what to leave undone, without having even a doubt as to the willingness 
of his obedience, fehe had given him his cue about Molly. 

Now, Charles, the girl wants to be interested and amused without 
having to take any trouble for herself ; she is too delicate to he very pefive 
either in mind or body, dust look after her when the house gets mil. and 
place her where she can near and she everything and everybody, without 
fcny fuss and responsibility.” 

$o Sir Charles began this day at luncheon by taking Molly under his 
quiet protection. He did dot say much to her ; but what he did say ftas 
thoroughly friendly and sympathetic j and Molly begin, as he ina Lady 


him. Then in tha evening while ih&fftst of the fiutuly wen 
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Sreabl ever since ter childhood. At the further end sat Lady Ciifadnor at 
her tapestry work ; the light of fire and cdndle seemed all concentrated on 
that one bright part where presently Lady Harriet made tea. and Lord 
Cumnor went to deep, and Sir Charles read passages aloud from the 
Edinburgh Review to the three ladies at their work. 

When Molly went to bed she was constrained to admit that staying 
at the Towers as a visitor was rather pleasant than otherwise ; and she 
tried to reconcile old impressions with nett ones, until did fell asleep. 
There was another comparatively quiet day before the expected guestB 
began to arrive in the evening. Lady Harriet took Molly a drive in her 
little pony-carriage ; and for the first time for many weeks Molly began 
to feel tbe delightful spring of returning health ; the dafice of youthful 
spirits in the fresh air cleared by the previous day's rain. 


CHAPTER LVIH. 

Reviving Hopes and Brightening Prospects. 

“Ip you can without fatigue, dear, do come down to dinner to-day; 
you'll then see the people one hy one as they appear, instead of having to 
encounter * crowd of Btrongers. Hollingford will be here too. I hope 
you’ll find it pleasant.” 

So Holly mode her appearance at dinner that day ; and got to know, 
by sight at least, some of the most 'distinguished of the visitors at the 
Toweta. The next day was Thursday. Cynthia’s wedding-day ; bright 
and fine in the country, whatever it might be in London. And there were 
several letters from the home-people awaiting Holly when she came down- 
stairs to the late breakfast. For every day, every hour, she was gaming 
strength and health, and she was unwilling to continue her invalid hahits 
any longer than was necessary. She looked so much better that Sir 
Charles noticed it to Lady Harriet; and several of the viators spoke of 
her this morning as a very pretty, lady-like, and graceful girl. This was 
Thursday; on Friday, as Lady Harriet had told her, some visitors Aom 
the more immediate neighbourhood were expected to star over tbe Sunday ; 
hot she had not mentioned their names, and when Holly went down into 
tbe drawing-room befote dinner, she was almost startled by perceiving 
^ojfer Haxnky in the otetre of a group of gentlemen, who were all tel 
together eagerly, and, as it seemed to her* making him the object fcf i 
attention. Vo node a hit# in hie conversation, lost the precise me* 
of » <p»#kai rfirereed to him, it nrtfcer Wily, «od Wa bfe 

yreriowboraMolly waa rit$n& MnaS lady Saniat. 

baud tin* .be Maying at lb a Tower* but ha «aa aim* ta amob 
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dressed, her delicate complexion flushed a little with timidity, yet her 
movements and manners bespeaking quiet ease, Roger hardly recog- 
nised her, although he acknowledged her identity. He began to feel that 
admiring deference which most young men experience when conversing 
with a very pretty girl : a sort of desire to obtain her good opinion in a 
manner very different to his old familiar friendliness. He was annoyed 
when Sir Charles, whose especial charge she still was, came up to take her 
iu to dinner. He could not quite understand the smile of mutual intelli- 
gence that passed between the two, each being aware of Lady Harriet's 
plan of sheltering Molly from the necessity of talking, and acting in 
conformity with her wishes ns much as with their own. Roger found 
himself puzzling, and watching them from time to time during dinner. 
Again in the evening he sought her out, but found her again pre-occupied 
with one of the young men staying in the house, who had had the 
advantage of two days of mutual interest, and acquaintance with Ac 
daily events and jokes and anxieties of the family-circle. Molly could 
not help wishing to break off all this trivial talk and to make room for 
Roger : she had so much to ask him about everything at the Hall ; lie 
Tfas, and had been such a stranger to them all for these lost two months, 
and more. But though each wanted to speak to the other more than to 
any one else in the room, it so happened that everything seemed to conspire 
to prevent it. Lord Hollingfoprd carried off Roger to the clatter of middle- 
aged men; he was wanted to give his opinion upon some scientific subject. 
Mr. Ernest Watson, the young man referred to ^ above, kept his place 
by Molly, as the prettiest girl in the room, and almost dazed her by his 
never-ceasing flow of clever small-talk. She looked so tired and pale at 
last that the ever-watchful Lady Harriet sent Sir Charles to the rescue, 
and after a few words with Lady Harriet, Roger saw Molly quietly leave 
the room ; and a sentence or two which he heard Lady Harriet address to 
her cousin made him know that it was for the night Those sentences 
might, bear another interpretation to the obvious one, 

" Really, Charles, considering that she is in your charge, I think you 
might have saved her from the chatter and patter of Mr. Watson ; I can 
only stand it when I am in the strongest health." 

Why was Molly in Sir Charles 4 charge ? why ? Then Roger remem- 
bered many little things that might serve to confirm the fancy he had got 
into his head ; and he went to bed puzzled and annoyed. It seemed to 
him such an incongruous, hastily-got-up sort of engagement, if engagement 
it really was. On Saturday they were more fortunate ;**they had a long 
tSt+Jhtke in the moat public place in the house — on a soda in the hall 
where Molly was restin^at Lady Harriet’s command before going upstairs 
after a walk, Roger was passing through, and saw her, and oame to her. 
Standing before her, and making pretence of pitting With Ac gold-flsh ig 
a great marine* basin dose at hand, — > 

* I was verjr uduoky,* said he. u I wanted to get pht you la* 
but it w*a q^jmpOMible. You were ao tmsf taking <fb Wktsan^ 
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until Sir Charles Morton came and carried you off — with such an air of 
authority 1 Have you known him long ? ” 

How this was not at all the manner in which Roger had predetermined 
that he would speak of Sir Charles to Molly ; but the words came out in 
spite of himself. 

“ No 1 not long. I never saw him before I came here— «on Tuesday. 
But Lady Harriet told him to see that I did not get tired, for I wanted to 
come down ; but you know I have not been strong. He is a cousin of 
Lady Harriet's, and does all she tells him to do.” 

“ Oh 1 he is not handsome ; but I believe he is a very sensible man.” 

“ Yes ! I should think so. lie is so silent though, that I can hardly 
judge.” 

“ He bears a very high character in the county,” said Roger, willing 
now to give him his full due. 

Molly stood up. 

“ I must go upstairs," she said ; “ I only sate down here for a minute 
or two because Lady Harriet bade me.” 

“ Stop a little longer,” said he. “ This is really the pleasantest place ; 
this basin of water-lilies gives one the idea, if not the sensation, of cool- 
ness ; besides — it seems ho long since I saw you, and I have a raessagf 
fiom my father to give you. He is very angry with you.” 

44 Angry with me ? ” said Molly, in surprise. 

44 Yi*s 1 Ho heaid that you had come here for change of air; and ho 
was offended that you had not come to us — to the Hall, instead. lie said 
that you should have remembered old friends 1 ” 

Molly took all this quite gravely, and did not at first notice the smile 
on his face. 

44 Oh ! I am so soixy 1 ” said she. “ But will you please tell him how 
it all happened. Lady Harriet called the very day when it was settled 
that J was not to go to—” Cynthia's wedding she was going to add, but 
she suddenly stopped short, and, blushing deeply, changed the expression, 
u go to London, and she planned it all in a minute, and convinced mamma 
and papa, and had her own way. There was really no resulting her.” 

“ I think you will fiave to tell all this to my father yourself, if you 
mean to make your peace* Why can you not come on to the Hall when 
you leave the Towers ? ” 

To go in the cool manner suggested from one house to another, after 
the manner of a royal progress, was not at all according to Molly's primi- 
tive home-keeping notions. She made answer, — 

**I should like it very much, 'some time. But I must go borne first' 
They will want me more than ever now—” 

^gaiu she Alt herself touching on a sore subject, and stopped short 

X became annoyed at her so constantly oonjecturiog what he must he 
on the saiga# of Cynthia's marriage. With sympathetic perception 
she had discerned that the idea must give him pain; end perhaps 
•leo knew that he would dislike to shew the pain : bat ah* h*d npt 
m— no. 7?. 9& 
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£ 10 f>MMW of mind or read/ wit to give a skilfhl tarn to the eonuer- 
nation. AH this annoyed Roger, be could hardly tall why. He determined 
to take the metaphorical bull by the horns. Until that was done, his 
footing with Molly would always be insecure $ as it always is between 
two friends, who mutually avoid a subject to which their thoughts 
perpetually recur. 

M Ah, yes ! ” said he. u Of course you must be of double importance 
now Miss Kirkpatrick has left you. I saw her marriage in The Times 
yesterday. 9 ' 

His tone of voice was changed in speaking of her, but her name had 
been named between them, and that was the great thing to accomplish. 

“ Still," he continued, 44 1 think I must urge my father's claim for a 
short visit, and all the more, because I can really see the apparent 
improvement in your health since I came, — only yesterday. Besides, 
Molly," it was the old familiar Roger of former days who spoke dowl 
44 1 think you could help us at home. Aimfa is shy and awkward tHth 
my father, and he has never taken quite kindly to her,-— yet I know they 
would like and value each other, if some one could but bring them 
together, —$nd it would be such a oomfort to me if this could take place 
More I have to leave." 

44 To leave— ere you going away again ? " 

44 Tea. Have you not heard ? I did not complete my engagement. 
I am going again in September for six months." 

44 1 remember. But somehow I fancied — you seemed to have settled 
down into the old way at the Hall." 

44 So my father appears to think. But it is not likriy I shall ever 
make it my home again ; and that is partly the reason why I want my 
fether to adopt the .notion of Aim&'s living with him. Ah, here are all 
the people earning hack from their walk. However, I shall see you again : 
perhaps this afternoon we may get a little quiet time, for I have a great 
deal to consult you about." 

They separated then, and Molly went upstairs very happy, very foil 
and warm at her heart ; it was so pleasant to hare Roger teikiag to her 
in this way, like a Mend ; she had once thought that she could new look 
upon the great brown-bearded celebrity in the* former light of almost 
brotherly intimacy, but now it was all coming right* Then toss no 
opportunity for renewed confidences that afternoon. Molly web** quiet 
decorous drive as fourth with two dowagers audoee spinster % but ^ was 
wery pleasant to think that dtf should see hfe* tyra at dfcrser, And agttln 
to-mo now. On foe Sunday evening, as they £1 wen rifting and fcfcering 
on the lawn before dinner, Roger want m <wifo What he had to sty afottit 
the position of Iris steft-in-law in hh fofosrV house : foe mutual bend 

At toother and fmadfotbe* Mag the thill* who wm ifc* 
fSMototofo A mi ltdtow MBAmuAm mmdl 
many Rato imtoMftmfcoite tomato 
foedMnSltytf un* tf* tmt* ****&** 
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girl bee itts Absorbed in what they were talking about, and wandered away 
into the shade of the long avenue. Lady Harriet separated herself from 
a group and came up to Lord Hollingford, who was sauntering a little 
apart, and putting her arm within his with the familiarity otf a favourite 
sister, ahe said, — * 

44 Don’t you think that your pattern young man, and my favourite 
young woman, are finding out each other's good qualities ? ” 

He had not been observing as she had been. 

44 Who do you mean ? " said he. 

44 Look along the avenue ) who are those ? " 

44 Mr. Hamley and — is it not Miss Gibson ? I can't quite make out 
Oh 1 if you're letting your fancy run off in that direction, I can tell you 
it's quite waste of time. Soger Hamley is a man who will soon have an 
European reputation ! ” 

44 That's very possible, and yet it does not make any difference in my 
opinion. Molly Gibson is capable of appreciating him." 

44 She is a very pretty, good little country-girl. I don't mean to say 
anything against her, but " 

44 Remember the Charity Ball ; you called her 4 unusually intelligent * 
after you had danced with her there. But after all we are like the genie 
and the fairy in the Arabian Nights' Entertainment^ who eaoh cried up die 
merits of the Prince Garamalzaman and the Princess Badoura." 

44 Hamley is not a marrying man." 

44 How do you know ? " 

44 1 know that he has very little private fortune, and I know that 
science is not a remunerative profession, if profession it can be called." 

44 &h, if that’s all — a hundred things may happen — some one may 
leave him a fortune— or this tiresome little heir that nobody wanted, 
may die." 

44 Hush, Harriet, that's the wont of allowing yourself to plan far 
ahead for the future ; you are sure to contemplate the death of some one, 
and to reckon upon the contingency as affecting events.” 

44 Jut If lawyers were not always doing something of the kind l" 

04 Leave it to those to whom it is necessary. I dislike planning mar- 
riages or looking forward to deaths about equally." 

44 Ton ere getting very prosaic and tiresome, Hollingford ! ” 

44 Only gettisg 1 " said he stoiKng. 44 1 thought you had always looked 
upon me at a tiresome matter-of-fact follow." 

„ 44 Jfbwy if you're going to fish for a compliment, I am gene. Only 
re m w tib er my prophecy When my virion comes to pass; otrmake a bet, 
and whoever Wins shall spend the money on a ©resent to Prince {tar*. * 
mahamsp or Princess Badoura, aa the oase may te." 

to MoHy m tom lamieg An Tovars m tto foflowhy d^y—* 

“Then I may MB mj fitftor that yoo will cmtmApfr Mm ***** 
WVM*f To* juft Vl — ‘ wl*t r*““ — tr*ft glm ffljn* 1T n 'h * i 
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been on the point of saying “ will give us," but he had an instinct which 
told him it was aa well to consider Molly's promised visit as exclusively 
made to his father. 

The next day Molly went home ; she was astonished at herself for 
being ao sorry to leave the Towers ; and found it difficult, if not impos- 
sible, to reconcile the long-fixed idea of the house as a place wherein 
to suiter all a child's tortures of dismay and forlomness with her new 
and fresh conception. She had gained health, she had had pleasure, the 
faint fragrance of a new and Unacknowledged hope had stolen into her 
life. Nff wonder that Mr. Gibson was struck with the improvement in 
her looks, and Mrs. Gibson impressed with her increased grace. 

“Ah, Molly,' 1 said she, “its really wonderful to see what a little 
good society will do for a girl. Even a week of association with such 
people as one meets with at the Towers is, as somebody said of a lady of 
rank whose name I have forgotten, ( a polite education in itself. 1 There ig, 
something quite different about you — a je ne sqais quoi — that would tell 
me at once that you have been mingling with the aristocracy. With 
all her charms, it was what my darling Cynthia wanted ; not that Mr. 
Henderson thought so," for a more devoted lover can hardly be conceived. 
He absolutely bought *her a parure of diamonds. I was obliged to say to 
him that I had Btudied to preserve her simplicity of taste, and that he 
must not corrupt her with too much luxury. But I was rather disap- 
pointed at their going off without a maid. It was the one blemish in the 
arrangements, the spot in the sun. Dear Cynthia, when I think 6f her, 
I do assure you, Molly, I moke it my nightly prayer that I may be able 
to find you just such another husband. And all this time you have 
never told me who you met at the Towers ? ” 

Molly ran over a list of names. Roger Hamley's came last 
“ Upon my word ! That young man is pushing his way up 1 1 
“ The Hamleys are a far older family than the Cumnors,” said 
Molly, flushing up. 

“ Now, liolly, I can't have you democratic. Rank is a great distinc- 
tion. It is quite enough to have dear papa with democratic tendencies. 
But we won't begin to quarrel. Now that you and I are left alone we 
ought to be bosom friends, and I hope we shall be. Roger Hamby did 
not say much about that unfortunate little Osborne Hamley, I suppose." 

44 On the contrary. He says his father dotes on the child; and he 
seemed very proud of him, himself," 

“I thought the squire must be getting very much in f btua t ed with 
something. I daresay the French mother takes care of tfeah Why 1 be has 
soaroely taken any notice of you for this month or more, and before that 
you vtare everything." * 

It was about six weeks smos Cynthia's engagement had became 
publicly known, and that might have had eomethang Jhe do wxtfe the 
■quire’s detorgen, Molly thought. But she said,—* # 

“ The squire has amt me « invitation to go aqd stay 4%** P*# 
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if you Haro no objection, mamma. They seem to want a companion far 
Mis. Osborne Hamley, who is not very strong. 1 ' 

11 1 can hardly tell what to say,— I don't like your haying to associate 
with a Frenchwoman of doubtful rank ; and I can't boar the thought of 
losing my child — my only daughter now. I did ask Helen Kirkpatrick, 
but she can't come for some time ; and the house is going to be altered. 
Papa has consented to build me another room at last, for Cynthia and 
Mr. Henderson will, of course, come and see us ; we shall hare many 
more visitors, I expect, and your bedroom will make a capital lumber- 
room ; and Maria wants a wfeek's holiday. I am always so unwilling to 
put any obstacles in the way of any one's pleasure, — weakly unwilling, I 
believe, — but it certainly would be very convenient to have you out of 
the house for a few days ; so, for once, I will waive my own wish for your 
companionship, and plead your cause with papa." 

Miss Brownings came to call and hear the double batch of news. 
Mrs. Goodenough had come the very day on which they had returned 
from Miss Hornblower’s, to tell them the astounding fact of Molly Gibson 
having gone on a visit to the Towers ; not to come back at night, but to 
sleep there, to be there for two or three days, just as if she was a young 
lady of quality. So Miss Browning came to hear all the details of the 
wedding from Mrs. Gibson, and the history of Molly’s visit at the Towers 
as well. But Mrs. Gibson did not like this divided interest, and some of 
her old jeaiousy of Molly’s intimacy at the Towers had returned. 

u Now, Molly," said Miss Browning, 44 let us hear how you behaved 
among the great folks. You must not be set up with all their attention; 
remember that they pay it to you for your good fether’s sake." 

“ Molly is, I think, quite aware," put in Mrs. Gibson, in her most 
soft and languid tone, 41 that she owes her privilege of visiting at such a 
house to Lady Cumnor’s kind desire to set my«mind quite at liberty at the 
time of Cynthia's marriage. As soon as ever I had returned home, Molly 
came back ; indeed I should not have thought it right to let her intrude 
upon their kindness beyond what was absolutely necessary." 

Molly felt extremely uncomfortable at all this, although perfectly 
aware of the entire inaccuracy of the statement 

44 Well, but, Molly 1 " said Miss Browning, 41 never mind whether you 
went there on your own perils, or your worthy fether’s merits, or Mrs. 
Gibson's merits; but tell us what you did when you were there." 

So Molly began an account of their sayings and doings, which she 
could have made far more interesting to Miss Browning and Miss Pbmbe 
if she had hot been oonschms of her stepmother’s criticaLBetenhig. She 
had to teBitaB with a mental squint; the surest way to spoil a narration. 
She was |lso subject to Mis. Gibson's perpetual corrections of Htila state* 
moots which she knew to be^fects. But what vexed her most of all was 
lbs. Gibson's kg speech before the Miss Brownings left. 

44 Molly has alien into ambling ways with thin vMt of bat%«f mhjttp 
she makes an mush, as if nobody had ever been in a great housk fat 
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herald She u going to Hamley Ilall next week, ' get ting quite dissipated 
infant” 

/ Tot to Mn. Goodenough, the next caller on the xme errand of con- 
gratulation, Mrs. Gibson's tone was quite different. There had always 
been a tacit antagonism between the two, and the conversation now ran 
as follows : — 

Mrs. Goodenough began, 

44 Well 1 Mrs. Gibson, I suppose I must wish yon joy of Miss Cynthia’s 
marriage; I should condole with some mothers as had lost their daughters; 
bat you're not one of that sort, I reckon." 

Now, as Mrs. Gibson was not quite sure to which “ sort " of mothers 
the greatest credit was to be attached, she found it a little difficult how 
to frame her reply. 

“ Dear Cynthia 1 " she said. “ One can't but rejoice in her happiness! 
And yet " she ended her sentenoe by Bighing. 

44 Ay. She was a young woman as would always have her followers ; 
for, to tell the truth, she was as pretty a creature as ever I saw in my 
life. And all the more she needed skilful guidance. I am stipe I, for 
one, am as glad as can be she’s done so well by herself. Folks say 
Mr. Henderson haB a handsome private fortune over and above* what 
he makes by the law." 

“There is no fear but that my Cynthia will hare everything this 
world can give ! " said Mrs. ..Gibson with dignity. 

44 Well, well ! she was always a bit of a favourite of mine ; and as I 
was saying to my granddaughter there " (for die was accompanied by a 
young lady, who looked keenly to the prospect of aoffie wedding-cake), 44 1 
waa never one of those who ran her down and oalled her a flirt and a jilt. 
Fm glad to hear die's like to be so well off. And now, I suppose, you’ll 
be turning* your mind to doing something for Miss Molly there?" 

“ If you mean by that, doing anything that can, by hastening her 
marriage, deprive me of the company of one who is like my own child, 
you are very much mistaken, Mrs. Goodenough. And pray remember, 
I fltt Hm last person in the world to match-make. Cynthia made Mr. 
Henderson's acquaintance at her unde's in London." 

* Ay 1 1 thought her cousin was very often HI, and needing her nursing, 
and you were very keen she should be of use. I am not saying but what 
it is right in k mother; Fm only putting in a word for Miss Molly* 

“Thfcnk you, Mm. Goodenough," said Molly, hmlf-gngry, h«lf-5*ugh- 
ing. 44 When I want to be married, Ftl not troutfle mfaama. ffi iwk 
cut for myself*" 

44 Molly is becoming so popular, 1 hardly know how WesUri! beep |pgr 
at home," said Mbs. tiibtoa. u % miss her sadly? but, as t 
Mr^^GIbfOtC fat young people hare change, end ae* * ifttfafef the MM 
while' they are young. *Ifc has bean a geest advkfage 
iwwi w&twi w Wmkj*w DB?er kba wfWtipfWs * 

dtoftiMN!? far Inin nf rtrfi rilwiyiifiil' If 
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bar choice of subfeats. And now Aw is going to Hornby HolL X non 
aware you I feel quite a proud mother, whoa I Bee how Aw is sought 
aft&\ And my other daughter*— my Cynthia—' writing euoh letters from 
Paris!” . 

“ Things is a deal changed since my days, fer sure,” said llts. 
Good enough. « So, perhaps, I'm no judge* When I was married first, 
him and me went in a postohaise to his fethert house, a matter of twenty 
mile off at the outside ; and sate down to of good** supper amongst his 
friends and relations as you'd wish to see* And that was my first wedding 
jaunt My second was When 1 better knowed my worth as a bride, and 
thought that now or never I must see London. Bnt*I were reckoned a 
very extravagant sort of a body to go so fer, and spend my money, though 
Jerry had left me uncommon well off. But now young folks go off to 
Paris, and think nothing of the oost i and it's well if wilftri waste don't 
make woeftil want before they die. But Pm thankfUl somewhat is being 
done for Miss Molly’s chances, us I said afbre. It's not quite what I 
should have liked to have done for my Anna-Maria though. But times 
are changed, as I said just now.” 


CHAPTER LIX. 

Molly Gibson at Hamlet Hall. 

Thu conversation ended there for the time. Wedding-cake and wine 
were brought in, and it was Molly's duty to serve them out. But thorn 
last words of Mrs. Goodenough's tangled in her, ears, and she tried to, in* 
terpret them to her own satisfaction in any way but the obvious one* And 
that, too, was destined to be oonfirmed; fer directly after Mrs. Goodenough 
took her leave, Mrs* Gibson desired Molly to cany away the tray to a 
tabic close to an open comer window, where the things might be placed in 
readiness fer any fature callers; and underneath this open window went 
the path from the house-doer to the road* Molly heard Mia* Goodenough 
my i ng jfco her granddaughter,— 

"That Mrs. Gibson is a deep un. There's Mr* Roger Hatley as Hho 
as not to tore the Halt estate, and she sends MbBy a-viAting— ” and Awn 
she pasted out of hearing. Molly eould have burst out dying, With * fekfi 
sudden conviction of what Mrs* Good en ough had been aUtdlng to t bar 
aanae of the impropriety of Molly’s going to visit at the Hall whan Bqger 
was at hotq* To be sure ifr* Goodenough was a oomstto a p too t, «mm» 
fined woman. Jfra. Gibaon did not seem to have even netted Am alto* 
Art. M*« Gibson look it all ad a amttsr of causae that Malty should go 

ft to w utogtoii l rt W Ht * mmm m ttonni tot tad «• muffim-M 
m Mag m f fcto t*h vtoft a m 

«BtSs^tokn. Moll, «t**if to«#«wpk*a^pi 
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of the Wm to which Mrs. Goodenough's words hod given rise; as if she 
could pew be the first to suggest the notion of impropriety, whioh pre- 
supposed urtiat she blushed to think of. Then she tried to comfort 
herself by reasoning. If it had been wrong, forward, or indelicate, 
realty improper .in the slightest degree, who would have been so ready 
as her father to put his veto upon it ? But reasoning was of no use after 
Mrs. Goodenough's words had put fiuioies into Molly's head. The more 
she bade these fancies begone the more they answered her (as Daniel 
O'Rourke did the man in the moon, when he bade Dan get off his seat on 
the sickle, and go into empty space), “ The more ye ask us the more we 
won't star." One may smile at a young girl's miseries of this description; 
but they are very real and stinging miseries to her. All that Molly could 
do was to resolve on a single eye to the dear old squire, and his mental 
and bodily comforts ; to try and heal up any breaches which might have 
occurred between him and Aimie; and to ignore Roger as much ps 
possible. Good Roger ! Kind Roger I Dear Roger ! It would be very 
hard to avoid him as much as was consistent with common politeness ; but 
it would be right to do it ; and when she was with him she must be as 
natural as possible, or he might observe some difference ; but what was 
natural ? How much ought she avoid being with him ? Would he even 
notice if she was more chary of her company, more calculating of her 
words? Alas! the simplicity of their intercourse was spoilt hence- 
for wards t She made laws for herself ; die resolved to devote herself to 
the squire and to Aim6e, and to forget Mrs. Goodenough's foolish speeches ; 
but her perfect freedom was gone ; and with it half her chance, that is to 
say, half her. chance would have been lost over any strangers who had not 
known her before : they would probably have thought her stiff and 
awkward, and apt to say things and then retract them. But she was so 
different from her usual self that Roger noticed the change in her as soon 
as die arrived at the Hall. She had carefully measured out the days 
of her visit; they were to be exactly the same number as she had spent 
at the Towers. She feared lest if she stayed at the Hall a shorter time the 
squire might be annoyed. Yet how (harming the place looked in its 
early autumnal glow as she drove up 1 And there waa Reger at the hall- 
do oar waiting to receive her, watching for her coming. And now be 
retreated, apparently to summon his sister-in-law, who came now timidly 
forward in hat deep widow's mourning, holding her boy in her. arm as 
if to protect her shyness ; but he struggled down, and ran towards the 
carriage, eager to greet bia friend the c o ac hm a n , agd^to obtain a pro* 
mined ri de. Roger did not my much himself : he wanted to make 

Atari* tori her place as daughter of the house ; but she via too timid 
to speak much* And she only took Molly by the hand and fed her into 
theidttofinfe^nom,* phety as if by a sudden impulse pf gtatimde fcr-aU 
toemriitto he* itttoi* rim put her mm 

r^mdMrily and Jtased lw And aflpr that they * 

btiMtota 
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It v«i nearly lunch-time, and the squire always made his appearance 
at that meal, more for the pleasure of seeing his grandson eat his £nhr, 
than for any hunger of his own. To-day Molly quietyty saw the whole 
state of the family affairs. She thought that even had Roger said nothing 
about them at the Towers, she should have foynd out that neither the 
father nor the daughter-in-law hod as yet found the due to each other's 
characters, although they had now been living for several months in the 
same house. Aim£e seemed to forget her English in her nervousness ; and 
to watch with the jealous eyes of a dissatisfied mother all the proceedings 
of the squire towaffis her little boy. They were not of the wisest kind 
it must be owned ; the child sipped the strong ale with evident relish, 
and clamoured for everything which he saw the others enjoying. Aimde 
could liardly attend to Molly for her anxiety os to what her boy was doing 
and eating ; yet she said nothing. Roger took the end of the table opposite 
to that at which sate grandfather and grandchild. After the boy's first 
wants were gratified the squire addressed himself to Molly. 

“ Well 1 and so you can come here a-visiting though you have been 
among the grand folks. I thought you were going to cut us, Miss Molly, 
when I heard you was gone to the Towers — could not find any other {dace 
to stay at while father and mother were away, but an earl's, eh ? " 

“ They asked me, and I went," said Molly ; “ now you've asked me, 
and I're come heie." 

“ I * think you might ha’ known you'd be always welcome fibre, 
without waiting for asking. Why, Molly ! I look upon you as a kind of a 
daughter more than Madam there ! " dropping liis voice a little, and 
pei haps supposing that the child's babble would drown the signification 
of his words. 

" Nay, you need not look at mo so pitifully — she does not follow 
English readily." 

“ I think she does ! " said Molly, in a low voice, not looking up, 
however, for fear of catching another glimpse at Aim&'s sudden forlorn* 
ness of expression and deepened colour. She felt grateftil, as if for a 
persons! favour, when she heard Roger speaking to Aim£e the moment 
afterwards in the tender terms of brotherly friendliness ; and presently there 
two were sufficiently engaged in a t&e-h-t&e conversation to allow Mofiy 
and the squire to goon talking. 

“He's a sturdy *bap, is not he?" said the squire, stroking the little 
Roger's curly head. *And he can puff four puffo at gran dp ap a’s pipe 
without being sick, can't he T n 
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the a eaodsd to toe proposal, thirfdng, meantime, how little mm need have 
the being thrown too intimately with Roger, who seemed to 
dwftehfmself to his sister-in-law. But, in the evening, when Aimde had 
gftlt Upstairs to put her boy to bed, and the squire was asleep in his easy 
•Wtir, a sudden flush of memory brought Mrs. Goodenough's words again 
to. her mind. She was virtually t6te-h-t6te with Roger, as die had been 
dcteens of times before, but now she could not help assuming an air of 
Constraint : her eyes did not meet his in the old frank way ; she took up 
a book at a pause in the conversation, and left him puzzled and annoyed 
at the change in her manner. And so it went on d#ing all the time of 
her visit. If sometimes she forgot and let herself go into all her old 
naturalness, by-and-by she checked herself, and became comparatively 
cold and res e r ved. Roger was pained at all this — more pained day after 
day; more anxious to discover the cause. Aimde, too, silently noticed 
how different Molly became in Roger v s presence One day she could not 
help saying to Molly, — 

41 Don’t you like Roger ? You would if you only knew how good he 
was I He is learned, but that is nothing: it is his goodness that one 
admires and loves.” 

“ He is very good,” said Molly. “ I have known hip long enough to 
know that.” 

“But you don’t think him agreeable? He is not like my poor 
husband, to be sure ; and you knew him well, too. Ah I tell me about 
him once again. When you firfrt knew him? When his mother was 
alive?” 

Molly had grown very fond of Aimde : when the latter waa at her ease 
she had very charming and attaching ways; but feeling uneas) in her 
position in the squire's house, she was almost repellent to him; and lie, 
too, put on his worst side to her. Roger was most anxious to bring them 
together, end had several consultations with Molly as to the best means of 
accomplishing this end. As -long as they talked upon this subject she 
•poke to him in the quiet feasible manner which the inherited from her 
father ; but when their diaoustions on this point were ended, die feU took 
into her pftquapt assumption of dignified rese rve. It was very difficult to 
her to maintain this strange manner, especially when onoe or twice she 
fondled that it gave him pain ; and she would go into her own mom and 
suddenly buset into tsars on these occasions, and wuh that hervieUwas 
ended, end that she was ones again to toe emtleas tmaqwUUtywf Mr toto 
home* Yet presently her feaey changed, find she dung to toe swiftly 
passing hours, aa if she would still retain the happiness of each, for, 
unknown to her, Roger was exerting himself to make bar visit pis— gt 
Ham sot .jHb, tfftu *• dw linliyiilf t trf d Sm Wtojfcjwfcf 
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Roger who arranged all these simple pleasur e s m hi ldtswlloly 
would enjoy." But to her he only appeared as the ready foiwar dfr if 
Annie's devices. The week was nearly gone, when one morning the 
squire found Roger sitting in the old library— with a book before Id**, it 
is true, but so deep in thought that he was evidently startled by hii 
father's unexpected entrance. 

“ I thought I should find thee here* my lad I Well have the eld 
room done up again before winter; it smells musty enough* and yet I see 
it's the place for thee 1 I want thee to go with me round the fitts-acse* 
I'm thinking of lading it down in grass. It's time for you to be getting 
into the fresh air* you look quite wobegone over beaks* books* books ; 
there never was a thing like 'em for stealing a man's health out of him I " 

So Roger went out with his father, without saying many words till 
they were at some distance from the house. Then he brought out u 
sentence with such abruptness that he repaid his father for the start the 
latter had given him a quarter of an hour before. 

44 Fathei , you remember I'm going out again to the Cape next month t 
You spoke of doing up the library. If it is for me* I shall be away all 
the winter." 

44 Can’t you get off it 7 ” pleaded his father. " I thought maybe 
you'd forgotten nil about it." 

14 Not likely ! " said Roger, half-smiling. 

44 Well, but they might have found another man to finish up your 
woik.” 

44 No one can finish it but myself. Besides, an engagement is an en- 
gagement. jVken I wrote to Lord Hollingford to tell him I must come 
home, I promised to go out again for another six months.” 

“ Ay. I know. And perhaps it will put it out of my mind. lit will 
always be hard on me to part from tbee. But I daresay it’s best for you." 

Roger's colour deepened. 44 You are alluding to— to Miss Kirkpatrick 
—Mrs. Henderson I mean. Father, let ukffi tell you once for all I think that 
was rather a hasty affair. I am pretty sure now that We ware not suited 
to each other. I was wretched when 1 get her letter— at the Ckpe I 
mean— but I believe it was for the best." 

44 That's right That's my own boy,” said the squire, t u r ning round 
and shaking, hands with his sen with vehement * And now HI te&yeu 
what I fasti the other day, when X was at the magistrate^ msetitig, They 
were li taring she had jilted Preston." 

44 1 don't Want to hear anything against her: the may hate her iuOta, 
but Ite never forget how I euoe Mi her. 0 

44 Well, well ! Perhaps it's right. I was not so bad about it, Was L 
Roger! 

than ay WM. Wak tt S tod *«nMk w wHfc II 
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“Never mind what the was ; look at wliat she is I I wonder you are 
Dot sms taken with her humility and sweetness, father 1 •• 
fc H I don't even call her pretty,” said the squire, uneasily, for he dreaded 
a repetition of the arguments which Roger had often used to make him 
give Aimfe her proper due of affection and position. “ Now your Miss 
Cynthia was pretty, I will say that for her, the baggage ! and to think 
tkfk when you two lads flew right in your father’s face, and picked out 
girls below you in rank and family, you should neither of you have set 
ypur fancies on my little Molly there. 1 daresay I should ha’ been angry 
enough at the time, but the lassie would ha* found her way to my heait, 
as never this French lady, nor t’ other one, could ha 1 done.” 

Roger did not answer. 

“ I don't see why you might not put up for her still. Tm humble 
enough now, and you’re not heir as Osborne was who married a servant* 
maidr Don't you think you could turn your thoughts upon Molly Gibson, 
Roger.” 

“ No ! ” said Roger, shortly. “ It's too late — too late. Don't let us 
talk any more of my marrying. Is not this the five-acre field ? ” And 
soon he was discussing the relative values of meadow, arable and pasture 
land with his father, os heartily as if he had never known Molly, or loved 
Cynthia. But the squire was not in Buch good spirits, and went but 
heavily into the discussion. At the end of it he said Apropos de bottes, 

« But don't you think you could like her if you tried, Roger ? ” 

Roger knew perfectly well to what his father was alluding, but for an 
instant lie was on the point of pretending to misundenggftM* At length, 
however, he said, in a low voioe, 

“ I shall never try, father. Don’t let us talk any more "about it. As 
I said before, it is too late.” 

The squire was like a child to whom some toy has-been refused ; fiom 
time to time the thought of his disappointment in this matterAlburred to 
his mind ; and then he took to blaming Cynthia as the primary cause of 
Roger's present indifference to womankind. 

It so happened that on Molly's last morning at the Hall, die received 
her first letter from Cynthia— -Mrs. Henderson. It was just before 
breakfast-times Roger was out of doors, AlmAe had not as yet come 
down; Molly was alone in the dining-room, where the table aras already 
kid. She had just finished reading her letter when the squire came in, 
and she immediately and joyfully toM him what the mornfnghiSl brought 
to her. But when she saw tbs squire’s foes An could have bitten her 
tongue out for having named Cynthia's name to him. He looked texed 
and depraved. 

M I wfcjh I might never hear of her again. Ido. She's been the ban* 
ef my Roger, that'# m hat she has. , I have not slept the idgM, **& 
fcb all her fcuk. Tfhy, there's my hop saying mrw that he banjo hew* 
I wish B^bfen yon, had 

moyfot* 
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were beneath what I ever thought to see them marry,—- well — it’s of no 
use — it’s too late, now, a a he said. Only never let me hear that baggage's 
name again, that's all. And no offence to yon, either, lassie. I know 
you love the wench ; bat if you'll take an old man's word, you're worth 
a score of her. I wish young men would think so too,” he muttered as 
he went to the side-table to carve the ham, while Molly poured out the 
tea — her heart very hot all the time, and effectually silenced for a space. 
It wag with the greatest difficulty that she could keep tears of mortifica- 
tion from falling. She felt altogether in a wrong positiop. in that house, 
which had been like a home to her until this last wait. What with 
Mrs. Goodenough's remarks, and now this speech of the squire's, implying 
—at least to her susceptible imagination — that his father Kad proposed 
her os a vufe to Boger, and that she had been rejected, she was more 
glad than she could express, or even think, that she was going home this 
very morning. Boger came in from his walk while she was in this state 
of feeling. He saw in an instant that something had distressed Molly ; 
and he longed to have the ,old friendly right of asking her what it was. 
But she had effectually kept him at too great a distance during the last 
few days for him to feel at liberty to speak to her in the old straightfor- 
ward brotherly way; especially now, when he perceived her efforts to 
conceal her feelings, and the way in which she drank her tea in feverish 
haste, and accepted biead only to crumble it about her plate, untouched. 
It was all that he could do to make talk under these circumstances ; but 
he backed up her efforts as well as he could until Aimde came down, 
grave and anxious ; her boy had not bad a good night, and did not seem 
well; he had fallen into a feverish sleep now, or she could not have left 
him. Immediately the whole table was in a ferment. The squire pushed 
away his plate, and could eat no more; Boger was trying to extract 
a detail or a feet out of Aim4e, who began to give way to team. Molly 
quickly proposed that the carriage, which had been ordered to take her 
home at eleven, should come round immediately — she hid everything 
ready packed up, she said, — and bring back her ffcthar at once. By 
leaving directly, she said it was probable they might catch him after be 
had returned from his morning visits in the town; and before he bad set 
off on his more distaat\round. Her proposal was agreed to, and riie Went 
upetain to put on her things. She came down all ready into die draw ing - 
room, expecting to find Aintde and the squire there ; but during ban 
a bsen c e word had been brought to the anxious mother and fliiintfcllw 
that the child had wakened np in a panic, and both bad rusbed ttp to Jjjtafet 
darling. But Roger was in the drawing-room awaiting Molly) tWk A* 
large btfnch of the choicest flowers. 

“Lock, Molly,!" mid he, as die was on the point o t leaving the s*^ 
again, on finding him there alone. « I gathered these Acme* for yuL 
before breakfrst.” Be mac to nyet her reluctant advance. 

u Thank you I" said she* “ Tpu are very kfci, l am vwym*ft, 
ciKged to you." 
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11 Then yon must do something for me/' said he, determined not to 
notice the restraint of her manner, and making the re-arrangement of the 
iow*r* whkh die held a sort of link between them, so that die could not 
fell#* her Impulse, and leave the room. 

u Tell me,— honestly as I know you will if you speak at all,— have not I 
done something td vex you since we were so happy at the Towers together 7 " 
Bis voice was so kind and true, — his manner so winning yet wistftil, 
that Molly would have been thankful to tell him all ; die believed that he 
could have helped her more than any one to understand how she ought to 
behave rightly $ he would have disentangled her fhncieB,— if only he him- 
sdf had not lain at the very core and centre of all her perplexity and 
dismay. How could she tell him of Mrs. Goodenough’s words troubling her 
maiden modesty 7 How could die ever repeat what his father had said that 
morning, and assure him that she, no more than he, wished that their old 
friendliness should be troubled by the thought of a nearer relationship 7 
11 No, you never vexed me in my whole life, Roger," said die, looking 
straight at him for the first time for many days. 

“ I believe you, because you say so. I have no right to ask farther, 
Molly. Will you give me back one of those flowers, as a pledge of what 
you hath said f” / t 

11 Take whichever you like," said she, eagerly offering him the vftfefe 
posegay to choose from. 

11 No j you must choose, and you must give It me." 

Just then the squire eame in. Roger would have been glad if Molly 
had not gone on so eagerly to ransack the tfonch for the llmoett flower in 
his father's presence ; but die exclaimed ? 

u Oh, please, Mr. Hamley, do you know whieh is Roger’s favourite 
flower T" 

**No. A rose, I daresay. The carriage ia at the door, and, Molly 
my dear, I don’t want to hurry you, but*—” 

4 <I know. Here, Roger,— here is a rose I 

C* And red as a rose was she.") 


I will find papa as soon as ever I get home. How is the little boy 7' 

11 Tin afraid he’s beginning of some kind of a fever." 

Apd the squire took her to the carriage, talking all the way of tbs 
fittie txyj Roger following, and hardly Seeding what he was doing in 
the mower to the question he kept asking himself: *' Too Jailor 
nett Oka she ever forget that my first foolish lore was gtnn to one 
•o different ? " 

* While she, as the carriage rolled a^ay, kept saying to 
gWe ere friends again, I don't believe he will r emera bas what the tear 
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Akdalucia differs from the rest of Spain it widely at though It were a 
separate country, and in the name of Ronda is summed up everything that 
is most Andalucian. The arid wastes .of Castile are contrasted by the rich 
valleys and the rugged mountains of the southern kingdom; and the 
sombre, perhaps the stupid, dignity of the Castilians themselves It con- 
trasted not less sharply with the rollicking carelessness of the men of 
Granada or Cadiz ; but it is at Ronda that richness and severity mingle 
together in most perfect harmony, and it is there that the swagger and 
the broad humour of the majos most offend the fastidious taste of the 
Castilian. Nestling far up among the sierras, it is barred by their suc- 
cessive lines from the sea and from the valleys of the Jenal and the 
Guadalquivir ; tracks that can only by utmost courtesy be called paths, 
lead over their ridges through country that till lately was of repute evil 
even for Spain, and except at the time of the great fair In May, little 
converse is held with the outer world. Then, however, from all the 
provinces, come droves df bones and mules; and for a week the plain 
outside the town is covered by tents, the streets are filled with an un- 
accustomed throng, and the gorgeous costumes of the local farmers, and 
the gay sashes and embroidery of the mountaineer*, mingle with the more 
sober dresses of picadors and aficionados from every part of Spain. 

For Ronda, therefore, it was that half-a-dozen subalterns and a stray 
traveller started from Gibraltar just before the Air-time of 1665. There 
is not much excitement now in a Spanish ride; and the cork wood 


through which, after the first half-dozen nji ]atf, the road lay for a long 
distance, gives in its glades and thick underwood, and overarched recemee 
of huge trees, an infinite number of spots where ov e r worked officers may 
pass the hot hours of day in smoke and sleep till the app ro ach ofiwofay 
recalls them to the duties of mess and of yet more sleep. But till Btpartw 
instituted the Gvardi Civile, and the energy of Oltaml! used 4m t* * 


strument which his predecessor had fa s hion ed , the cork wood was ilk 
central strpnghdki of the oontrabandlrtc« who managed the trade 1 
Gibraltar and Spain. There of o 3d they fiouihhed unffistbrhe^ j 
the people, the officials, and themselves, useful and respected a 
of k obrntramity whfoh has always understood how to brighten the ; 
xuo&e of raotoy-gettiikg by *e pfonaat acorasoi he of 

ram dap 

offiMe and the sympathy of the mSRtary cShnrad 

molested; and while a mray jparty wmdd 
i would have been rwU en^ieMraSit 
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their d om ain. With the growth of strong government, however, they 
dwindled rapidly ; and O'Donnell has earned the thanks of foreigners, 
and the not always unspoken hatred of the natives, by the firmness with 
which he acted against the smugglers. Contraband trade hoB even been 
brought within narrow limits; and if its agents are morally on a higher 
level than before, their life is hard, and their operations have become petty. 
Dqgt who have been well treated for the purpose in Spain are taken 
within the English lines ; they are beaten and starved, and then, with a 
bundle of goods tied on their backs, are let loose at sundown far outside 
the gates. In such miserable smuggling as this, no contrabandists with 
proper sense of dignity could engage ; and the only traces of the old state 
of things which are to be found is the coik wood and the stories which 
attach to most of its inhabitants. One of these men with a history, a 
ceitain Manuel, was added to our party. He was an ancient picador and 
actual earth-stopper to the Gibraltar hunt. At the time when his walks 
were more by night than day, he had met, in the way of business, with 
a soldier, who, as he emphatically expressed it, se moro , happened to dio, 
and Manuel had been thenceforth even more respected than before. He 
was a darO-devil, jovial fellow, full of broad humour, scamp enough to 
ask three times as much as was reasonable for his guidance to Rotyhiy 
and good fellow enough to take a fair payment with a laugh, and b$ off 
the better friends with us for our objection'to be cheated. To be sure, it 
would have been no great strain to his temper had we asked him to go 
for nothing, for to an ex-picador the name of bull-fight is as exciting as 
the red flag to the bull himself ; and Manuel’s promptness* of equipment 
was witness to his anxiety. In five minutes his wife had made tip his 
bundle, he hod saddled his horse, and was leading the way at a gallop, 
with wild gesticulations and contr&bandial song. At fintt we went still 
through the cork wood, then, after a while, the country opened out into a 
valley, watered by one of the branches of the Guadiaro, its floor sprinkled 
with oxen, knee-deep in thick pasture, and its sides chequered with 
yellowing fields of corn, and sombre groves of ilex and of cork. Here 
and there a closely-huddled village, high up on a steep hill-top, spoke of 
the days when Moors and Spaniards fought for every inch along the 
hsrdiy^oontetted border, and seemly less of Carlist and Christine wars, 
whesr^veiy defensible house was the scene of irregular skirmishing. In 
front, the mats of the sierras began to heave their abrupt and atony 
slaps. Mm or lea* these dement* made up the aoenery»of tbs whole 
rid* Sometimes we cantered through the postures, now floundering Into 
JfeWoa hogs, now striking the remnant* Of a paved Moorish rerife; a* 

, Others, we scrambled over boulders, half hidden in fen-palms and heather, 
tpjtyesti of sap , through the sparkling lit AMMO 0T 

Mpou imfm, ditfu* i toto tbomd huj with hart Artqp tbe 
j^gqp* the leave* At other time* ag ain , we 
kjpW w» « w— w»s or yUpfa, bwrt «w {fen $nrf 

||ppp«r ottn. H*w ftflM to®. 
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vistas, through the many ranges of fur-off plains, of the Mediterranean, 
or of the Apes' Hill, still further away, in Africa. Never for a mile was 
the scene unchanged, neyer was it otherwise than beautifiU ; and in its 
beauty an indefinable air of wildness, not of that tempered kind which 
affects the outskirts of population, but that frank, utter wildness which 
is associated with the absence of mankind. Although there were some- 
times traces of cultivation, and, at distant intervals, a house or a town 
might be seen perched afar off, it seemed as if man was only an acci- 
dental passer-by, and had no abiding in the place. This was more 
true, naturally, of some parts of the country than of others. Our second 
day's ride led all through the heart of the sierras, through a settled 
and a cultivated land. There was a path, often Hilly five feet wide $ 
vineyards circled not infrequent farmhouses^ and the upper waters of 
the Guadiaro, brawling over stony shallows, or resting in quiet pools 
under dipping willows and alders, mocked the eye with a promise of 
trout which in Southern Spain is always false. The scenery, in fact, 
was much like that of the lower end of a Highland valley, with southern 
sky and southern details of vegetation. 

Our first day's journey was long, and night had already fallen, when 
we led our horses through the salle k manger of the Venta al Cortes into 
the Btable behind. Every one knows the nature of a Spanish country 
inn ; its division into two chambers— the one for the horses, the other for 
the men ; its foodlessness, its skin-flavoured wine, its diet, the ignorance of 
its keeper that his calling involves service, are all written endlessly in 
the chronicles of Ford, and of every traveller who has imagined for himself 
the merit of unusual roughing, and has sketched in proportionately deep 
colours the privations whioh he has undergone. It seems to me, however, 
that some injustice has been done to Spanish inns ; and if a man does not 
object to groom his own horse, if he can live on eggs, good bread, and 
Amontillado, sleep on a dean floor with his saddle-bags for pillows, and ia 
able to do himself what he wants to be done, he need never be wretched 
in Andalucia at least. For my own part, this hardly seems to me to reach 
further than that point of roughness whioh lends an additional fillip to 
enjoyment ; and we after our twelve hours' ride undoubtedly felt its 
pleasure, of else were inspired by the contents of a vast two-gaUoti jar <rf 
wine, which, passing Atom mouth to mouth, barely satisfied our wants 
during dinner; ferns the evening drew in, nigger melodies and lugubrious 
songs swelled in louder and louder chorus through the still air of Costae. 
We were seated ip a little reoeat or fire-place, which, with the bleed 
passage Hading through from the Street to the riable, oompoeed the groundl 
floor of the lent** gradually the wider apace filled with a danse 
mam ; wfth bqys marking time in v ehemen t sympathy with our scrag; wife 
broad-freed girls, like the JMeam of Gustave Bert, shrilly laughing wfefc 
prolonged crescendo of aound as every ohms ended in a feed* mm* 
with elder men and women who were somewhat surprised at ragfe 
Mrarimtr on the port of great Ka g fi s h aeoocra from M 



HOft>A If Alik 


m 

whe «p for too well bred to listen otherwise then with polite atten- 
tion, and who in the bottom of their hearts would have been only 
tap f lad to join with us in one great revel of voice and wine. Pre- 
sently a cornet-h-piston wandered somehow into the crowd; it was seised 
at once; one of our party played) then a Spaniard took a turn, then came 
an Alternation of English and of Spanish songs, and it was past twelve 
before we cleared out our self-invited guests, and went upstairs to make 
die difficult allotment among six men of two mattresses, two trestles, and 
one brick floor. 

It was still early in the next day when Honda came suddenly yrithin 
view as we turned an elbow of one of the hills which encompass die basin 
in which it lies The first sight was not very remarkable ; a ford through 
whioh a long train of horses for the fair were splashing at the moment — a 
grim black cross, one of those registers of murder so common by tbe way- 
sides in Spain — a long arid tract, stony and treeless, whioh led with even 
slope to a line of red-tiled houses some two miles away — an equally aiid 
series of reddish-grey hills behind — formed a picture typical, perhaps, but 
hardly such as might be expected from the famous beauty of Honda. 
But while wa mounted the stony wasfe we were suddenly checked. 
Beneath our horses' feet dropped sheer a range of lofty cliflb which curved 
round in a vast pmphitheatre, and following with their crests the upward 
slope of the hill on which we were, presented under the town an abso- 
lutely perpendicular face of more than six hundred feet. At their base 
toy dense woods of chestnut and oak, which stretched over an undulating 
foil towards the mouth of the valley up which we had come, and dothed 
the hill aide which formed the southern half of the amphitheatre. Through 
the trees could be rather heard than seen the tumbling waters of the 
Gu&diaro laming apparently from the very clifls themselves, and locking 
backward^ end around we saw grand forms of larger mountains rising 
above the tarns hills which had hitherto limited our view. As we mounted 
stiH ftniber^vre could see that Honda stood Upon a plateau some eight miles 
in diameter, barren in parts, but over the larger portion glowing with rich 
verdure. Encircled by hills it could scarcely be said in striefeftss to be 9 
for the neighbouring sierras may all be roughly said to trend north-west 
tad south-east, and Hie level space is formed by the sinking of two of the 
»i*or ranges? bat it is entirely surrounded at least by mountains which 
are the more picturesque the t some obtrude straight flanks and sums 
ribbed corners, on the plain. The higher summits of these motmtalaS,^ 
fefth hi huge teeth of fantastic shapes, but governing the Mhrid&al utetfe- 
#i*Mna in a tendency to upheave in greet sums towards the tQU%*btok; 
in the half dark of sundown, gives them an Sir of lih, as of aaOUHsm, fike 
that in Turner's Sprita of the Bespeftdes, sh^td 

boffins, ffiriur. At has been iMb s aid , t aaoetd sun uskfoilMl 

wluffine wdUn She flfctak wmsMw smtoofo infiie’Ammtlfe a rimtfo 
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aieh. Whether the seenery of the Tajo^begiiming in the mellowed gran- 
dma x of the cliff-edged woods, passing *the mills built in stages one ore* 
tiie other k the bed of the falling river, passing the bridge, partly Moorish 
pertly Spanish in its workmanship, to where the gorge some thirty yards 
across is walled by upright rocks four hundred feet in height — or whether 
the wide expanse of plain and valley and sierra seen from the Alameda, 
be the more glorious, it would be hard to say ; but, each in its kind, they 
are undoubtedly of beauty rare at once in nature and degree. 

The side on which we entered Honda was that of the horse-fidr j as 
soon as we had installed ourselves, therefore, we retraced our steps to the 
bare brow where some eight hundred or a thousand homes and mules 
were hobbled or picketed. In the chief fair of the province, it wonld 
naturally be expected that large numbers of young horses of good native 
breed would hate been brought for sale. To our astonishment, we found 
scarcely any ; with the exception of perhaps half-a-dozen, they were old 
Roman-nosed, long-toed and cow-hocked screws, bearing traces of their 
oiigin, no doubt, but withal ab ugly and uselesB-looking a lot of animals 
as could well be conceived. They obviously, for the most part, did not 
belong to private men, but had coopered up by jockeys for sale, and 
their temporary owners were continually riding them about on the curb 
in that showy style which takes a Spanish fancy so much. The few good 
horses that there were, were exclusively Andalucian, and they, almost 
equally with the rest, had the great fault of oyster hooft and weak hind- 
quarters. The collection at Honda was disappointing, and Andalucian 
horses "generally are unpromising enough ; it would, however, be a great 
mistake utterly to despise them. On their invariable diet of chopped 
straw, they contrive to get through on immense amount of woric, and 
they Ore sure-footed to a degree absolutely marvellous in the rough 
ground, through which their ordinary travelling lies, and over which the 
risk of taking an English horse would be extreme. For an entire day they 
will go, with a long high amble, slow to outward appearance,, bat in some 
way covering the ground at a rate which can only be appreciated when 
one attempts to overtake them. This amble, if easy fer the horse, is 
scarcely less pleasant for the rider, who, when once he has got to widen* 
stand it, can sit without fktigue or motion fer as long as his home will catty 
him. In most places, moreover, it is the only pace, with the exception of 
i walk, which the natttae of the ground will allow. But with this special 
tfgfepkpttabznent^ with his endurance and sure-feotednecs, is closed the lie % 
of teen* ts « goer which the Andalucian horse possesses j he will Canter 
readily enot^b when be is fed up with un accu st o med com, but sMom 
can he be thread into a gallop, and of s trot he is absolutely incapable 
Curiously enough, while powering themselves so inferior a type of animal, 
rim Andriuriausf never impost barbs, because, as is arid/tbe latter we 
tsuftedt* the country. It is di&elt to undjjretend that fete xm&m cun 
1tewdl4tema«a,l*4!iij^ 

as fee teterttusAmi totifefiof Audatadas yet H is equity difficult; k 
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wqifOM that any other reason could prevent the introduction of so 
decidedly superior a breed. « 

However ugly the horses at Honda were individually, they could at 
least help to iflake up on effective picture, and there was no want over 
the wide field in which they were of scenes such as those with which 
Phillip has made every one familiar. Horses in long lines broken by their 
struggles to move stood hobbled, mixed with great mules more handsome 
by fiur than their legitimate brothers, their gay worsted tassels and the 
boughs set to protect them from the flies waving in bright colours about 
them, while the jangling of their bells, and their neighs, and the braying 
of an occasional donkey, almost drowned the continued scream into which 
were merged the infinity of bargaining, joking, quarrelling, declaiming 
voices of men. Now and then a greater tumult in some corner of the 
fair, and a hasty scattering of people, would announce that some horses 
had burst loose and curried battle and alarm into the neighbouring crowds 
of animals and men. Sometimes a fight thus begun would spread over 
an area of several hundred yards, and would lost for half-an-hour beforo 
the plunging, kicking, biting mass of frightened beasts could be calmed 
and disentangled. Meantime in other parts the common business went 
on: burly farmers, clad from head to loot* in black velvet, would be 
chaffering with not more knowing jockeys ; and jaunty majos, with scarlet 
fhjas, embroidered coats, tight breeches fitting without crease to their 
Blender thighs, gaiters trailing a brick-red fringe along the ground, and 
with a long white wand in their hand, would be picking their way 
daintily among the ragged gipsies, and the devil-may-care tribe of drovers 
and hangers-on. Here and there water-carriers elbowed their way, 
balancing on their shoulders large earthen jars, with reeds through the 
cork from which the water is sucked; and Gitanas, usually old and 
ugly, crouched at the doors of tents, with fires on the ground on which 
slices of gourd sputtered and fried incessantly. Through all the streets 
of the town the same crowd, the same noise; but there, instead of horses, 
every commodity that Andaluoian necessities or extravagance can require. 
Each house had its lower windows taken out, so that the ground-floor 
rooms were converted into open stalls, and in double line down the great 
thoroughfare stood booths and sheds besides. 

Among the more aristocratic traders, the shopmen of Madrid took the 
lead, with corner houses of many openings, all filled with silver plate ; 
but cottons from England and Mulhonse almost contested precedence by 
the vs s tne as of the space which they occupied. Herr «■ Betifrger had 
brought a large stock of foreign toys from Nuremberg ; erinoMnes wort 
appropriately imported from Paris ; and a scorpion, as livors in the 
booths are called, had hasarded the strange venture of hitter beer, 
which, with liqueur* he dispensed to not unappreciating mouths. But 
the mass of 1 the booths of course displayed the fruits of native M m**y 
atone. BriBii^oofyarea Ajja% worked in silk, hung out 1st frsWmns or 
*mmmt mnbo sss d e nd tinn&odssddlgiy,^ 
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serves for clbak or oounterpane, skins tanned of that peculiar red which 
.Jhndalucians affect so much, first struck the eye by the force of their 
colours ; but more curious were the different kinds of Cutlery; small 
inoffensive knives, not made to close, but kept in leather celtfr, with blades 
three indies long, and an inch and a half broad ; knives of very opposite 
intent, with long thin points, but bulging above, so as to enlarge the 
wound under the fifth rib, which it is the office of the point to make ; 
finally, knives for full dress, not working in satchels like the last, but 
boasting of a spring, and nch with green foil and inlaid glass ; and more 
curious still, the bizarre mixture of crucifixes, castanets, religious 
pictures, and fifes, which covered the boards of many a stall. 

Such were the objects and sounds that filled the e) cs and ears in Honda 
Fair, with their brightness, their bustle, their fulness, and their clamour. 
But in three successive afternoons there was a time when all the noise 
and business was hushed throughout the town, and its whole life was 
concentrated in the bull ring. There, for several hours before the fight, 
patient and good-tempered, stood a long queue outside the gates, till, 
much earlier than the time fixed for the performance, all the six thousand 
seats within were occupied, save # a few on which the slanting sun poured 
too fully to allow of sight. *Once inside, the eagerness of the m«« sank 
into apparent indifference. A well-bred dislike to do anything exceptional, 
or to put self forward in any way, restrained every one from those ebul- 
litions which would have enlivened the waiting of an English croyfg 5 it 
sat generally silent, sometimes sleepily, sometimes drumming with the 
everlasting white wand. Some, more original or more vaiu, conceived and 
executed the bold idea of walking across the ring, but these were all either 
exceptionally well-di ossed, and so could swagger with an air, or were 
too ragged and mean to be diffident, and so could swagger from mere 
effrontery. Water-carriers bore about their huge jars, jamins ran 
and played practical jokes on each other, like idle boys elsewhere, and 
the butchers, who have to kill the wounded horses and cut up the bulls, 
slunk mysteriously by, for no obvious reason, along the alley beneath the 
seats. Then the greater aficionados, who had been inspecting the ballsy 
came pompously to their seats ; the bull contractor, attended by a knot 
of friends, stepped, amid shouts of greeting, to his box over the entrance 
for his animals; and at last, preoeded by a flourish of trumpets, the 
procession of the fighters issued from -an opposite door, with the 
picadors in front, the ehullos behind, and finally, Cnehares, greatest 
matador of Spain, and Dominquez, hit scarcely inferior companion. 
They advanced to the middle of the arena ; the picadors turned 
right and left to the station most opposed to the bulls' first rush. 
Cucharea, in front of the contractor's box, took the accu sto med oath 
to kSH or to be himself killed, and then the key was handed den, and 
the folding-gates were opened for the entry of the Ant hull Ira moil 
the derknese he ksaged forward to the door, stayed for a moment as 
if deeded by the gfoie ead wondering tod* thseag* then oao^tt sight** 
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A home, and, A* if by one movement, rushed over the breadth of the ring, 
hailed (he pleader from his saddle, and the horse to the ground. He w« 
A Week undersized bull of astonishing speed and strength ; but, like all 
the test, w*th\a awkward aotion, as though the body and legs were borne 
helplessly along by the enormous throat, which, working in eveiy muscle, 
jpsnwfl to sway itself over the earth by its own mere weight. Like the 
Irertt too, after the first charge, he seemed worried and puzzled rather than 
angry, willing to leave men and horses alone if he might, but willing also, 
if he might not, to resent very grimly indeed each successive interference. 
Distracted by die flags and cloaks which waved in his eyes from every 
side, he left the horse after goring him repeatedly, and retired to (he 
middle of the ring. Then for a moment he stood with his nose held low, 
pawing and glaring. Another picador moved towards him, and again, 
with clumsily headlong foroe, he rolled over man and animal in an ttndis- 
tinguishable mass, goring, and with each gore lowing from the depths of 
his chest. Seven or eight rimes he repeated his charges. Sometimes he was 
successful as before ; sometimes he was foiled by the skill of the picador, 
and turned from the unhurt horse with die additional irritation of a lanoe- 
prick. 'At length, when five horses had been disabled, the bandilleros 
were called for; and the more graceful pAt ofrthe fight was going to 
begin, when his career was abruptly stopped by an accident of (he most 
ludicrous kind. One of the horses which he had killed lay in the centre 
of the arena, and whencesoever or whithersoever die bull went (be body 
was invariably in the way. Evidently the bull reaented this as a 
deliberate provocation, and whenever a moment’s pause took plaoe be 
filled up the time by a new rush at his insulting foe. When the 
picadors were withdrawn, and the ebullos had not yet neared him, he 
obviously carundered the opportunity favourable for another expression 
of disgust, and, gathering all his force, charged once again so viciously 
that both his hems stuck fast. For frilly half a minute he remained 
balanced, hk bead half buried in (he hone’s body, his kgs kicking 
foebly hi the air; then with a resounding crash he foil on the opposite 
ride, drugging over hk enemy with him, and for some time ley motionless, 
When at last he sucovesed consciousness and rose, it was with dazed look 


and shaking foot, and a bull, more than any other of the year worthy of a 
wfok end, had to be pnt out of the way inn manner, to a genuine aficionado, 
dbftimeiagly quick and inartistic. Another bull was the involuntary hero 
of e more startling notat. He mat a peat mean-spirited wretch, who 
Bed bribe* the p kado w , went meaning to the door fcpr which ha had 
«cme in, mid could not hagoadad hf the sling of the bendilkrm to rah 
or even to face attach. At the frequent c ry cf “fiiocot fiaooo!'’ from 
the bog m i s nt people, darts gkdted whh hmkkfuchcts wme pbatad hi hk 
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pawing at thb barrier, leaping by turns, and Sometimes in his desperation 
tiasosl aer ambling over. Suddenly he stood still opposite that part which 
the glare of the sun had fortunately left almost empty of spectators, and 
with one mighty effort oleared the barrier, passed the alley beyosid, and 
lighted in the seocmd row of seats. The leap was about ten feet in height, 
and could not have been less than sixteen or eighteen in horizontal distance. 
A body of soldiers stationed dose by with fixed bayonets, flung down 
their muskets and plunged into the alley ; the people on either side vote 
in panic ; some took refuge in the ring, some spread confusion to the 
further seats, and, in foot, had the bull understood the impossibility of 
escape and the sweetness of revenge, the results might have been frightful. 
But his sole idea was to get away — to his exoited imagination, one man 
seemed as likely as another to be the owner of a banderilla, and he merely 
clambered further and further up, in the hope of finding an outlet By 
the time, however, that he was at the topmost bank of seats, the whole 
body of fighters were upon him, and when he turned aside from the well 
towards the still near chaos of struggling people, Cuchares had already 
clutehed him by the tail, and he was pushed, hustled, and pricked down 
to the alley, where his undignified life was closed by the hands of the 
common butcher. m 

For the rest, the bull-fights of Honda were such as can be seen 
eveiy day at some place or other in Spain, and as have been again end 
again described. In the abort career of each bull there were the seme 
incidents to disgust and to exoito. The sport, so far as the horses are 
concerned, is simply and absolutely revolting. If the horses which are 
employed were in the prime of their life and carefully trained, as was 
formerly the case, the risk to which they wpuld be exposed might 
possibly be so diminished as not to be more than man ordinarily conceives 
himself to have a right by usage to require that they bear. But as it 
is, miserable starved brutes, fit only* for the knacker's yard, are sent into 
the ring bearing a man swaddled in cork and banded with iron, so heavy 
that they can barely stagger under his weight ; they are ridden with their 
eyes bandaged in order that they may not by unmanageableness increase 
the danger and the wages of the picador, and their only use is to feast the 
populace, not satisfied by the death of the bull, with a sufficiency of blood. 
They effect little toward* fatiguing the bull; they add nothing to the 
beauty of the sport. In Mexico, they are never .employed. Their only 
use is to afford the opportunity of seeing an animal which has been 
striving in a half intelligent way. to cany out the wishes of man, tread 
on its own entrails, or lie craving piteously fer help during halfon-honr 
at a time while the applauded bull returns again and again to gore him. 
It is very different, however, with the buIL After all, man is the god 
of the aaxrnil creation, and, rightly or wrongly, it makes a vast d if ference 
la eur sympathies whether a beast acts in aeomdanoewilh or in oppoaitka* 
to his will The bull is an iU-dbftfitkmed brute, isgoieiag £*. strife 
and feted to be killed sooner or later ; he gets probably a aoafet 
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wUafcctory death in the ring than in the slaugbter-bouse, and he gives 
occasion for a display on the part of man of courage, of cultivated agility, 
of the keenest eye, and of the finest skill Nothing can be more skilful 
than the manner in which he is played with by the chullos : their leaps over 
his boros; their passages within a foot of his head, while he rushes at 
fall speed ; the quickness with which they guide him away from a fallen 
comrade, or with which they plant the darts in his back and before his 
fete; above all, the delicacy and the daring with which their more perfect 
artists trail the caps .before him at a walk, and direct his fury to an inch. 
Nor can the bull be said to be without his chances, when his slaughterer 
stands almost motionless within eighteen inches of his horns, with nothing 
but bis own quick eye to save him tom the fatal stroke of his antagonist. 
With one swift motion of the hand, the animal is killed in an instant, and 
almost bloodlessly. A very serious drawback of bull-fighting as a sport 
is that it must be exercised by professionals alone, and that no man, how- 
ever strong in nerve and active in limb, however aocustomed to wild 
sports of other kinds, can engage in it without a long apprenticeship in the 
bloodless romps rather than fights with young bulls, in which the chullos 
and matadors learn the character of the animal, and the method of guiding 
and distracting him. 

With the bull-fights the Fair of Honda dosed; a few days saw the 
heterogeneous elements which had come together for the moment restored 
to their appropriate places. In like manner the rest departed, and two 
other days' ride over the crests of the hills under which we had ridden 
before, brought us back to the mess-room of Gibraltar, through scenery 
even more superb than that of the outward road. 
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Whenever in the heat of musical argument I hare allowed myattlf to 
give way to those common expressions of discontented bid age, Now-a- 
days " and “ In my time/ 1 a visitation of dodbting and profound humility 
succeeds, in which I am tempted to set down half my opinions to the 
intolerance of my advancing years, so naturally averse to Change — alas I 
even averse to improvement that includes change. 

After all, what does that contemptuous “ Now-a-dftys ” mean ? or that 
“ Ip my time/’ pronounced with such regretful pride ? For the most part, 
only that the clouds are emptied of their light, that the little rose-coloured 
islands have become mere violet blots upon a grey sky, that the Sun has 
gone down ; and I endeavour to become resigned to the ideal that possibly 
it is only my own sere and yellow leaf that is at fault, and which makes it 
a matter of impossibility with me to digest food that the rest of the world 
finds both palatable and sufficient for nourishment. I then endeavour to 
console myself with the heroic but uncheerfhl consideration tKat It is 
doubtless better that I should be a fastidious and cantankerous old man than 
that the musical taste of my country should be going to the dogS alto- 
gether ; and that, provided the sacred fire still burns in many breasts, it 
matters comparatively but little that upon one small altar a heap of cold 
k white ashes should be lying. 

A short stay in London, from which I had come aWay in a state of 
grievous discouragement with regard to the cultivation of musical taste in 
England, had thrown me by turns into these different phases of melapcholy, 
Until a day or two ago, when I went npto the Court to ffine with my friend 
Lord Winterten. In the evening, his niece, fitiss dine Trevor, played to 
perfection some of old Sebastian Bach’s enchanting donce-mUafe — ftaH of 
smiles and good faith, of gentle humour and tender fenCy. 1 could have 
Cried lor joy, first over the exquisite grace and charm of the things, and then 
again Ibr joy at finding that t was not the corpse I fitfiried I had become 
-—that real beauty had the power to stir my depths as much as eve* it had 
done in the infant yeirs of youtbftri enthusiasm, and that it Witt, aallftdis 
it was, the utter want of the divine imaginative quality which befogs to 
«B the ttaffiy greet ntastert, that hid made me rebel against that vulgar 
Uohtt Whkh Seems ap entirely to have takes the place *& better ffctaga in 
the titftiomfifie Worid ef mode* 

Of the gradual decadence ihtfasl art Within the m thirty jetae, I 
vol. xjl— *0. 72. 8& 
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bad tangible proof the same evening; for in looking through Lady Jane 
Trevor'* collection of Bellini's music, I found it full of passages which the 
tenor singers now in vogue would find it next*to impossible to master; 
and going further back still, and taking up Rossini's opera of Riceiardo t 
Zormde, I discovered that it contained no less than three great tenor 
parts, the least important of which would* be beyond the strength of 
most of the tenors of the present day, whose powers of vocalization are 
so limited, that the orchestral accompaniment is geneially made to play 
in unison with the voice every passage at all difficult of execution, so that 
the noise of the instruments effectually drowns any possible defect on the 
part of the singer. 

These revolutions take place almost imperceptibly to those who re- 
main stationary, and around whom they are working gradually day by 
day : as for me, I had ample power of comparing the present and the past, 
for I had been away for a lapse of years, and had heard no music in the 
interval ; there had been nothing to soften the lines of change, nothing 
with which to bridge over the gulf between what was and is, and l can 
hardly describe the shock it was to my feelings on my return to Europe to 
find the true gods overthrown, and horrible idols — creatures of wood and 
atone — set up in their places. I had left England some five-and-twenty 
yean ago, as tutor to a family who were going abroad. 1 was then about 
twenty-five yean old myself, and a passionate lover of music. My father, 
who was a very poor country curate, with a huge number of children, had 
also a Violin ; and I think this instrument, upon which he played veiy 
beautifully, was almost as dear to him os any of his children. Certainly, 
he owed it some gratitude, for it was the one prettiness of a life painted 
too much in greys ; the only solace of an over-worked, over-burdened 
existence, the only consolation he had to fall back upon in the midst of the 
daily increasing troubles of a large family, and the difficulties of educating 
and providing for us alL My poor mother, who was of a nervous, excitable 
temperament, when we came in with our best — ofteneat our only suit of 
clothes, tattered and soiled, to be repaired as best they might, by those 
ind«Atigfchle fingers of hers ; or when three or four of us were saying 
our lessons to her, and the1»by (the baby seemed a permanent institution 
at the parsonage) roaring all the while in her arms — would sometimes go 
almost wild with irritation at hearing the long-drawn-out notes of the 
violin proceeding placidly by the hour together from my father's little 
study. "And then he is, whining again ! ” she would sometimes exolakn, 
but die never asked him to stop, though she had to east every cum up 
three or four times over, whenever the arithmetic and the violin went 
on together. 

Little Mary and myself are the only members of the family who have 
inherited my Aether'* fond ness for muaio; and our gnat del%bt was to 
eseep uqperosived into the study, and He hidden in the ram underneath 
his writing-table, while he stood up paying by the casement that ogmd 
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upon our littlegarden— his pale face growing dark and Bharp against the 
twilight, and the carnations giving out all their odour in the quiet evening 
air. I can never sfoell a carnation now without hearing 017 dear father’s 
“Bid me Discourse," or “Sail/ in our Alley,” and those tunes will smell of 
carnations and feel of evening dew to me, to the last da/s of my life. The 
next music which I heard, was when I was sent up tq London as a lad of 
Sixteen to complete my education. I was quartered upon Philip Warde, an 
old friend and schoolfellow of my father's, and attended Westminster 
School daily. 

Philip Warde had a splendid mansion (or at least what seemed so to 
me after our tiny parsonage) in Bloomsbury Square. He was a well-to- 
do lawyer, with six children — three boys and three girls. When I lived 
there, the eldest boy, Bill, was clerk in a respectable banking-house in the* 
city; the eldest girl, Susannah, was nineteen — a fair likeness of her father, 
with the same sweet smile,* and the same lovely, moral countenance. 
Emily was sixteen, and little Ursula fourte*en. Then came the two Bmall 
boys, Bob and Harry, who were a good deal younger, and at school away 
down in the country. 

In this houso my musical taste was continually fostered and ministered 
to. Philip Warde, who was a remarkably handsome man of about five- 
and-forty, had not only the most winning speaking voice in the world, 
but also one of the finest basses it was possible to hear. He was altogether 
a delightful creature — handsome, happy, and good. He had married upon 
nothing when he was very young, and his plain little wife, who had 
cheered and supported him through all the troubles and struggles of their 
early life, loved him still in mature age with that sort of passionate adora- 
tion that seems generally only to belong to the fervent season of one’s 
youth. They were both blessed with that greatest of all blessings— 
excellent animal spirits. What jolly Christmas parties we used to have 
to be sure, when Philip led off Money-musk with Mrs. Warde, and we 
pounded away at Sir Boger de Coverley till three in the morning I All 
that is gone out now, and it itf considered the right thing to shuffle about 
all out of time, as if one could not hear the mufio, and as if one did not 
know how to dance, and could hot bear it But in those da^s, a thing 
to see were Philip's handsome legs, in tights fitting close to the shape 
all the way down to the ankle, doing such intricate steps, footing it so 
daintily to the measure, and every now and then cutting the moat lovely 
capers tp excite the admiration of us youngsters. When the dock 
struck twelve we used to go down to supper— such negus t such calves- 
foot jelly 1 such tipsy-cake 1 I used to think therq was nothing fifes 
it ! Indeed it wduld have been difficult to find anywhere a happier 
family oirde. 

Glee-singing was the music mbst suecestihfiy cultivated in this house: 
Bift sang tenfflr, with cspitsl lunge of his own ; sweet Susannah Watde 
vat aoptano, KmBy took tin alto, and Philip'* dcap vofea efcne grow&kg 
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ttmefhlly In, in the depths below, like a magnificent organ. All Caloott’s 
and Horsley'S charming glees they used to sing — and quaint old inadrigals 
of another day, that rippled away sunnily like intermingling streams of 
dearest water: the long habit of singing together, and the kindred 
quality of the voices, made their execution of this kihd of music absolute 
perfection. Then on Sundays Handel used to be the order of the day. 
Philip would sing, “ Shall I, in Mamre’s fertile plain," and sweet Susannaff 
Warde would give us, “ What though I trace," and then we always 
wound up with, “ O ruddier than the cherry," which was Philip's great 
song, of which his wife was justly proud, and which she always would 
ask for, saying that though it was not sacred it was Handel, which meant 
neaily the same thing. 

Ah dear old time 1 Ah gentle people ! The dark years have divided 
us, but you are not forgotten. 

In Lent, Philip Warde would often take me to the oratorios that u#ea 
to be given at the great theatres on the Wednesdays and Fridays, which 
duiing that season were devoted entirely to musical performances. 

My first oratorio was a memorable event in my life : I thought it so 
then, with life before me — I think it so still, looking back upon it now that 
I have lived. We were to have the Israel in Egypt In general Mr. Warde 
was punctuality itself, but oh this occasion he had been detained by unex- 
pected business, and dinner was a whole hour later than usual, instead of 
half-an-hour earlier, as it was to have been. At every ring of the bell, I, 
and the girls in their white frocks and blue sashes, dashed out upon the 
stairs to see if it was the master come home, and at each fresh disappoint- 
ment I felt almost ready to cry with impatience. I kept tooling at the 
bill, and felt sure that every piece of music I most wished to hear would 
he over by the time we got there ; and indeed it was very late when we 
reached the theatre, and the performance had long been begun. We fiew 
along the lobby, and hastily taking our places in the dress circle, came in 
for the concluding bars of a magnificent chortis. After Which a little 
thick-set man, With a light brown wig all over his eyes, a generally 
common appearance, and most unmistakably Jewish aspect, got up to sing 
one single line of recitative. He stood with his bend well on one side, 
held his nuuio also on one side, and fer out before him, gave a funny Kttle 
stamp with hi* foot, and then proceeded to lay in his provision of breath 
With such a tremendous shrug of bis shoulders and swelling of hi* chest, 
that I very nearly burst out toughing. 

He said — u But the children of Israel went on dry land*'— and then 


he pahsed; and every sound was hushhd throughout that great space; tad 
fheh; as if carved out upon the solid st fanew, caste mad three little 
words, “Through tho sea/" And our breath toiled, and otsr pokes 
ceased to htta abd we befit Our heads, as all the omSmmi it* 
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I turned to Philip Words io speechless agitation. “ Braham ! ” said he, 
wiping his eyes. 

I often afterward# heard this greatest singer of our country, who w#s, 
doubtless, among the greatest of any age or country ; hut although the 
stamp of genius wgs on everything that he did, strgngejy mixed up pith 
it was a love of gallery popularity, which l?d him continually into faults 
of taste. What could exceed the profound pathos of his “ Deeper and 
deeper still ? ” Ilia “ Lash me into madness ” still rings through all my 
fibres: but then again, just at the end of “ Waft her, angels/ 1 with which 
he had seemed to lift one into paradise, he must needs roar out on inter- 
minable cadence, hideous and vulgar, for which the gods cheered him, but 
for which in sober truth he deserved to be hissed. 

Lfttle Bob, and Harry used to find the first parts of these entertain- 
ments rather dry wort, but would wake up for the third part, which was 
always miscellaneous, and which I hated : I always used to come down 
from the sublime altitudes of old Handel upon the dull earth again with 
a sort of bump ; but they delighted in the lighter music ; and indeed 
Mr. Braham’s singing of such songs as, “ When the lads of the village/' 
“ Let us go to Kelvin Grove,” “March, march, Ettrick and Teviotdale,” 
and the “ Bay of Biscay,” was every bit as spirited and fine, as perfect in 
its accent and expression, as his pathos and dramatic genius were unsur- 
passed in the greater things he did. 

The only friendship I made at Westminster was with little Lord 
Winterton. He was a sickly little lad of about fourteen, with continual 
headaches ; and our intimacy grew, first, out of my preventing his being 
bullied because he could not play much and rough it as the others did, — 
and then, out of my |ooking after him, and lending him books when his 
family were abroad and he broke his arm out sliding and was laid up 
andhmeJy, 

He had several sisters, of whom he used occasionally to make mention 
when we had become chums, and who sang most beautifully, according to 
hjs account I used to tell him of our musio in Bloomsbury Square, and 
then he would say pith the most provoking coolness: “ Ah, you should 
bear Lady Jane sing! 11 This was bis fevourije sister,. an d he often spoke 
of her when he wa# ill and I came to sit with him. Once or twice we 
needy quarrelled when l was vaunting Miss Warde's emgiiSg, and he only 
*ef»erW with a languid superiority , and as if fo M heard pH the pojrld * 
M Ab ? jon hayan't heard Lady Jaws l n 

The fip* that '*hout thja riiqe I was last growing out of the 
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with a gentle -hearted, hard-working country curate for a husband: and 
forgetful of the yean that lay between us, and fired with a new tumult of 
almost unacknowledged hopes, I bent all my thoughts towards the church, 
and implored my father to send me to Oxford. Poor man 1 He could 
ill afford to spare the necessary sum of money for this fresh expense, and 
I fretted myself and my mother nearly into a fever with my anxiety and 
impatient restlessness. Luckily — I did not think so then — they were not 
called upon to make the sacrifices they were prepared to make for the 
fulfilment of my desire. 

Just at this time, Susannah went to pay a visit of a month to a 
married friend of hers who lived at Woolwich ; and when next I heard 
from the Wardes, (I was at hornemt the parsonage then,) it was to tell me 
that she was going' to be married to a Captain Knockam Garth. It was 
not a good marriage in a worldly sense, but they were not worldly people. 
Philip Worde, who doted on his daughter, was greatly overset when he 
first heard of the engagement, and rather inclined to oppose it ; but the 
mother remembered her own early days, and made her husband remember 
them, and their own true young love ; and so finally his objections weie 
overruled, and Captain Garth became an accepted lover. 

As th see was some probability of his regiment being soon ordered 
upon foreign service, a very few weeks only intervened between the 
engagement and the marriage. They were veiy wretched weeks to me, 
and I shame to say it, in my selfish, jealous passion, I made them so 
to all around me. I was bitter against the whole world, and sore about 
everything. 

Sometimes I 'thought with contempt and almost hatred of her for 
having, as I chose to represent it to myself, sacrificed a true love to the 
false glitter of position ; while the facta were, that Captain Garth was as 
poor as a church mouse, and that she had never felt anything for me but 
the sort of sisterly regard a kind-hearted young woman of her age, and 
with brothers of her own, wqb almost sure to experience for an awkward 
friendless schoolboy, living in the same house. But this, the true aspect 
of the matter, was too mortifying to my pride and vanity to be entertained 
for a single instant, and I preferred thinking myself the victim of a 
woman’s fickleness and treachery: it invested me, in my own eyes at least, 
with a dignity and importance which w eke more flattering to my feelings. 
Sometimes I used to wonder whether she would d an (I actually put h so 
to myself,) — whether Susannah would dan to bid to her wedding the man 
she had so deeply wronged. Then as the time grew near fuel nearer, mad 
no sign earns from any of them, I bed fits of absolute rage against them 
all, that in their idiotic delight at whet I was pleased to mil this nets 
rtfrp, I, their old dear friend, was laid by and unremembered. And then 
my rage ell jreot out suddenly like a spent flame, end I would lie for 
heme to away in th* fields* crying my heart ant to the hstetoaMe , 
aching dceoU t e no m, the grtsvoua grievous pain of their Jmvfa ^tog stte aiae, ’ 
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At this time my poor mother, too, became a souroe of the greatest annoy- 
ance to me. My father was a good deal away from the house, and always 
very absent and preoccupied when he was in it ; but my mother saw 
well enough that something was going badly with me, I daresay she had 
even made half a guess at the truth, for in matters of the heart all women 
— the very dullest — become sharp, and I noticed that she never once 
mentioned Susannah’s name to me. Her tender pity would flow out to 
me 'in a thousand little acts of watchful affection ; but any unusual 
demonstration of this kind only made me imagine that I was looked 
upon as an object of compassion, and this I resented bitterly, beyond all 
measure. Then when I had met her warmth with coldness, scaring her 
into silence either with sullen sarcasm* or savage irritability, and she no 
longer ventured to take me in her arms and question me, or make troubled 
remarks upon my white face and feverish hands, she would follow me 
with tearful looks wherever I moved about the room, until I used to rush 
from the house in a state of perfect frenzy, that I might escape from the 
unceasing importunity of those wistful mother’s eyes. I was very mod, 
and very bad, and — God forgive me for it I — I still thought that before 
the end — the end of all — was consummated, Borne one must surely take 
some notice of me. But no 1 One by one the days passed, and no letter 
arrived. Then a dreadful day — the date of which I well knew— came 
too, and rolled heavily away, and still no sign ! 

Two mornings afterwards a packet was brought to me ; it contained 
a white favour, a large piece of wedding-cake, and a letter from 
Mrs. Warde. I tied the favour on our tomcat, and gave the cake to the 
children ; but the letter was so kind and tender that I could not bring 
myself to tear it up. It was as follows : — 

44 Dear Joe, — 

44 The marriage 1b over, and our dear girl has left us. And now that 
I sit down with her empty chair beside me — that chair where she has sat, 
our pride and our joy, for so many yean — my eyes and my heart are full 
of tears, and I can’t help thinking of you, dear Joe* and writing to yon, 
for I think you will want to hear from some of us to-day; and as the 
young ones are all too much excited just at present to settle down quietly 
to pen and paper, yon mart put up with my account of matters, though I 
fear I shall not be able to write quite as cheerfully as I ought. Captain 
Garth is about thirty-fire— just thirteen years older than Susie ; bqt this 
I think quite a fruit on the right side, especially where the Kfr is Italy to 
be ao frill of ups and downs, and changes and movement. She isn’t mod 
to roughing it much, poor dear 1 "—[here a great drop biota the pqpav}«~ 
44 and wiU want acme one who Anowt how to take oazeof her as well at to 
love her. 

44 Captain Garth has a loud, firm voice, and aeetna, I' think, tofem a 
v*y derided character; but this k oertainly quite an advantage, and j*o- 
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bably after ffcUt only his military way, to which I am not yet used* They 
am gone to Scarborough for a foitnight, his leave, at present, not ex- 
tending beyond that time, and then they aie to join the regiment, which 
3 * stationed at York. 

“ The breakfast went off capitally. There were a number of toasts 
and speeches : Philip spoke quite beautifully, as he always does ; at least 
he began beautifully — saying what an honour he thought it for his 
daughter to be the wife of a brave man ; but when, as he went on, he 
touched upon all the vicissitudes of a soldier’s life, the hardships and die 
dangers — and often the long years of exile in distant lands — a thought of 
* all our poor Susie might be exposed to — she who has been so petted and 
fostered, and kept in cotton all her life — came across him, and he suddenly 
got as white as a sheet, and could not go on ; and poor Susie, who had 
kept up wonderfully till then, burst into teais, and jumped up from table, 
and ran into his arms. I was afraid Captain Garth might be hurt, for he 
coloured scarlet, and said not a single word. However, uncle James was 
there, and saved us all ; for he got up and made a first-rate speech, full 
of puns, which set all the girls laughing, and so we ended better than we 
began. * 

“ You Wj?re not forgotten at the breakfast, dear Joe. ‘Absent friends ’ 
were drunk, and then Susie put another drop of wine into her glass, and 
added, ‘And here’s dear Joe, and God bless him l 11 My dear boy, I hope 
that by-and-by it may be a pleasure and comfoit to you to remember this 
little word. Philip and Susie were both very anxious to have you up for 
the wedding ; but J thought that perhaps you would not care to oome to 
us just then, and said I thought your own peoplo mpet he wafctipg you 
themselves after having been so long without you. 1 hope you have not 
been vexed at not hearing from ub before, but I thought it better not to 
write till all was over. 

Your tinly attached friend, 

Sazlah Wamje. 

And ao l burned the white rose she had stuck Into my button-hole 
ope day when we had gone to a picn|o ip Greenwich Park, apd the hit 
of mistl e toe under which I had kissed he? Joe* Christmas, when we both 
blushed fer the fret tuna, and I felt with a rush of bkyd to my heart the* 
she b*4 ied4enly«^eU in a eingk* iastmit^wecm Eve to sue. 4nd l 
wen* <to pyftrimr end told him 1 h«4 finally made qp^ny *ipd to giv* 
urn the church and take to tutoring ; whieh mnld at once relieve of 
mim h appiety op my ^ ^ which rim whole I frit my aej f 

« graft* deal ' Th« wft with the l*o ot flnwynft, olji 

IWll im tfiKfiMvtm t Da4<HWlD»r«n«il)W(#^n 
•lio to the conclusion that &e leu trouble Fgm now hi a ny pjj the 
bettor. ; * » 

2 firs* met a in ^ 0 0 ^^ jn flmnt>ll whk-m 1 iMiblikl 
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for about two year?, and than spent the next three years in the family of 
an Irish gentleman -who lived not for from the lovely lake of KiUaraey* 
After which I heard of what seemed lfkely to prove a very good thing if 
I did not mind India > and feeling that an entire change yras the only 
thing likefy to shake me out of a state 0 f despondency and discourage- 
ment that was becoming too habitual with me, I made up my mind to 
close with the offer which had been made me. 

It was a great shock to the people at the parsonage when I announced 
my intention to them. But, after all, I had already been away three years 
in Ireland without ever coming home ; this was to be an absence of only « 
five or six — (alas I it became one of five-and-twenty ; but at the moment 
of our decision this was little anticipated) — and the remuneration, which 
was most liberal and to be increased with time, would allow of my 
sending home annually a considerable sum of money to be devoted to the 
education of my brothers. 

My favourite sister, Mary, was at this time about to become a 
governess ; she was admirably gifted for this career, and had been brought 
up with a view to it. She knew French fundamentally, though of course 
she could not speak it: she was, thanks to my father, a very good Latin 
scholar ; and thanks to her own industry and passion for music, a fair 
performer on the pianoforte. Our instrument was but a poor one, 
having belonged to my mother when she was a girl— she brought it with 
her to the parsonage when she married my father, and with it her old 
music-books, a few odd volumes of Beethoven, Haydn, and Mozart — it 
was all old-foshioned together, but we owed to it some of the happiest 
momenta of our lives. 

After foiling in one or two attempts to procure a situation for her, one 
now offered which seemed to promise very favourably ; but the money 
for her outfit, slender as that was, was not forthcoming just when it was 
wanted, and ooukl only be got together by keeping the boys at home and 
cm ay mother’s hands for another year. Now they had long been of an 
age to go to school; but though very good-hearted boys, it was not in 
the nature of their youth and vigorous temperament not to be somewhat 
sandy and noisy, and mf poor mother, who at her bast had never been 
very strong, had broken down a great deal in the last years, and stood 
mask in need of a seat and quiet that she seemed bat little likely in this 
life to obtain. My Indian project turning up just at this juncture, eoived 
many of these dHBftiihfafr in an saioohed4br way, tad reeonoHod as all 
mesa or Mm to flfce pang of pasting. 

One day, not tog before my departure, a#I was running stag Bond 
Street in quest of partaumtoaqs and hat-bexes, I nut up against a fog*, 
tad, ttaat yonag fo&tor, who, taking hold of ms by both s htod d aff, called 
out, * Why, halloa, oM fcltow,whe» are yon mtttii^ to m such* hussy f* 
U tnsSttto Vhtt e rton grow n cot of all lie ffl a s a me and ■ fon a f into 6* 
magatfieant specimen of a maa* He was going home to tosehacn, and 
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insisted on carrying me along with him to Portman Square. Wo found 
his mother at table with a bevy of charming young ladies, to whom I was 
in turn presented. There was Lady Mary, with her silvery voice and 
delicate dun; and Lady Caroline, straight and tall, and with something 
of a will of her own or I am much mistaken. But indeed I could hardly 
look at anybody for a vision of loveliness that Beemed to brighten the whole 
room, and that came up to me with a sweet graciousness and a sunny 
face all dimpling with tender smiles, and holding out both her little hands, 
said, “ How good you were to George ! I*m sure he must have talked 
to you about me — I'm Jane.” 

Sitting at table with them, drinking porter and eating voraciously, 
was a stout elderly foreign gentleman with a smooth face and great 
animation of manner. This was Signor Donzelli, a very famous Italian 
tenor singer, who had formerly given lessons to the young ladies, and 
who was only for a few dayB in England. After luncheon we went up- 
stairs, and Lady Jane and Lady Caroline dragged him to the piano and 
insisted on hiB singing. After many entreaties and protestations on one 
side and the other, he began his most celebrated air out of Rossini's 
Otelloj “Ah si per voi gift, sento,” but he broke down in the middle, burst 
out laughing, and seizing them by the hand, exclaimed, “ C'est impos- 
sible 1 vous €tes deux charmantes filles, mais je ne puis pas chanter— je 
suis trop^plein 1 ” 

He appeared to have little or no execution, but it was one of the 
noblest voices I ever heard : a manly, robust, sonorous, low* tenor, more 
like the very high baritones of the present day than anything else. He 
afterwards sang two or three bits of recitative, which were much finer 
than the song, which had a little wanted finish, and was rather too 
uniformly loud to my thinking. The best of all was one that began with 
the words, “ Svanir le vod,” and which they told me was out of an opera 
called Norma, by Bellini. It was a grand piece of declamation : I never 
heard so perfect an enunciation ; not a word was lost, and the separate 
syllables beat singly upon the ear like so many distinct musical blows. 

When I took my leave, they told me they were going to have some 
music in the evening, and begged me to come and bear it. I inquired if 
Signor Bonzelli was to sing. u Oh, no,” said Lady Jane. u Ours is only 
an amateur performance, and Mr. Rivera don't like his sbgmg; he ssys 
he bawls too muoh, and that it is insofiemble in a rpepn. Jwx will hear 
Mr. Rivers to-night. We have no kto than four tenors, nil so jealous of 
one another ! — Mr. Enderaleigh, Mr. frank Rivers, Mr. Cbolmondely, 
and Lord Maurers; but Mr. Rivers is the best, and we are going to ring 
a quantity of things he has brought with him from Rely.” 

As 4fce cM struck ton, I pr ese nted myself ip Portman Square, and 
ibnad myself, the Pnly man among the ladies, tor the gnurts hid not yet 
begun to arrive, toad the gentlemen had not left the dtoaantoMM tte 
todies s ee sire d ass amy kindly, bat £ never mss mm ukssuilutobto In 
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my life ; I felt bo thoroughly in the way, and a fish out of water. There 
were no subjects of common interest between us— how should there be ? 
Of their habits I knew nothing, and what experience could they possibly 
have of a life hidden away in the shade like mine ? We had exhausted 
George’s health at luncheon, and upon the only topic upon which we could 
converse — music — I soon found that we did xtot agree ; my early taste had 
been formed upon the masters almost exclusively cultivated in my own 
home — Beethoven, Mozart, Haydn, and old Corelli— but with these I 
found my new friends but little acquainted, although they unhesitatingly 
pronounced them to be dull and tiresome. I then thought I would try a * 
lighter style, and spoke of Purcell and Dr. Arne, but here I was hardly 
more successful. Of these composers they were entirely ignorant. I, in 
my turn, knew nothing ’ whatever of Rossini and the Italian music they 
delighted in, and so conversation very soon began to flog, and to be filled 
with a gradually rising tide of awkward pauses. What made me feel 
still more embarrassed was the presence of a lady with whom I was 
not acquainted. I never saw anything more striking then this lady’s 
appearance. She was a beautiful woman of apparently about six- or 
seven-and-twenty, toll and slight, and with a handsome figure. She had 
a remarkably small, well-shaped head, with dark hair, eyes, and a won- 
derful white complexion, with just the very faintest tinge of colour 
exactly in the right place. I remarked this with admiration to Lady 
Maiy, who replied in her sugary voice and with an odd little laugh, 
“Yes; die always puts it in the right place, don’t die?” Her dress 
was very peculiar, and added to the pioturesqueness and brilliancy of 
her appearance. She wore a scarlet velvet gown and a magnificent white 
rose in her bosom. 

This person, my dear Lady Jane told me, was one of her cousins, Lady 
Charlotte Maleolm, or I never could have believed they could have belonged 
to the same family, die looked so dreadfully hard and bold ; and she certainly 
had none of their good breeding or good nature, for having, when I 
came in first, asked, in so bud a whisper that I couldn’t but hear her, 
who I was, and then remarked that I was a good-looking beast, she 
declined having me presented to her, and took no farther notice of me 
whatever, beyond putting up her horrid eyeglass at me and giggling 
upon every observation I addressed to other people; each time she did 
so, making me grow as red as the colour of her own gown. Be fo re 
the people came, I was taken through (he rooms by Lady Caroline add 
Lady Jane. I think they were rather ashamed of their oousb’s had 
taanoer% and v«y good-naturedly made Hue an excuse for getting me 
out of her reebb. 

Thk evening to Partisan Square was altogether a revelation to me. 
In the first place I had never asm any house at all like it. I had been 
Bring exiled in a very desolate sort of baneeky nm in Mead for the 
hist few years, and afaneet the only cmfiaed social teopHeotien* X had Itere 
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of the dear old bow in Bloomsbury ; but this was a very different matter 
in evpry respect 

Ip Blpomsbury we bad one good-siaed drawing-room, opening with 
loY narrow yellow folding doors into a back room a good deal smaller. 
The variety of arrangement, and the quantity of furniture in Portman 
Square, made it a matter of some anxiety to ateer one's way clear on any 
Bide. In Bloomsbury we used to have no difficulties of this sort to 
struggle with : the pianoforte stood against the wall in one room, and a 
Laid little sofa, with a shaped back and scroll end, against the wall in the 
other: there were only two arm-chairs in each room, and these stood 
symmetrically on either side the fire-place. In the ceptie of both rooms was 
a round table : that in the front diawing-room had a cloth cover of light 
green stamped with black upon it; the table in the back loom had no 
cloth : it was of dork mahogany, and overspread with pretty little knick- 
knacks in Bohemian glass and Tunbridge ware. In this room the paper 
was a rich buff flock j but the paper in the front room was the one I used 
to admire the most : it had a bright pink ground, with a pattern some- 
thing between a cathedral window and a gridiron done in gold all over 
it. How vyell I recollect the day it was put up, and how splendid 
I thought it looked when the great glass chandelier was lighted, to try 
the effect l Miss Bird, the governess, was sent for, with little Ursula, 
from the (school-room, to come and see it ; apd I remember as if it 
were yesterday, how she stood before it in her pluip-epjourad gown, 
with her red muffettees apd her cbilblainy hands ejasped# reclaiming 
rapturously over and over again# “ And such a lovely isn’t it? u as 
if that was a charm entirely separate from the paper# and jthe one she 
chiefly appreciated. 

There were four drawing-rooms ip Portman Square — two immense 
middle ones of grand proportions, with white and gold walls and gorgeous 
crimson curtains. These were brilliantly lit all round with wag candles, 
and the pianoforte stood quite out at the end of the hugest room qf the 
two. Reading out of tibia apartment, behind the head of the piano, was 
what waa catted the young ladies* study* This was hung with pole aea- 
gpsen so^in of on exquisitely delicate abide. It pould he impossible HP 
to dmpribe it in detail ; but I 

ire to of all ifaflpffl and aigefc lome lilinttuoi mo — ffart 

BWWfd wjfb garland* (rf iw*i» fflft aid fapwtrjr-wojfy fW- 

Mrred the livetiaat and i&&mt twh A ga m4 M mUt wm Pn 
cabinet* of eb^ny inlaid #dtfc jwwy, and over tlw*e hiwg two jwW. % 
d**h8*% portmit* of 4dfa# pf the frmi}y. TJ>bf* ware *J*> or few 
beastiftal drawing* of Lawrence's, and *ome charming arater-oolmua hf 
Copley, FiMdjflS W& Pf Wigt. The w. tfctf w#a#i ptfcf* end of 

fesiwsi^ w j* Sr#. tow *iw ***7 *4 txwtyMl 

nh ffilt fcilfidbdMii VnuMfjf. Tkn h /PSNk MMj rfi Ijlh 

Ti* iJm fitfribrnp flnAtl MnAhl^Briili aa 
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was old French. There were beautiful inlaid secretaires, coatiy bureau* 
of quaint shape, and at one end a gorgeous old French writing-table, end 
everywhere, by each luxurious sofa qr inviting arm-chair, little inlaid 
tables of green and brown woods, of the most exquisite forms end work- 
manship. It was altogether quite different froiq Bloomsbury, and on the 
whole, certainly much prettier. 

When once the guests began to arrive, tbqy continued pouring in "very 
quickly, and the rooms were soon filled to suffocation. I was very curious 
to see Mr. Bivers, whose name was mentioned among them every five 
minutes — his opinions quoted, and his authority appealed tq. Jt was 
evident he must be a very important and fashionable person, and I thought 
he must be some great lord’s son at least ; but I found to my surprise 
that, although ho was connected with almost all the noble fiumhes of 
England, he held no rank whatever himself; he was not even an Honourable. 
I felt suie I should know him at once, either by his supremely dandified 
appearance, or by hiB superior good looks, although how he was to be 
handsomer than the men who weft already there it was difficult jto imagine. 
For I do not think I ever was bo struck with anything as I was with the 
general beauty of this assembly — both men. and women seemed like 
creatures of another woild to rue. Now we had only one other pretty gill 
besides Susannah Warde in Bloomsbury — Georgina Battersby, her giest 
friend — and I could not help thinking how dowdy and insignificant she 
would have looked among these people. 

There was one whole family of three sisters and two brothers, who, 
when they came in, quite took away my breath with the splendour of their 
appearance. Mrs. Weatyorth, with her classical head and straight nope, 
made one think of “ The Isles of Greece, the Isles of Greeoe, where burning 
Sappho loved and sung.” Indeed she might have been Sappho herself, 
for they told me she was a genius as yell as a beauty. Her youngest 
brother, who was not more than nineteen or twenty years old, was without 
exception the most radiant human creature I eyer beheld. Without 
bring at all nmnssly rifiwn g fo , he was as Joreiy as a woman, end had 
the voice and smife of an angel: one wondered wfcgt this glorious young 
Greek god was doing* so for away from Olympus. 

Then there was cream-coloured Mrs. Henry Wharton, HtrrfflM from 
o bar gielaimholy iya*4W?^ thabomoof ype without a tear,” down to 
tha sole of her foot. I never my anything to equal foe shape and otfoflf 
of her hands, arms, and bust; btU I felt nervously ashamed of kfoktag 
much her way » her clothing having for tfaa most part resumed itself into* 
bunch of gioleia. I mtim foes* msnriyas fom* of the most mmMbk 
parsons that I saw, for l stood near the door, and I dfthp* that aims* 
m*j <*»* hooomeiuwM hiad a opa ,^ at bast pdl^nahhtg t aft wm» 

well grown and had film skins. 
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“ Mr, Biters isn’t come jet, mamma, and we 'want him for 4 Cielo il 
mio labbro,' ” answered Lady Jane. 

44 Never mind, my dears. It’s past eleven o’clock, and you had better 
begin with something else,” returned her mother, 

14 Oh, we can't indeed, mamma,” said Lady Jane anxiously, adding 
Suddenly, 44 Oh 1 there he is — I see him ! ” as a tall, fair man, with light 
hair and auburn whiskers, perfectly simply dressed, and carrying a heap 
of music in his arms, fought his way vigorously up the stairs. H6 was 
certainly very good-looking, but that was not what struck me most about 
him. It was his bright countenance, his air of distinction, and when he 
spoke the pleasant voice and charm of entire unaffectedness that were so 
winning. 

44 Did you ever see such a crowd ? ” said Lady Winterton, as he wished 
her good evening. 

44 Yes, and all standing about, so as to prevent one’s being able to stir ; 
so English that is ! My dear Lady Winterton, half of it is your foult, 
because you always will stick tables before your sofas. Just look at that 
row of people all standing with their backs to the table, instead of getting 
in and being quiet, and making room for others. It rqally must be moved 

— you lose more than half your space that way. Would you mind ? ” 

he said, looking at me, and in two minutes we had got the obnoxious 
piece of furniture out of the way against a wall, and four ladies were 
instantly seated on the hitherto untenanted sofa. Mr. Rivers was so 
pleased with this result, that he made me go round with him and remove 
all the other tables. It really was an immense improvement, although I 
must own I felt rather nervous as we approached one at which three 
or four elderly ladies and gentlemen were seated, looking over some 
political caricatures and reviews. 

“I’m afraid,” said I, hesitatingly, to Mr. Rivers, 44 we shan't be 
able ” but— 

44 We're going to push that table up into the comer, if you don't mind,” 
said he, briskly, lifting the lamp and making off with it as he spoke, 
leaving the people he addressed in benighted amassment. 

44 It'll be much better there, won't it? " he said with a smile, as he 
came hack for the table. 

One cross-looking M woman, who wad not at all inclined to be pleased, 
waggled her bead angrily at him a&d said, 41 1 was reading, and I don’t 
think ao.” 

“Oh, yes, you do," he mpKed, with that delightfo! anile of his. 
“Besides, you don't want your book now, you know; you're going to 
listen to ue.* And he rolled the table away as he spoke. 

Oar programme consisted of the following pfooes, with done df which 
I was aoqaitintod : — 

, "detail mjb la bbro”— a quartet* frees Rossbd’s e JWhra, 

pompous, sflendtd, and weft song. “Tu redmi la air 
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from the JPirata, by Bellini. This was sung by Mr. Endereleigh very 
carefully, but ratber through his nose : it was of those good things that do 
not give one much pleasure. Then came a duet from the same opera, 
sung by Mr. Rivers and Lady. Caroline. They both had very fine voices 
(he, a brilliant high tenor, and she soprano,) and a degree of cultivation 
that was quite remarkable. 

Mr. Rivers was very nervous and fidgety at first ; the person who was to 
have accompimied the duet, for some reason that I could not catch, did not 
please him, and he declared he would not sing unless some one else could 
be got to play. This alteration was with a little difficulty at last effected. 

“Do, for heaven’s sake, let us begin: these pauses ruin a concert,” 
he said, exactly as if the delay had been caused by some one else instead 
of himself. “ I never saw such a horrid public in all my life— nil 
women ! It’s quite killing to have to sing to people who won't ever 
express anything. Do applaud, there's a dear good man” (this to 
me). “ 1 give you my word my mouth'B exactly like a clothes-brush ! 
Mind you play my notes,” was his parting injunction to the accom- 
panier, and they started. But he suddenly caught sight of Lady Char- 
lotte Malcolm, who was talking and laughing loud in the front row; 
and leaving Lady Caroline with her mouth wide open, singing her solo, 
he exclaimed, “It's quite impossible to do anything serious with that 
dreadful giggling going on just opposite one ;'' with which observation he 
went straight across to her, and an animated little interview took place 
between them, in which I could just catch the words, “ Want to convene— 
boudoir — disturb other people.” She would not move, but she held her 
tongue afterwards, at least whenever Mr. Rivers sang, which I was very 
glad of, for die had talked incessantly all through poor Mr. Enders- 
leigh's air. 

This duet of the Pirata appeared to me to be rather a poor and dis- 
jointed composition, with some pretty melodious phrases spotted about 
here and there over it I make no doubt it would have been far mm 
effective on the stage, for the words and situation were evidently very 
dramatic. Not understanding Italian, I didn't of course know what it was 
about, but it was obviously a desperate love-duet, and highly tragic. 
Rrank Riven sang it with immense exp ression, and tuned round to use 
repeatedly with a countenance beaming with delight, to which h» remark 
of “ Ain’t it so miserable?'' made a very oomioal co n trast, After tide « 
Mr. Chobnondely sang, 11 A te, o cara," from the opera of the Pur&mi, Be 
had a pretty twe, hut I confess I wondered at his selAeonfidenpe, Jhr he 
had not the slightest idea of time; and the acoompanier, gad those who 
sang with him, had hard wor^ to follow him. It was a horrid mamas** ct 
what appeared to me a charming thing : hat many of As butte*, seemed 
enchanted, end so did he himself; and one gen tlema n came tp team and 
remarked, * life better than Rahim; «d it's all by m*— he doesn't know 
* note of music!” 
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“Sol should hjsve imagined,” I began to reply, when Lady Jane gave 
x&e | n^eryoua little push, and in a low voice imparted to me the information 
| w|S speaking to Mr. William Cholmondely, the younger brother of 
|h$ gentleman who had just performed. 

We then had a duet between Lady Caroline and Lady Jane. This was 
called 44 Ebben per mia memoria,” and was from Rossini’s opera 9f the 
Gazza, Ladrcu Jt was sung with feeling, style, and excellent execution, 
and was altogether more like the work of artists than of amateurs. Lady 
Jane had a charging mezzo-soprano voice, her sister a brilliant and power- 
fail soprano ; and tjbey understood each other’s feeling and manner so well, 
that their singing together went with the. precision of a single voice. 
After this, Lord Mapvers, a young nobleman with lovely eyes, sat down 
to accompany himself. Of his performance I really was unable to judge, 
for he executed nothing in its entireness : he did nothing but warble, with 
a very sweet voice, little melodious beginnings and endings, and I believe 
he would have been there to this very hour, exciting the black ire of the 
other tenors, but for Frank Rivers, who last, in that irresistible way of 
h|s, bro^e in with, “My dear fellow, sing, or get up; we shall be oharmed 
if you will really sing any ope thing through, but if you can’t or won’t, 
you’d better get up and let us go op. That kind o’ thing is so tiresome, end 
we shan’t get through the programme to-night.” 

- After this came a fine thing out of Rossini’s Tancfedi , beginning with 
“ Hl’sbbwcia Argjrio.” This was capitally sung, on jhe whole* by » 
Mrs. Jdpfley and Mr. Rnderslejgh : be, as before, a little melancholy and 
na#a} j but the lady had fire enough for twp. She had been a pupil of 
Paefa’s, and declaimed heroically with a husky mezzo-soprano voice. 
The duet was succeeded by Bellini’s romance of “ Ah non creder che 
pieno,” from the Beatrice di Tenda — a thing requiring -the most perfect 
finish, which it received at the hands of Mrs. Wilmot, who dropped 
diamo n ds wd pearls of notes without seeming even to take the trouble to 
open her mouth- Ap 4 we wound up with another frantic Jove-du# 
of Ponwetti’s ? by Mr. ftwere #nd Lqtdy Caroline. This wp indeed a 
most business i Frank Rivers worked himself into a terrible 

*tf4§ ov« it, «nd tm wp** ft* rtimy tf ft* 

sentiments ha waa szonuiiiir. several f,wina aiawnUting at intonali 
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mysel f, we all adjourned to the round room, where a charming supper 
table, covered with flowers and fruits, was prepared, and where we all sat 
down in wild spirits to talk over the concert and the events of the evening. 
I may say that I had quite an unexpected little sucoess here, for upon 
Lady Jane's speaking of her cousin's insolent airs, and suddenly saying. 
“ If one planted Chailotte, what flower would she come up?’* I, who had 
often played at this child’s game at home, and who had not quite fojgitan 
Lady Charlotte for refusing before my fqce to be introduced to me, called 
out at once from the other end of the table, “ London Pride 1 11 which was 
received with general acclamation. 

“ And what would Jane come up ? ” asked Lady Caroline, 

“ Morning-glory ,** said I, as quick as light, looking at the fair yOung 
head opposite to me, crowned with its masses of golden hair : this was 
also much applauded. But the best of all was when Mr. Cholmondely 
said,— 

“ And if one planted Frank Rivers, what would he come up ? ” 

11 Love-lies-bleeding,” said Lord Manvers. 

u No, no,” cried I, mindful of the “ 0 Parisina ! ” and all the other 
agonies : “ Love-and-tear-it 1 ” — the name of the country -folk down in our 
part of the world for that mildest and most innocent of vegetable creatures, 
the mallow. The instant after I had said it I was afraid Mr. Rivers 
might be offended with my freedom ; but no one laughed more, and he 
several times said, “ So quick of him, so very droll,” with the greatest 
good-natuie and with evident enjoyment of the joke. 

One more musical treat, and that the greatest, I have to record before 
my departure for India. This was at the house of Mr. John Grahatae, 
one of our great city merchants, who was nevertheless content to reside 
in the city. I was invited to spend my last evening with them, and here 
I heard the glorious music *ef the Don Juan executed from beginning to 
end with the utmost reverence and care. An able professional man and 
excellent pianist, the master of the young ladies, accompanied it at the 
pianoforte. Don Juan was admirably sung by a Mr. Bepworth, a lawyer; 
Donna Anna was a professional singer engaged for the occasion ; Donna 
Elvira, a young German lady, with a magnificent voice, a niece of my 
host, on a short visit to England ; the youngest daughter of the hotpe was 
the Zerlina, and sang her “ Betti, batfci,” charmingly, accompanied quite 
capitally on the violoncello by an old admiral, ap entfrusjsftio foyer of 
classical gpus^n; the mq$er of the, home, who bed a flue bass ?ofoe Md 
grert pease of bijtmaqr, was our LeppneUo. Between the act* tyoqtfb 
third soupte in the king at sonatas for Jbur hands--wese|eod^l7 
twq aide# daughters of the horn to perfection. Wfy was ty* lift 
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establishment. And there I remained, getting on in the world ae it is 
called ; but alas, for what ? I ask myeelf this question sadly enough now 
that it is too late. 

The first news of importance that I received from home was that of 
my sister Anna’s marriage to a curate who came to do duty for a shoit 
time in a neighbouring parish. He was a widower with seven little chil- 
dren, but Anna wished it, and so an unwilling consent was wrung from 
my parents. Then followed closely the tidings of my poor mother's death; 
this was a heavy blow, and one that I hardly like to speak of even now. 
Some time after this my brother Walter wrote to inform me of his 
marriage and departure for Australia, where he was soon joined by my 
youngest brother Fred. Finally came the announcement of my father’s 
decease from my poor sister Mary, who had been living at home with him 
and keeping house for him ever since he had become a widower. Her 1 
letter was a very pathetic appeal to me to come back to her : she was 
broken in health, pinched in circumstances, and quite alone in the world ; 
and so I determined to return to England, to settle down in some quiet 
little home in the country, and devote the remainder of my life to my poor 
Mary, the dear companion of my early years. 

At Calcutta I saw Susannah Warde again. She had been for the 
last twelve years in India, but we had never met. She had still the same 
sweet smile, but she was dreadfully altered. So much so, that if I had 
not heard her speak, and seen her smile, I don't think I should have 
known her again. She had suffered terribly from the climate, whioh was 
also telling severely upon her youngest child, a despotic, lead-coloured 
little urchin of about ten years old. She could not be persuaded to 
leave her tiusband and go to England herself) bnt was full of care and 
trouble about the boy, and exceedingly anxious to send him over to 
Europe for his health and education ; and so*it ended in my volunteering 
to take charge of him for her. Out of whioh arrangement, if any one 
thinks that I got any sort of satisfaction of a sentimental kind, I beg to 
•tale be is entirely mistaken: for the child has absolutely nothing of my 
dear old love Susannah ; he is the living image of Knockham Garth; 
he has the same bal'd voice, and the u military manner" that poor 
Mrs. Wards had never got used to. 

Almost the first person I looked up -in London was Lord Winterton. 

I firafed him an elderly bachelor, a martyr to gout, and obliged to go about 
in a wheel chair. He was de li ghted to see me, as cordial ami friendly as 
ever, and he asked Maty and me to ten# nod dine with him. Here I 
met my old friend, Lady Jane, with her radiant free, and the lost* of her 
golden hair still un d i m med by time? if she was no longer P roserp i ne, 
she was* Ceres 'sAt, and £e made am acquainted with myty m r jane, 
whom 1 might trim trim *> be the same I bed left in Engknd f^smd- 
twenty pfcme age* in perfect a Steams of her Mfy mother wmt feds 
lovely daughter. Lady Jane was a widow; 
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who bad died, leaving her with this girl and a boy, and she now resided 
entirely with her brother, Lord Winterton. 

Daring the course of the evening I talked over with Winterton my 
project of finding some modest little country home in which to settle 
down with Maty, and early the very next morning I received from him 
the oiler of a charming little cottage quite close to his own fine place in 
Cornwall. The rent and taxes altogether only came to eighty-four poqnds 
a year, and it is furnished, and has six bedrooms, so we shall always have 
a (pare room for a friend, even while Knockham remains in our charge. 

The few days I spent in town at this period were again ehiefly 
devoted to music, of which I was naturally anxious to secure as much as 
I could, after having been so long deprived of it. 

I went to the Italian Opera to hear Mozart’s enchanting Nozze di 
Figaro. The house was very poorly attended, the stalls and boxes having 
only a thin Bpiinkling of people here and there. The music was sung with 
shameful carelessness, and the actors did not seem to think it worth while 
to give themselves the trouble to move. I was quite indignant at this 
disgraceful indifference; but was afterwards told that the Italians hate 
Mozart’s mubic, which they consider tiresome and ineffective, and that 
also, in a general way, they seldom take the pains to exert themselves 
when the house is not full. 

To make up for this disappointment, Winterton gave me a place in 
his box a night or two afterwards, to hear an opera which I was told was 
one of the great works of modern times. I remembered very distinctly 
the Italian music I had heard years ago — the brilliant effects and grand 
finish of Bossini, the agreeable vein of melody, somewhat poorly worked 
out, but alwayB charming in sentiment, of Bellini — and I hoped to have 
all these delightful old recollections delightfully revived. I declare that, 
from beginning to end, it was one continual bang and shriek : such tune 
as there was, was of the very commonest order, and as for the story, it 
defied all comprehension, and beggars all description. I only know that 
there was a husband and wife who bawled a hideous duet at each other, 
with the veins in their throats swollen till I thought they would burst, 
and their eyes starting out of their heads at their own screams — and a 
mother who bawled because she bad wanted to bun somebody baby, 
and then by a very unaccountable mistake bad put her own baby on the 
five instead; and then there was a man with the most extraordiaaty huge 
I ever beard, who bawled for an hour together at the same pitch because 
his mother was going to be burned. Possibly there might be a degree of 
justification in the general unpleasantness of their positions j but tit*} 1 
ask, why choose five for the libretto of an opera ? Theta was at last a 
moment’s respite ip * commonplace hut rather wgreeabie little font to- 
wards the eondusion, where the lady who has burned theehttdiea goes 
to deep, and therefore is obliged to eeaae bawling for a fow scoonda ; W 
there were two pretty romances sung in lucid infcrvab ty the tw®% «e 
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at the beginning, and the other at the end when he is shut up in a tower. 
Bat, on the whole, the performance seemed to me very like the idiot's story, 
“ fall of sound and fury, and signifying nothing." 

Upon consulting the play-bills, I found that for the remainder of the 
week no music was to be given except by the same composer, so this was 
my last operatic experience. Bat I had no reason to complain of any 
dearth of musical entertainment, for before I left town, far from desiring 
to seek it, at last my only aspiration became how to escape it. At every 
house I went to, it was served up as regularly in the evening as the 
dessert was after dinner, and my life in the moining was made a burden 
to me between street-singers, German bands, organ-players, and young 
ladies practising. I could not even pay my little bill at the newsvendors 
without hearing the piaaofoite going in the back shop. 

Of the music I heard in society, what shall J say ? Lady Jane Trevor 
procured me an invitation for a very fashionable morning concert at the 
house of one of her friends. Here, standing for two whole hours imbedded, 
imbrued, and suffocated in ladies’ skirts, I heard chorus after chorus sung. 
The selection in itself was not a very good one, and the execution naturally 
imperfect enough : for how are twenty or thirty young folks to find time 
during a frantic London season to rehearse sufficiently often to make their 
singing together a really satisfactory musical performance? I myself 
heard the daughter of the house trying to persuade a young friepd to join 
the ranks* 


u Do come, dear, ye want you so badly." 

“ But, dear, I don't know the chori^s — I have never even looked at it," 
objected the young lady addressed. 

“ Never mind, dear," replied the other, “ it will be one more voice, 
and we are *o short of sopranos'.” 

It was one more voice, and a great many more false notes. The solos 
and duets were *U rather audacious; the young gentlemen had ears ; at 
least) I was told of oU of them that they sang by ear (which may be a 
woodfr, Jwtf is not always a grace), and the youpg ladies had voices, 
and with these two dejecta ry qualifications they apparently thought 
themielvpp quite warranted ip standing up to sing operatic music which it 
w<?uld%ve taxed evjm professional singers to accomplish well. They all 
induced t|» public performers of the gay» and floored within «n inch of 
their ltyeff it was a very different matter, both s* regards art fo4 wton*, 
to the am* tear muejw I remembered *F*»ty-4™ y am •*»*" 4 be* Horten, 
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me it appeared simply ridiculous. Lady Jane leaned across and WJtfSperea 
to me, laughing, 14 1 think we did it better in my day/' and 2 beatftfly 
agreed tilth her. 

The only thing that gave me any real pleasure was the performance of 
a lady with 4 perfect glory of fair hair, who edit down to the piano and 
accompanied herself in one of Beethoven's sacred songs. The music was 
grand, and she Bang it admirably. I asked one of my neighbours vho 
she was : 41 Christian Rupert — Mrs. Rupert,’* — was the answer. 41 Hasn't 
ahe a lovely voice ? But it is such a pity she always will sing such tire- 
some things / 1 

44 Too beautiful 1 ” paid an enthusiastic lady on the oihef tide. 44 Sfen- 
dlesham, isn't it ? I do dote upon Mendlesham, don't you ? 1 always say 
Verdi and Mendlesham — Verdi and Mendlesham — nothing like 'em 1 " 

After every one was gone, little Miss White, whose delicate totted 
of sound had been entirely swamped in a duet she had sung with a very 
violent dark gentleman with a tremendous bass voice, was persuaded 
to let us hear her again, or indeed, as might be said With more justice, 
to let us hear her for the first time, for before she had literally only been 
seen to sing. She accompanied herself in a number of littlfe romances 
which were quite charming — the greatest merit of all being that she 
understood her own means thoroughly, and never attempted what she 
could not do to perfection. There was not much passion, but I declare 
this absence had become an absolute relief fo me, and although the toice 
was rather thin in quality it had plenty of accent, great ientitiient, and 
the most exquisite finish. Mrs. Rupert 'and herself were the Only red 
artists I heard, and the former is, more's the pity, not to be heard often ; 
she lives out of town, and therefore is not counted among the regular 
well-known London musical amateurs. * I could not help remembering 
the affluence of other days. Lady Jane, Lady Caroline, Mrs. Harley, and 
Mrs. Wilmot — all first-rate, and all habitually singing tnusic that very Aw 
professional singers of the present day are at fell able to cope tilth. The 
Came evening, having been invited very kindly to tea by my banker’s wife, 

I had the gratification of hearing her daughter sing, first, the well-known 
tenor Song of 44 Maria, Marta,” from Kotow's opera of the seine name, Which 
die had, unfortunately, found some means of adapting to he* o#tt voice, 
and then, 14 Nob ti Sbcrdar di me,” the romance of the than in the fewer, 
and then a friend of hett, with a fine contralto voice, gate Us * ti bako," 
the bass song cut of the soma opera. After these three pieces, Z nude 
a fertile attempt to depart, but ft* nailed by the nrfstfes s of fid kotote, 
who would mount guard ever the door and kept he* eye ti efl upfet toe, 
and I was Condemned to Come bade again and ttsferi to what tiai tofieA 
a duet — accompanied on the piano by toe daughter d f toe house, Ottl 
performed, t Cannot call it Sung, pNtft 

Co tortttina, which took titat ought to hmk tm ttfi jprl tfffc tjftffc 
tern* Wfide. Vetoing tom ever acme up to toe mokMuf AMjpfe 
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produced by this singular entertainment. Miss Whickers was a middle- 
aged young lady of fervid temperament, with a short thin eager figure, 
and a very long red nose ; and what with her own passionate adjurations 
rendered even more irresistibly comical by her personal appearance, and 
the heartless, dumb responses, always a little out of time and never quite 
in tune, of the conoertina, with which apparently, without any rhyme 
or reason, die would suddenly begin to play an ecstatic sort of game at 
pitch and toss, I was worked into such a Btate of nervousness by the 
ludicrousness of the spectacle that I felt at last as if I must have given 
way to some extraordinary manifestation or other : dashed down the piano 
—or fiown at the conoertina — or kissed Mias Whickers. At the conclusion, 
while my hostess was for an instant engaged with fhankB and applause, 
I contrived at last to slip out, and as I hurried down, whom Bhould I meet 
upon the Btaira but my old acquaintance Mr. Hepworth. He was grown 
very old indeed, but he had a marked, peculiar face, and I knew him again 
at once. I inquired if he had kept his voice and still sang. 

“ Well, no, 11 he said ; “ my boys don't care much for my music, they 
think it old-fachioned and dull.’ 1 « 

“ Have any of them inherited your fine voice? ” said I; “are they at 
all musical?" 

“ Yes,” he replied, “ the eldest plays waltzes on the cornet -a-piston, 
and the youngest sings the Christy Minstrel melodies, and accompanies 
himself on the bones. He does it everywhere ; he's going to do it here to- 
night: he’s doing it at this very moment at another musical party — that’s 
why he's late; but he'll be doing it here in five minutes. I'm, so sorry 
you won't hear him.” I couldn't echo the sentiment, but hastily bade 
him good-night, and thanked my stars for my escape. 

During these ten days in tovm I seemed to be living in a chronic state 
of musical burlesque ; for after having been stunned and deafened one 
day by hearing choruses sung in a space for which they never were in- 
tended, and were quite Unfit, I went on another to an enormous public 
room to hear trios and quatuors of Beethoven's and Mozart’s, led by the 
unrivalled Joachim, and some of Beethoven’s sonatas played with exqui- 
site delicacy and fading by Hall6, who, having devoted himself principally 
to this gder of music, executes it to perfection. The public was essen- 
tially a non-fashionable one, and, on the whole, behaved and listened veiy 
wdL ’ But the want of oonoentratioo, which is absolutely essmtisl to the 
perfect enjoyment of this music, called especially nmma (fyeomira— 
chamber itself painfully felt in this great public hsIL Mow 

I logged for a magician's wand to make the unwelcome crowd vanish, and 
to find tnyodf Batcamg to these great men and their great interpreters, 
TOtofartatyy seated in a email space, with about a dozen intimate friends, 
all aaJma^twitii dm saita love aid wvtiteaoo for ih» heavenly oompq- 
ritiene,wl*» allow the forte passages 

tmdly it appear land, testaril of felling feebly and tiddly into stiiaMl 
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space, and where the more delicate and tender inspirations would receive 
their full value and charm, and be felt profoundly and meamerically by an 
assembly consisting only of a chosen few, all tuned to the proper pitdh of 
acute sensibility : this fine delight in the hearts of all, a subtle atmosphere 
most propitious to the best efforts of the artists themselves, who, un- 
disturbed by the banging of doors, the audible whispers about places, aud 
the prosaic rustle of non-conducting silks, would give back a hundred- 
fold what they received. 

The fact is, that although this divine art is so generally cultivated, and 
apparently so much enjoyed, in reality it is neither properly appreciated 
nor sufficiently reverenced in England ; in order that it should be so, an 
early apprenticeship to the highest doss of music is absolutely neoessary. 

If I were the father of a family all the members of it should learn 
music. Almost all children have naturally good ears, and can catch tunes 
easily ; and, strange to say, they are able to master the mysteries of time 
much better at an early age than they do later. Both girls and boys 
should be taught to play upon the pianoforte ; which, although it wants 
the power of melting one sound into another — that touching human effeot 
that some other instruments possess — is invaluable as bringing almost 
every variety of music within reach, and permitting one, through arrange- 
ments and adaptations, to become acquainted to a certain degree with 
nearly all the thoughts of the greatest composers. At a more advanced 
age I would have them learn the grammar of music, thorough-bass and 
harmony. The knowledge of the principles upon which the /greatest men 
worked, and the examination of the manner in which they worked, would 
be a study of great interest, and could but add to the admiration with 
which they were regarded. 

Those of my children who might happen to be great musical geniuses 
would only build the better for building upon such a foundation; and 
those who were not, having been taught by their early studies what real 
greatness is, and by the same process to comprehend ahat real littleness is 
also, in default of the charm of talent would probably achieve that of 
modesty, and instead of becoming indifferent executant*, would resign 
themselves to being intelligent and understanding listeners— a raoa of 
which the world stands greatly in need. And let no one imagine that this 
is to be accomplished at an undue cost of time which would be litter 
devoted to other things. Much mm time is habitually given to an 
unsuccessful and incomplete musical education than this would require ; 
good teaching and one hour and a half— no more— of daily practice, made 
the Mias Graham* the accomplished pianists they were; and the steady 
reading of one single line of new music every day would very soon 
secure to any one who chocs the invaluable power of playing with 
at sight 

When musical e du cati on is co n d u cted upon these (rinSiplc^ ire dell 
no longer hove music fit only for the theatre brought into dor drafting- 
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rooms, and Our delicate drawing-room muaio exiled to places for which 
'it it entity nnsaited. the effeminate slothfalness which makes people 
hhnient to go on having their ears tickled by the old, beaten, worn-out 
farm* from which such life os they ever possessed has long since de- 
parted, and leads them to seek those gratifications which make the least 
possible demand upon their own intelligence, will give way to the whole- 
some desire of a nobler pleasure at a nobler price, and they will gradually 
become willing to give of their best to the right understanding of the 
works of great men. Our musical entertainments would also undergo a 
considerable revolution in the matter of their duration ; in proportion as 
they grew purer in quality, they would inevitably become curtailed in 
quantity ; for it would be simply a moral and physical impossibility to 
give of one’s best for the same number of consecutive hours that are now 
consecrated to a something — I will not call it music — which appeals t<j, 
not one of the higher faculties of our organization. 

So, by degrees, our deBire to feel and understand would bring with it 
its own reward, in a fruition of understanding and feeling, daily growing 
broader, deeper, and finer, until we could not fail to reqph at last the most 
healthy of all musical and moral conditions — that in which we shall love 
most fie thing which is best. Now to love anything sincerely is an act of 
grace, but to love the best sincerely is a state of grace. We cannot, however, 
hope io attain to these serene heights without considerable and consistent 
exertion of our own, for it is undoubtedly with the muscles of our minds 
as it is with those of our bodies; the healthful exercise of them doubles 
< their strength, while those that are not used as they were given to be 
used, gradually wither away into premature impotence. 11 For unto every 
one that hath shall be given, and he shall have abundance : but from him 
that hath hot, shall be taken away even that which he hath." A saying, 
the eternal wisdom of which is as universal as it is eternal, and which, if 
t trie as regards our worldly possessions, is yet more profoundly so as 
regafds the precious faculties of our souls. 
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Tills daj* of fairs are numbered ; Barfclemy, “ first and chicfest,” baa been 
abolished long since, and the glories of Greenwich are ho m ore* Their 
fate was inevitable, for respectability, decency, was against them* The 
struggle was fierce and protracted, but the end came at last, add they passed 
away, bearing with them, let us hope, the spirit of biutal dissipation 
which used to characterize our English diversions. We have now become 
genteel in our vices, and think to rob them of half their evil by depriving 
them of all their grossness. Moreover, as railways increase, they ere efc 
fresh centres of exchange and ootnmeice, and obviate the necessity for ao 
many of those curious scenes of bartering, cheating, guzzling, and fighting, 
known as fairs. ^The custom of statute fairs and wakes still lingers per- 
sistently in the Midland and Northern counties, hut authority is exercised 
for their suppression whenever an opportunity occurs. 

One of the most regular features of n fair, during the palmy days of 
the institution, was the theatrical booth, and one of the best known theatrical 
shoWmen of modern times was, beyond all question, old John Richardson. 
From Susorion and Thespis to John Richardson is a long seep, and yet the 
travelling booth of the one was the lineal representative of rite moveable 
stage and cart of the others. So much then for the antiquity and dignity 
of the showman's profession. Of old ^Richardson's claims to public notice 
not foe least Is that he Was foe latft of a long line, and that with him foe 
tme of theatrical showmen may be said to have passed away. HIS show 
had an immense reputation in its day, and the old man himself was one 
of foe Stock amusements of London. No apology will, therefore, be 
Offered for relating ao much as is known of him. 

Marlow is Buckinghamshire bad foe honour of hfl bringing forth. 
Whether, as bis been suggested, he Was related to foe author otVtoriua 
Earlcm, because both wore top-boot*, We leave to foe authorities of foe 
Heralds 1 College. Being at a tender age throWn tfpon foe Worid by foe 
workhouse of his native place, he made foe best of hh) way to Loaded, 
and ettgaged bhuseif as an assistant to a cowkcepe*. The fotd Sam tif 
money Midi he Was poarilssed of od reaching London is not krtown, bates 
he Med rich, it* may east** font his Capital Was foe twppeuo* hstyMbfor 
with fan m man y nnuamaxres nave wauum* at was sewn Smftreft tm 
h •r ndt > M)tl M the imptbf etmMrn ¥«& My »Ma 
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and the company would hare been half-starved had they not been able to 
Ac out their earnings by amusing the frequenters of the tap-room. Mrs. 
Peaky's company afterwards played at Chatham and various places, but 
Bidmrdson seems to have soon got sick of strolling, and to have settled 
down as a broker in Diury Lane. In this occupation he saved a consider- 
able sum of money, and in 1796 entered on the speculation of taking the 
Harlequin public-house, near the stage-door of Drury Lone Theatre, 
which at that time was a great resort for all people concerned in theatrical 
affairs. The fieqnenters of his tavern seem in a very shoit time to have 
so far influenced his mind as to induce him to leave the “public, 1 ' 
and go into the “travelling * 1 line; a description of business which, 
having once engaged in, he never relinquished during a period of forty 
years. 

The first appearance of 11 Richardson's Show 11 was at Bartlemy fair jn 
1796. At that time the travelling showmen (we speak of theatrical 1 


showmen) weie simply Bhowmen et preeterea nihil , — mere common sort of 
fellows, for whom the vagabond life they led may have been the beet 
fitted. But it would be wrong to suppose that this was always the case, or 
that, till within a few } ears before the period we are speaking of, the fact 
of keeping a theatrical booth was thought degrading by the piofesBion. 
During the first three-quarters of the lust century it was usual for playeis 
holding good positions at one or other Of the patent theatres to open a booth 
in Smithfield in Bartlemy fair time. So much was this practice recognized, 
and so popular were the performances, that tho regular theatres used not 
unfrequently to be closed during this peiiod. Nezuly all ih* proprietors 
of these booths, fiom 1700 to 1776, were actors of some celebrity in their 
particular line, which, it is worthy, of remark, was usually low comedy. 
Among these may be mentioned Doggett, who by his acting contributed 
so much to the reputation of Farquhar as an author ; Fenkethman and 
Bullock,, actors of good repute, and favourites with the gallerias, 
although the satirical handling of the Tatler must have given them a 
notoriety which they did not altogether relish; Hippisley, Chapman, 
HaUmn, and Miller, all actors known to fame. The last actors of any 
celebrity who appeared at Smithfield as rivals to conjurors, fire-eaters, 
giants, and dwarft, were Tates and Shuter, as to whose reputation the 
reader is referred to the Bosdad. But greater than all was Hetuy 
Fielding. He succeeded to Penkcthjmui 1 * booth, and daring the period 
Of hie fonnection with the fhtr* 1728-1787, he was joint proprietor at 
different times with Hippisley, Halletn, Reynolds, and.OWef. His booth 
was generally rituated in Georgs Inn Yard, and we read in one of 
fck advertisements! “The passage to the booth wiU bo Jfluminotod with 


several large moons end lanthorns for the conveniency of the passenger^ 
M* 44 poms of quOi^r 017 dr*re $e j**” 
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feir in 1727) played the part of Loveit, in an open called A Curt fat 
Covetousness ; cr 9 the Cheats of Scapin, 

It was when this generation of showmen had passed away the! 
Richardson made his bow at Smith field. His stage and theatrical fittings 
were at first of a Vary rude character. The first floor of a public-house 
was turned into a theatre, and the platform or parade, which was fitted up 
outside the window, formed an arch over the stalls of the sellers of ginger- 
bread nuts and fried fish which stood below. The audience had to reach 
the theatre by means of a ladder, communicating from the platform to the 
fair. Twenty-one times a day were the unlucky performera called upon 
to go through their parts. The audiences were not very fastidious, and 
so long as they had a broadsword combat and a ghost, the actors were at 
liberty to play all sorts of tricks with the drama. The length of the perform- 
ance was indeed usually regulated by the number of people waiting to 
enter the show. When it was thought that there was a sufficient quantity 
of visitors outside to form another audience, some one would be sent in to 
inquire in a loud voice if John Audley were there. This was a signal tc 
the actors to cut the piece short ; and to abridge a performance is very 
commonly called to 11 John Audley" it. This trick was first practised 
by Sbuter at bis booth in 1759. Whatever may have been the cause, il 
is certain that at first curses loud, deep, and comprehensive as that o 
Ernulphua, were heard from Richardson's retreating patrons ; but it wm 
not long before he installed himBelf in popular favour. Tb? performance 
of Bartlemy were repeated at Edmonton and other places, and at the enc 
of the ) car our showman found himself the possessor of a good sum o 
money. With this he built himself two or three caravans (“ carry wans 1 
was'his pronunciation), in which he could convey his company and pro 
perties from one place to another. This enterprise, however, prove< 
unfortunate, and Richardson not only lost all his money, but became in 
reived in difficulties. His good luck soon returned to him, and his shov 
became one of the principal features of many of the fairs of the kingdom— 
Bartlemy and Greenwich being hit head-quarters — but it was not uoti 
after many years and many hardships that he was epfcbled to give his shov 
that appearance of splendour which we were accustomed to associate with 
it in our younger days. 

It was during the earlier and less fortunate part of his pilgrimage, that 
ha nutohered Edmund Kean among his company. The old showman waa 
not a little proud of this a s soc i a t i o n, and used to give hi msel f some 
credit Ibr having had a hand in Kean’s theatrical education. When 
Ifacreadj's name was becoming known in the dramatic world, Richardson 
Was asked if he had teen ham. “Ko, muster," he acid, “{knots* 

■fcottt him* in fret, bo’s some wagabone as no one hum* mm of them 
+mm afart fad mj addiotffeq bt «fca Mm M mm waa m 

>M Ban aril *m *%!*» was." Kaaa’a *otf»ar, Mi*. * 
dhtooedmft of tfru y fe e nuts msfuks, bbfrdaed un ffiMMimoot 9m 
homeit and her children. Edmu nd and Tftnrr in As aa^mn* 
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IHcfoardeon, in whose bills Henry Corey's name figured for some years 
afterwords. The first performance of the family was to take plaoe at 
Windsor. Between Slough and Eton, however, the Caravan came to giief, 
UmA stuck fest in the mud. The misfortune being peroeived by some Eton 
"boys, they declared they would drag the Caravan into the town without 
fcdSrSeS. Hichardson, for various reasons, refused to agree to this, and the 
boys in revenge felted the caravan as it passed the college. This, it is 
believed, is the only foundation fbr all the stories which have been sot 
afloat concerning Kean's connection with Eton. The performances at 
Windsor opened with the Magic Oak and Fielding's Tom Thumb , ih which 
Edmund played the hero, and his mother personated Queen Dollalolla. To 
his great surprise, Hichardson received a note (he next day requiring 
Master Edmund to come up to the Castle, and perform before the King 
(George III.) Kean's recitations took every one by surprise, and his 
wondrous ability was even then acknowledged. His mother, taking 
advantage of the royal favour, engaged the market hall, and reaped a 
considerable profit from Edmund'B exhibition of his talents before the 
people of Windsor. The family afterwards rejoined Richardson’s com- 
pany, and remained with him for some time. The last time Edmund 
Kean played fbr Richardson was at Battersea fair in 1806. He performed 
• 4 Nerval” and also “Motley” in the Cattle Spectre , receiving a salary of 
five shillings a night. Kean would often in his freer moments beast that by 
his tumbling outside Richardson’s booth he had tumbled fifeany hundreds 
of bumpkins inside. 

It was not always fair weather with the old shoWthafi. At Cambridge 
once he was taken into custody for refitsing to pay totes fbr his ground, 
and would, With his whole company, have been committed to prison, but 
for the good offices of one Brunton, another travelling showman, who 
happened to be at Cambridge at the time. Hichardson, however, opened 
his theatre, hut the audiences Were so scanty that he was nearly rained, 
and starvation (to use the familiar phrase) stared him and his players In 
the free. ¥ Brunton again came to his assistance with five guineas, and 
with this Sum the tmktcky children of Thespis set out to 14 bmflt* their 
way heme te Loudon. Richardson thought at first to have raised some 
money by pledging his waggons and homes to the landlord of the inn 
where they were deposited; but he found (hat the landlord had already 
a Hen apt* them for the storage of the waggons and keep offte tea***. 
With < me tan f (hen* the company had to set out oai foe way so toWb. 
ju rub my ospesnea tue sxz cun circa, wmie wf* 
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frto a show. On tliis particular occasion Jeffiarien charmed the country 
folks with a comic song, having for its refrain a’greajjamount of Udi didi 
tol lol, and he thereby caused such a flow of coin into the bankrupt exche- 
quer as to enable the party to re%ch town in safety. The company bora 
their misfortunes with that ‘light-hearted patterns which distinguishes 
this peculiar race j and os for the manager, Haslitt pictured him when 
he wrote of that 41 fellow who floats over life as the froth above the 
idle wave; with all his little expedients and disappointments, with 
pawned paste buckles, mortgaged sceney, empty exchequer, and re- 
bellious orchestra, he is little less happy* than a king, though not 
much better off than a beggar.** Richardson had to pay twice over 
before he could redeem his waggons, for his first messenger decamped 
with the cash. 

As may be supposed, he often had great difficulty in guiding hia self- 
willed company. He had to humour them a great deal to keep them in 
good temper with himself and each other. But on occasions he waa 
compelled in self-defence to assume the managerial dignity, and deal out 
retributive justice to offenders. One actor, by name Grosette, gave him 
a great deal of trouble, lie was an idle sort of fellow with an ineradicable 
distaste for clean linen and fair water; and those who remember anything 
of Richardson, who himself only perforated the most necessary ablutions, 
must judge of the nuisance by the fact that he was obliged to discharge 
Grosette as being really too bad for association with decent strollers* 
Grosette went away, but reappeared a few days afterwards with dean 
linen and a very much improved appearance. He was allowed again 
to enter the company, and it was not discovered until long afterwards 
that on this occasion he had made free with the showman’* own stock of 
shirts and neckerchiefs, 


Richardson like other managers had to keep a sharp look-out for 
recruits ; and he complained that he was being continually robbed of the 
best members tf company. It was during the winter, when there 
were no fairs going on, that he used to attend to this part of his busines* 
On a visit of this nature to a private theatre in Queen Anna Street, he 
discovered the merits of William Oxberry, and engaged him to travel 
with his troop. Oxberry remained in R ic h a r dson*! company for two 
seaso ns , and then took flight to higher spheres. On uue occ asion, as 
the company were travelling to Aaeot races, some of them, Qxbeny 
amung the number, went on the .water. The boat wee upset, and the 
comedian was' veiy needy being drowned, ft TO the mere unfortunate 
at none of tbeht had a change of doth*, i&d they ta) therefore to hide 


in the caravan till aWws warn dry. Oxberry, whose darling budt- 
- pkina did pot so soon recover from the effect* of * aofktng a* other lees 
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out a great many good actors, and some now before the public hod their 
Aft lessons in his booth. 

As we have before mentioned, Bartlemy fair was the scene of the old 
showman's principal performances. On this occasion he used to have his 
theatre re-painted and re-decorated, the ooA of which, together with that 
of the new dresses supplied to the performers, reached no oontemptible * 
atom. The theatre when fitted up occupied one hundred feet of frontage. 
The outside platform or “ parade" was at a considerable elevation, and the 
background was of -green baize, with crimson curtains depending here and 
there. The boxes of the money-takers were fitted up in the Gothic style, 
and adorned with columns and pinnacles. The platform waa lighted by a 
huge number of variegated lamps, disposed either as lustres or in wreaths. 
The band, "which brayed continuously, consisted of about ten players, 
dressed in the style of beef-eaters. On one occasion they were dressed 
as bishops, but Bichardson did not get all the credit he expected 
from this stroke of invention. The old man himself used generally to 
keep up a tremendous din on the gong, without which instrument he 
considered no theatre to be complete. This noise was made for the 
purpose of drawing attention to the show, and the effect of twenty or 
thirty different bands and gongs all going at onoe in different parts of the 
fair may bo more readily conceived than described. The solemn and 
business-like manner in which Bichardson used to rouse the echoes on 
this gong was the cause of much amusement, indeed his “ outside play " 
altogether has been declared to be worth twice as much as the inside 
performances of many of his “ regular ” rivals. He was a shortish man, 
usually dressed in velveteen knee-breeches, worsted stockings check or 
white neckerchief, an old brown coat, and a shocking bad hat. His critics 
in the press often quarrelled with him about his clothes, and even Went so 
for as to suggest that at Bartlemy fair at least, he might have the decency 
to appear in a new suit, and that there need be no compunction in parting 
with old friends when they had begun to leave us. He was no dandy, it 
must be confessed. On this point we may" quote a writer in Leigh 
Hunt’s Toiler, who says— 

OH Bichardson remains alone j 
Tfce test asa of his race, 

Wearing hk old foos 

And galligaskins, 
or one would almost swear 
They wore the only pair 

That eighteen years since brmr*d As summer's hashings > 

Vest, east, coBteuAte etalnM the am% 

Tb* Toto., fee grt, Mid eke As weU-kneown ww, 
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outside acting alone. The dresses of Richardson** acton were always of 
the best, and were sometimes very costly/ They were mno£ better than 
those in use at the theatres, for, as the old man used to say, u I hate to 
show my dresses in the daylight, and they must be good, while anything 
till do for candle-light 1 * Hg would always ohoose an actor with aten-t 
torfan lungs to shout the usual invitation — tf Walk up ! walk up 1 the 
players 1 the players i The only booth in the lair.*’ He considered this 
a very important post, and what he called a bould speaker was pretty 
sure of getting the best of what there was in the Richardsonian pie. 
Ho left one hundred pounds to a Mr. Cartlioh, who used to do this 
business, and whom Richardson always said he would remember, for he 
was “ such a bould speaker, and might be heard from one end of the 
fear to the othei.” He was once applied to by an actor for an engage* 
ment. “ Ha, muster, 1 ’ said he, “ I remember you well. Ton was one 
of them bould speakers of the Coburg, but I cannot give yon more tha^ 
30 *. a week.” This actor afterwards, to fill up the time, advanoed to the 
fiont of the platform, and set up the usual shout. Just afterwards old 
John came running up in breathless haste, crying, <* Where is that bould 
speakei ? I must give him five shillings more a week, for I'm blessed if* 
I didn't hear him down at the 1 Brig,' 11 whioh was a quarter of a mile oAL 

Inside the booth there was a painted proscenium with green curtains. 
The orchestra, which was lined with crimson cloth, contained five or six 
violin players m military coBtume. The seats of the audience were rows 
of planks gradually rising fiom the ground, and beyond a small reserved 
space between the orchestra and the front seats there was no distinction of 
boxes, pit, or gallery, although the bills always announced, boxes, 2*. ; 
pit, 1*. ; gallery, 6<J. It was all gallery in fact. Some impression seems 
to exist that Richardson was a penny-showman. We do not know that 
it matters much, but still, as a Act, the entrance-money was never less 
than sixpence. As many os a thousand persons would sometimes be in 
the booth at once. Ricliardson was very anxious that order should be 
preserved, as he knew well that the persons constituting his audiences 
would have thought it rather a good joke than otherwise to pull the place 
down, and would have been glad of any opportunity to enter 19cm the 
operation. Sometimes a storm would arise, when the gen t le m en in front 
would insist upon putting up their umbrellas to protest themselves from 
the rain which would at timfes come through the roof ; loud disturbances 
followed, of course, but the appearance of old Riohardson was usually 
sufficient to quell the riot* He had a great horror of having Ms booth 
fifed by the feckless use of lucifer- ma tc h es, and would eoojars any one 
whom he aw In possession of those articles to take the “prosperous” 
things elsewhere. 

As to the pieces which were performed, a good idea of them wilt be 
gained frata the ie&el of a few of their titles. Rafeaidsesh tiesug 
leuting was always in the direction of ^ oris, and Irfrhay e ofllri a ti t i O u 
with the publio taste had lad him to the oooclmion that t hem wai n e tyoi 
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a spectre. If a ghost could pot make a piece suoce*sfol, 
WgtMng earthly, in Richardson's *opjni 0 n, could. Hie receipt for a drama 
fw ft Unities for producing eflfeot and each into the bargain, a gong, 
bine or rad fire, and a bleeding ghost.” lie expreepd hip opinion of the 
Sehwlfim Scandal by Baying that M it is negerry pretty pfope ; hut don’t 
yrn think it would hare been better to have a little blue fire behind 
that lereen when it came down ? 11 Hie performance* usually commenced 
with a melodrama, a pantomime followed, and a panorama wound up 
the entertainment. Among hi* bill* we find the following pieces 
announced: — The Monk and the Murderer, or the Skeleton Spectre , 
* with scenery, dresses, and decoration* by the first artist*, also a view of 
die Bock* of Calabria, with the appearance of the mysterious monk, the 
mysterious forest, and a grand combat with shield and jbattle-axe ; ” The 
Caetle of Athlone and Dunblane, or the Spectre qf the Worth ; Donald and 
Bosalme, or the Spectre of the Bocks ; Agnes cfBavariq , or the Spectre of 
the Danube ; The Mall of Death, or Who's the Murderer f The Wandering 
Outlaw, which concludes with u the death of Oisina, and the appearance 
of die accusing Spirit;” The African on the Desert Island, “including a 
grand combat, in which the retributive hand of Providence will manifest 
its abhorrence of vice, and virtue and constancy be eventually triumphant ; ” 
Marmion, or the Spec tvs Knight ; The Virgin Bride, or the Spectre of the 
Tomb,' The Secret Avengers, or the Hour qf Retribution, and so on. 
Sometimes his friends of the press would rally him pji this point), and 
state that H during thp fiur Richardson will produce piofe real ghosts than 
Mrs StddoB* could ever have personified.” He did not, however, take 
much nodes of what they said When he had become old and thick- 
skinned ; but in his younger days he was very ambitious of herog noticed 
by the papers. A certain black sheep practised upon this foibfaeuft used 
to get money from the showman in consideration uf sundry laudatory para- 
graphs which he represented as having been inserted in various papers 
through his influence. The demands for money became, however, more 
frequent then the paragraphs* and Richardson refused to bleed any mere. 
Om this he ff literary gent” brought him a notice, in which the show wee 
spoken ofssa reputable end agreeable plane ef assort, the writer threaten- 
ing that, make* “p trifle” were at once forthcoming, be would put die 
before the adjectives, and «p publish he paragraph* The showmen 
paid fog money, but even qfterwwds exolgpued against Pfoet there 
igaootaut Wegahunn as edits fU Tmesf* 

Cfely** due noaamen did Bhhardeon ever miter upon the frqvhww uf 
the txbihkws sf natural mMmktim, and frh was in foe seas of smUsd 
wmAm* hank S ganaosad to be n nation sf one ef the Csgr ibea 
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The perfomwce* in the booth wen* ©a thirteen of tourtem rimes » 
day in rapid swcdesawm, and the WP^t of labour end dmdgwy the poor 
actors had to undergo was fearful. Sometimes petty disagreement* would 
arise between the -showman and hjs company, which wm very quickly 
milled before the adjoining Rfo-powder Court—* const whera justice was 
administered 44 on the qai!,” so to speak* These differences did not oeenr 
often, for the old man, despite his roughcast end Vulgarity, bed a good 
heart, as many now living could testify if they shorts to do so. lie always 
lewarded his performers for extra.egfirtions, and if it was plain that an 
actor gave satisfaction to the audience, tt io hardspn would at onaa laisa his 
salary. He was a punctual paymaster, end used fo deal out their salaries 
to the actors on a drum-head at a ceitain time every Saturday evening. 
The scene was usually a merry one. The actors would employ that, their 
/cost shining hour, in boyish tricks, such as pushing one another against 
the manager } who, if he could detect the moving spirit, would either pay 
him last, or, if very much offended, would forget to invite him to the 
supper which generally wound up the week. 

It was a very common thing for the actors from the regular theatres 
to pay the booth a visit, but Richardson would never take their money, 
saying, “ No, I never takes money from my brother purfossionals. They 
can always see my show for nothing and welcome.” An anecdote of this 
kind is told concerning John Reeve, and a party from the Adelphi, who 
had coma down to the show. v 

Many ludicrous stories a re told of Richardson — generally of suoh a 
character a* this: — On facing asked by a young lady whether there was 
anything about Ipve in the pieces to be performed, ** Oh, yes,” ha replied, 
41 all that, miss, for you see the first is Lovers' Wows, and the second un 
is Rondywowe He declared that he could not see anything in the 
exhibition of a man 105 yean old, for, said he, 44 if my grandfather had 
lived he would have been 120." 

The kind-heartedness of the old showman was notorious. He was 
a regular subscriber of 501. a year to the Green-Goat School Charity at* 
Camberwell. - At St. Alban’s a fire had occurred, at which he and his com- 
pany rendered great assistance. A subscription list was afterwards opened 
for the relief of the sufferers, and among the other donations was an anony- 
mous gift of one hundred pounds. The corporation discovered the donor, 
and acknowledged the muqjfipent gift as that of Richardson the showman* 
He afterwards gave two handsome donations to the town of St. Albsn’a, ope 
towards the repair of the town-hall, and the other in aid of the fends for 
renovatingihe abbey. Another instance of his generality is worth warding. 
Berne rascally manager had brought a company down to Greenwich to 
perform betweap Raster and Whitsuntide, at a time 
ftbniyi ncatnjwd at tbit j»b*a» aa be did not think it worth wUlo to 
<ta«rt tfc* .pot H&Mfr, only to re*ppeur at Wlritrantido. In 4a. 1am 
nwnwyr mwi« eff with the trawny, tearing tfco MbojM of Am 
M bm in ntrar, and the acton tUmadrw in dir. dkttm. MtAmtom 
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hfpfaftaltonlt oanditam, gave orden at rarioos ahopa tor all thatthsp 
rahBy wearied, and iorited amoral of them to oome and dine with him ia 

• .Infbii'imfsnitimn vehicle ha alwayi find, and regulated hb do* 

5 mmm$ with the a wi itaae a Of hit oook aaft toan of aU work, 
f Be had built a cottage ia Horacmonger Lane, which oottage vh 
mo called Ua Toaenlam, and waa wfil-knows to dnanaticaapiienta 
aartha piaoe when eng ag e m e nt! won mwetonee to be beard o£ Hk 
bonaa waa handsomely tonhhad, bat he Barer cared abet living to ne, 
the Bohemian spirit waa too strong in him. Ia hie laet tone* he would 
not he wate red tout toe “ wan, "'even at toe urgent advice ct the doctors; 
tad it waa only wkfais two days of hia death, when he had gitaa up 
ail hope, and detoured he weald take no more doctor*! atoff, that he 
a U a w e d hhmsrif to be parried to hia bonaa. At laat toe tone oaen when 


h* might have eastonmad with Kabekia, “Let down the curtain,” and with 
AogwtoO) “'The tone is oners " he died in November, 1886, being then 
Upwar d* of seventy yean old. 

B ttoard aan waa r em a r ka bl y temperate, and would tolerate no drwnhen- 
Mto aaopg hie ooapany. He teftproperty to toe value of npwvda ot 
did, not fasget thoae who had contributed to hiafcrfame by 
totor m ei rMona . He left kgfeke to several cf hia oempany, and to two of 
bio impIk H i * booth )MMd into tin faudidf Mem. 

Nelaon Lea and Johnson, who used to exhibit a trmaparnnnj of too old 
aton, in fieptof tos toem 1* eetoha amaaa, however, to hare d ea ertad it 
Oja. to* ebewatan'a death. It waa now only be men onee. a year, we 
Pm ** m J mra w WP tf Pp i Wi i 
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CHAPTEH X. 

Mtfs Gwilt’s Duet. 

ULY 21 8t, Monday night, eleven 
o'clock ,— He has just left roe. 
We parted by my desire at the 
path out of the coppioe ; he 
going his way to the hotel, and 
I going mine to my lodgings. 

“ 1 have managed to avoid 
making another appointment 
with him, by arranging to write 
to him to-morrow morning. 
This gives me the night's inter- 
val to compose myself, and to 
coax my mind back (if I dm) 
to my own affirirs. Isay, 1 if I 
can,' for I feel as if his story 
had takeh possession of me, 
never to leave me again. Will 
the night pass, and the mom* 
ing find me still thinking of the 
Letter that came to him from 
his father's deathbed ? of the 
night he watched through, on 
the Wrecked Ship } and, mm 
than all, of the first breathless moment when he told me hie real Name? 

u Would it help me to shake off these impressions, I wo n der , if I made 
the efibrt of writing them down ? There would be no danger, In Had 
case, of my forgetting anything important. And perhaps, after all, ft may 
be the fear of forgetting something which I ought to remember tint 
heaps this atopy of Midwinter’s weighing as it does on my mind. * At my 
me * the experiment is worth trying. In my present v titnatkm I m* he 
Dr# to think of ogfer things, or I shall never find my way through aB ih* 
4H*n!tiai at Thorpe- Ambrose that ate still to eome, 

* 1«* me think What Arnett me, to bqgfci withf * 
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u The Frames haunt me. I keep saying and saying to myself : Both 
alike 1 — Christian name and surname, both alike 1 A light-haired Allan 
Armadale, whom I have long since known of, and who is the son of my 
old mistress. A dark-haired Allan Armadale, whom I only know of now, 
and who is only known to others under the name of Ozias Midwinter. 
Stranger still ; it is not relationship, it is not chance, that has made them 
namesakes. The father of the light Armadale was the man who was bom 
to family name, and who lost the family inheritance. The father 
of the dark Armadale was the man who took the name, on condition of 
getting the inheritance — and uho got it. 

“ So there me two of them — I can't help thinking of it — both un- 
married. The light-haired Armadale, who offers to the woman who can 
secure him, eight thousand a year while he lives, who leaves her twelve 
hundred a year when he dies ; who must and shall mairy me for those 
too golden reasons; and whom 1 hate and loathe as 1 never hated and 
loathed a man yet. And the dark-haired Armadale, who has a poor 
little income which might perhaps pay his wife’s milliner, if his wife was 
careful; who has just left me, persuaded that I mean to marry him ; and 
whom — well, whom I might have loved once, before I was the woman 
I am now. 

“ And Allan the Fair doesn’t know he has a namesake. And Allan 
the Dark has kept the secret from everybody but the Somersetshue 
clergyman (whose discretion he can depend on), and myself. . 

“ And there are two Allan Armadale*— two Allan Armadale* — two 
Allan Annadales. There ! three is a lucky number. Haunt me again, 
after that, if you -can 1 

41 What next? The murder in die , No ; the murder 

is a good reason why the dark Armadale, yjjfefcfo p ft committed it, 
should keep his Becret from the fair Armadale, whoeft Mmr was killed ; 
but it doesn’t concern me. I remember there In Madeira 

at the time of something wrong. Wai it wrttg? Wes the man who 
bad been tricked out of his wife, to blame ter shutting the cabin-door, 
and leaving the man who had tricked bun, to drown in the wreck? Yea, 
— fjho women wasn’t worth it 

rt Whet ami sure of that really concerns mjfbelf? 
u 1 am sure of one ve?y important thing. 1 am sure that Midwinter 
—4 cell him by hit ugly false name, or I may eoxdtae the two 
Apmadales before 1 have done— I am euro that Midwinter is perfectly 
ignoraa t t*hst X end the little imp of twsfte years did who waited on 
Mm* Arfpadelfi in Madeira, and copied the liters that w«g supposed to 
from the West Indi^i many 

girl* ft twelve who peuld hflaftatpd « 9*4}’* htt&wtithty tod hm 
tM H afterwards, as I that doesn't matter wwr* 

Wlrn dnee % dtet dlidwfete rb belief |n ahfe Dream te 

winter’s only season for toying to connect mo with Auto Arteadfc&by 
a s s ociating me with Allan to w rated tfiw 
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If be actually thought me old enough to hare known either of them. And 
he Add No, poor fellow, in the must innocent bewildered way. Wrfuld 
he Bay No, if he eaw me now? Shall I torn to the glass and tee if I 
ldbk my five-and-thirfy years? or shall I go on writing? I will go on 
writing. 

“ There is one thing more that haunts me almost as obstinately as 
the Names. 

“ I wonder whether I am right In relying on Midwinter’s superstition 
(os I do) to help me in keeping him at arm's length* After hairing let 
the excitement of the moment hurry me into saying more than I need 
hare said, he is certain to press me ; he is certain to come back, with 
a man's hateful selfishness and impatience in such things, to the question 
of marrying me. Will the Dream help me to check him ? After alter- 
nately believing and disbelieving in it, he has got, by his own confession, 
to believing in it again. Gan I say I believe in it, too ? I hare better 
reasons for doing so than he knows of. I am not only the person who 
helped Mrs. Armadale's marriage by helping her to impose on her own 
father, — I am the woman who tried to drown herself; the woman who 
started the series of accidents which put young Armadale in possession 
of his fortune ; the woman who has come to Thorpe- Ambrose to many* 
him for his fortune now he has got it ; and more extraordinary still, the 
woman who stood in the Shadow's place at the pool ! These may be 
coincidences, but they are strange coincidences. I declare I begin to 
fancy that I believe in the Dream too ! 

“ Suppose I say to him, * I think as you think. I eay, what you 
said in your letter to me, Let us part before the harm is done. Leave 
me before the third Vision of the Dream comes true.' Leave me; and 
put the mountains and the seas between you and the man who bears 
your name 1 * 

“ Suppose, on the other side, that his love for me makes him reckless 
of everything else ? Suppose he says those desperate words again, which 
I understand now : — 1 What ts to be, will be. What have I to do with it, 
and what has she ? v Suppose — suppose— 

« I won't write any more. I hate writing 1 It doesn't relieve me— it 
makes me worse. I'm farther from being able to think of all that I mutt 
think of, than I was when I sat down. It is past midnight Tomorrow 
has come already— and here I am as helpless as .the stupids* woman 
living 1 Bed is the only fit place for me. 

“Bed? If it was ten years since, instead of to-day; and If Z had 
married Midwinter fcrlfire, I might be going to bed tarn Whh nothing 
Wrier on tnlr ntfoi thin e ritit oa tiptoe to the nutoery, «»U fatt IWk 
•t -right to m fif % were deeping qrietly fat their erttt, ' t 

wonder whether 1 jfcori^ bare kred my children if I tad erer fad ifayt 
VwBe^yto 'jetfoy, afc •» aotoet mett» 

*lWg mm&f, ton eWtofcr-'WfcD was the nan wfao iarlWled 
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laudanum t 1 titanic Mm from the bottom of my heart, whoever he was. 
If III the miserable wretches in pain of body and mind, whose comforter 
lie has been, could meet together to sing his praises, what a chorus it 
would be I I have had six delicious hours of oblivion ; I have woke up 
with mf mind composed ; I have written a perfect little letter to Mid- 
winter ; 2 have drunk my nice cup of tea, with a real relish of it ; I have 
dawdled over my morning toilet with an exquisite sense of relief— and all 
ta wgh the modest little bottle of Drops which I see on my bedroom 
chimney-piece at this moment. 4 Drops, 1 you are a darling ! If I love 
nothing else, t love you, 

44 My letter to Midwinter has been sent through the post ; and I hare 
told him to reply to me in the same manner. 

44 1 feel no anxiety about his answer — he can only answer in one wsy . 
I have asked for a little time to consider, because my family circumstances 
require some consideration, in his interests as well as in mine. I have 
engaged to tell him what those circumstances are (what shall I say, I 
wonder?) when we next meet; and I have requested him in the meantime 
to keep all that has passed between us a secret for the present. As to 
what he is to do himself in the interval while I am supposed to be con- 
sidering, I have left it to his own discretion — merely reminding him that, 
in our present situation, his remaining at Thorpe-Ambrose might lead to 
inquiry into his motives, and that his attempting to see me again (while 
our positions towards each other cannot be openly avowed) might injure 
my reputation. I have offered to write to him if he wishes it ; and I 
have ended by promising to make the interval of our necessary separa- 
tion as short as I can. 

44 This sort of plain unaffected letter — which I might have written to 
him last night, if his story had not been running in my head 4s it did — lias 
one defect, I know. It certainly keeps him out of the way, while I am 
casting my net, and catching my gold fish at the great house for the second 
tame— but it also leaves an awkward day of reckoning to come with Mid- 
winter if I succeed. How am I to manage him ? What aua I to do ? I 
ought to face those two questions as boldly as usual — but somehow my 
oouiege seems to foil me; and I don't quite fancy meeting that diffi- 
culty, till the time cornea when*it must be met. Shall I confess to my 
diary that I cm sorry for Midwinter, and that I shrink a little from 
thinking of the day when he beam that I am going to be mistress at the 
greet faraae? 

S Hat fVn fiAf Wiirfi w vat-_orti? T fltn'f: t*lrA * afjm in (tia AiMn+fnn 

of to* greet bouse till 1 have got the answer to my fetter, gad <$U I know 
that Midwinter is out of the way. Patience 1 patience 1 I tow* go, and 
forget atyealf at my piano. There is toe 4 Moonlight Amato’ open, in* 
tempting me, Cm the musie-itond. Have I n*rve enough to yStf, b, t 
stonier! Or wflU It act i ^toudd^iag witktoe mysteiy and terra iif 
ae It did the otoer *ayf * 
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44 Fw 4 GLclock.—Z Have got his answer. The slightest request I can 
make is a command 'to him. He has gone — end ,he sends me his address 
in London. 4 There ore two considerations,* (he says,) 4 which help to 
reconcile me to leaving you. The first is, that you wish it, and that it is 
only to be for a little while. The'second is, that I think I can make some 
arrangements in London for adding to my income by my own Jabour. I 
have never oared O money for myself— «biT you don*t know how I am 
beginning already to prize the luxuries and refinements that mopey can 
provide, for my wile's sake. 1 Poor fellow 1 I almost wish I had not 
wHtten to him* as 1 did ; I almost wish I had not sent him away 
from me. 

44 Fancy, if Mother Oldershaw saw this page in my diary I I have 
had a letter from her this morning — a letter to remind me of my obliga- 
tions, and to tell me she suspects things are all going wrong. Let her 
suspect ! I shan't trouble myself to answer — I can't be worried with that 
old wretch in the state I am in now. 

44 It is a lovely afternoon — I want a walk — I mustn't think of 
Midwinter. Suppose I put on my bonnet, and tiy my experiment 
at once at the gicat house? Everything is in my favour. There is no 
spy to follow me, and no lawyer to keep me out, this time* Am I hand- 
some enough, to-day ? Well, yes — handsome enough to be a match for 
a little dowdy, awkward, fieckled creature, who ought to be perched on 
n form at school, and strapped to a back-board to straighten her crooked 
shoulders. 

“ * The nursery lisps opt in all they utter \ 

Besides, they always smell of bread and butter.’ 

44 How admirably Byron has described girls in their teens ! 

44 Eight o'clock. — I have just got back from Armadale*s house. I 
have seen him, and spoken to him ; and tho end of it may bo sot down in 
three plain words. I have failed. There is no more chance of my being 
Mrs. Armadale of Thorpe-Ambrosc than there is of my being Queen of 
England. # 

44 Shall I write and tell Oldershaw? Shall I go back to London? 
Not till I have hod time to think a little. Not just yet. 

44 Let me think ; I have failed completely — foiled, with all the cipcuu- 
stanees in favour of success. I caught him alone on the drive in front of 
file house. He was excessively disconcerted, but at the some time quite 
willing to best me. I tried hka, first quietly — then with tears, and the rest 
of ft. I introduced myself in the character of the poor innocent woman 
whom U had been the means of injuring. I confined, I interested, I 
convinced him. I went on to the purely Christian part of my eftsad, sod 
ppefre with such feeling of his separation from his friend, fee which I wps 
innocently tejponsibje, that I turned his odious rosy free quite petal* (tyd 
iide 1dm beg me at tast not to distress him . But, whatevernthee frstfugi 
i roumd ip hhO| I nsrer once rowed hta ok} frriiug farms. Iswrftta 
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Mi M When he looked at me ; I felt it in hi* finger* Whete We ebook 
hands. We pitted friends end nothing more. 

“It ie ft fir this, it k, Miss Mllroy, that I resisted temptation, morning 
after motting* when I knew you were out ititine in the park? I hive 
jttitdsft yeti time te slip in, and take my place in Armadale’s good graces, 
have IT I never resisted temptation yet without suffering for it in Some 
stick Way as tliis ! If I had orfly followed my first thonghts r ok the day 
Whefc Itook leave of you, my yotrng lady — well, well, never blind that 
now. I have got the future before me; you are not Mrs. Armadale yet ! 
And I can tell yon one other thing — whoever else he marries, he will 
never many you. If I am even with you in no other way, trust me, 
Whatever cotbos of it, to be even with yon there I 

,A I am not, to my own surprise, in one of my furious pnssioOs. The 
htift time I was in this perfectly cool State, under serious provocation, 
something came of it, which I daren’t write down, even in fry own private 
diary. I shouldn’t be surprised if something comes of it now. 

“ On my way back, I called at Mr. BaShwood's lodgifigs in the town. 
He was not at home, and I left a message telHng him to come here to-night 
and speak to me. I mean to relieve him at once of the duty of looking 
after Armadale' and Miss Milroy. I may not see my way yet to ruining 
her prospects at Thorp*- Ambrose as completely oa she has rbined mine. 
But When the time comeS, and I do aee it, I don’t know to what lengths 
my ***** Of injury may take me ; ahd there may be inconvenience, tad 
possibly danger, in having sach a chicken-hearted creature as Mr, Bu«b- 
*ood in my confidence. 

“ I suspect I am move Upset by Ml this than I supposed. Midwinter’s 
story is beginning to haunt me Sgain, without rhyme or Fenton, 

“ A soft, quick, trembling knock at the street door ! I know who it is. 
No hand but old Bash wood's could knock in feat way. 


Iffits eWseft^I have just got rid ef him. He has surprised me by 
Coming out in a new character. # 

“ It aeems (though I didn't detect him) that he was at the great house 
white I was in company wife Armadale. He saw us talking on the drive; 
and he afterwards fcofed What the s ervan ts said, Who saw tie toe. The 
wise opium* hstow ttaitf is feat we hate <n*d* it up,' and that the 
master is likely to mtory me after aft. 4 He’s sweet on her red hair,' was 
wo mwt fli|nvnNB Bwy wwi is wo Jufowsi •i/retw sane enrt 
man* MW? « b w # m* B«Ob Mttito irtB frt Ae tram of te.* awril 


IfflUt OW fP W mmmy X 

s am w omm* aatl ns r eoos fesm oumh Mat i tidied to am what tie* 

sLji * SuiA Cnss Wfeti kA. eSa 

lesny w war mm mvurs mm wb -bust was mistie jnuveuersBSUtor 

tm i io a ftisr rfMr/ Armafeflo anti IH m tfti i f > ttr a«o vimwdMtitiiito 



' ASMAIULR 


m 

hm would dtop down dead of fright at hit own boldness; bat bo farced 
out the question, for all that, stammering, and stuttering, and b usd tng 
desperately with both hands at the bran of his hideous great hat. 4 % beg 
your pardon, Miss Gwi-Gwi-Gwilt 1 Tou are not really go go-going -to 
marry Mr. Armadale, are you ? ' Jealous— if ever I aaw it in a man's 
face yet, 1 saw it in his— actually jealous of Armadale, at his age ! If I 
had been in the humour for it, I should' ^ave burst out laughing in his 
face. As it was, I was angry, and lost all patience with him. I* told him 
he waa an old fool, and ordered him to go on quietly with his usual busi* 
ness until I sent him word that he was wanted again. He submitted as 
usual ; but there was an indescribable something in his wateiy old eyes, 
when be took leave of me, which I have never noticed in them before. 
Love has the credit of working all sorts of strange transformations. Can 
it be really possible that Love has made Mr. Bashwood man enough to be 
angry with me ? 

« 

M Wednesday. — My experience of Miss Milroy’s habits suggested a 
suspicion to me last night, which I thought it desirable to dear up this 
morning. 

“ It was alwayB her way, when I was at the cottage, to take a walk 
early in the morning before breakfast Considering that I used often to 
choose that very time for my private meetings with Armadale, it strode 
me as likely that my former pupil might bo taking a leaf out of my book, 
and that I might make some desirable discoveries if I turned my steps in 
the direction of the major's garden at the right hour. I deprived myself 
of my Drops, to make sure of waking ; passed a miserable night in conse- 
quence ; and was ready enough to get up at six o'clock, and walk the 
distance from my lodgings to the cottage in the fresh morning air. 

“ I had not been five minutes on the pork-aide of the garden enclosure 
before 1 saw her come out. She Seemed to have had a bad night too; 
her qyea were heavy and red, and her lips and cheeks looked swollen as if 
she had been crying. There was something on her mind, evidently; 
something, at it soon appeared, to take her out of the garden into the 
park. She walked (if one can call it walking, with such legs as hers J) 
straight to the summer-house, and opened the door, and erased the bridge, 
and want on quicker and quicker towards the low ground an the pork, 
ydm p the trees are thickest. I followed her over the open jgwoe with 
perfect impunity, in the^reiooupfod state she waa in; and when she began 
to riMra her pace among % trees, I was among the trass too, and wa< 
not afraid of her s ee in g me. 

* Before tag, thra rase makling and tramplii^of heavy foot ooming 

towards us thrall the underwood in a deep dip of thegrouad* l 
knew that knew it, 4 Here I am/ she arid* jnfcftMt 

Httfeve*** X he# bripri ths.taeas a fcw yasde oft initiradftBfct** 
njM# ride Anna <We***ld com out ef rim mlmmitodfolkmi 

vtsu tkr-ao. tt. W» 
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Sfotifl jftlg. The/ tot &#& together on the bank* I sat down behind the 
Writo, (Mid looked at them* throng the underwood, and heard without At 
ittghtost difficulty every Word that they said. 

The tab began by his noticing that eke looked out of spirits, and 
Mibb ff anything had gone wrong at the cottage. The artfhl little minx 
lost no tttoe hi making the necessary impression on him ; she began to 
Cty. Be took her hand, of course, and tried, in his brutiahly straight* 
forward Way, to comfort her. No : she was not to be comforted. A 
miserable prospect Was before her ; she had not slept the whole night for 
thinking of it. Her lather had called her into his room the previous 
evening, had spoken about the state of her education, and had told her, in 
so many words, that she was to go to school. The place had been found, 
and the terms had been settled ; and aa soon as her clothes could be got 
toady, Miss was to go. * While that hateful Miss Owilt was m the house,* 


says this model young person, ‘ I would have gone to school willingly— I 
wanted to go. But it's all different now ; I don’t think of it in the same 
way ; I foe! too old for school. I’m quite heart-broken, Mr. Armadale.’ 
There she stopped, as if she had meant to Say more, and gave him a look 
which finished the sentence plainly — ‘ Fm quite heart-broken, Mr. Anna* 
dale, now we am friendly again, at going away from you! 9 For downright 
bream impudence, wfcfoh a grown woman Would b# ashamed of, give me 
the young girls Whose 1 modesty ’ is so pertinaciously insisted on by the 
nauseobs domestic Sentimentalists of the present day 1 

4 * Bveti Armadale, booby as he is, understood her. After bewildering 
hhaatif to a labyrinth of words that led nowhere, he took her—une can 
hardly say round the waist, for she hasn’t gut one — he took her round 
the last hook-and-eye of her dress, and, by way of offering h a tefoge 
from the indignity of being sent to school at her age, mode her a Reposal 
Of mariisge to so many words. 

X iouM have killed them both at that moment by Kiting up my 
Utils Anger, Z have not the foam doubt t should have MM it. A* things 
warns fc etoy wailed to see What Mbs MUtoy would do. 

“She appeared tottonk Hneeesway jfeeKng, I mppcsefoal she had 
toethfc* wfotomt her Mbstfs knowledge, and wet forgetting that I had 
hadtiwatweefliwnaths fowmredohHt ef Mr. Avntototo^g^ cus tom 
i bs laamrt hmmdf by aw enplestow uf e^rtusen intilBftatiwarf flhawe w gs aa i 
bmhemM totoh ofirndfeithtog after hfo conduct eft* Ifimowfofe 

fl W^klJfe 


itwc^yrf 

iMMMuUitof nud. ua m*. sa. jbaafaHam srWh ttadfomidr Ms %-&&& 
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m ttm situation bad made runaway marriages baft** mw, mod Mm* 
and mothers-who Wouldn’t forgive than before, bad forgiven the ft* alter* 
tW^a* Sach outrageously straightforward love-making m this, lei Mke 
Milroy, of oouraei but two alternatives— -to oonfess that the bad baan 
laying No, when aba meant Yes, or to take refhgein another explosion* 
She was hypocrite enough to prefer another xptaaion/ * How dare yen, 
Mr. Armadale ? <}o away directly 1 ^ It’* jfuynsi derate, it’e handle**, it’s 
perfectly disgraceful to Bay such things to me I ' and an cm, and *o on. It 
seem* incredible, but it i* not the less true, that ha was pdsitiOely feel 
enough to take her at her word. He begged her pardon, and went away 
like a child that is put in the corner— the most contemptible object in the 
form of man that eye* ever looked on 1 

11 She waited, after he had gone, to compose herself and I waited 
behind the trees to see how she would succeed. Her eyes wandered 
round slily to the path by which he had left her. She amiled (grinned 
would be the truer way of putting it, with such a mouth a* hen) ; took 
a few steps on tiptoe to look after him ; turned back again, and suddenly 
burnt into a violent fit of crying. I am not quite so easily taken in aa 
Armadale, and I saw what it all meant plainly enough. 

“ 1 To-morrow,' I thought to myself, ( you will be in the park again, 
miss, by pure aooidedk The next day, you will lead him on into pro- 
posing to you for the seoond time. The day after, he will venture back 
to the subject of runaway marriages, and you will only be becomingly 
confined. And the day after that, if he has got a plan to propose, and if 
your clothes are ready to be packed for school, you will listen to him/ 
Yea, yes; Time is always on the man's tide, where a woman it oonoernod, 
if the man is only patient enough to let Time help him. 

44 1 let her leave the place and go back to (be cottage, quite uncon- 
scious that I bad been looking at her. 1 waited among the trees tiriifrhqfr 
The truth is, I was impremed by what I had heard and seen, in a menace 
that it knot very easy to describe. It put foe whole thing before me in 
a new light. It showed me — what I had never even gqqwwtert till foie 
momiag^-foot she is really fond of him. 

44 Heavy as my dety of obligation k to her, there k no fear new, at 
my foiling to pay it to foe lie* ferfoing. It would have been noeaaatt 
trinaqfefor mefoatend betwem MiseMilroy and her ambition to be emi 
of foe leading Jadke of foq county. But it k infinite l y moe% mhmtm 
fa* lw k concerned,, to atand between Mm MHfoy had har Mb 
dajdx* Bhall I remeesber foy own youth and apare her! Not fifes ha» 
deprived me of fo* one chance I had of breaking foe <fe|dn food hinds mo 
if Ilfs i km hfttefete to he of. I em llmawn hfoddMl 

portion, oomtK+i |» ■which the portion of an <**■* trim mHy«h» 
■rtoUkottiBWMirta ■wleMe. No, MtM Milroy — no, Mr. Axuaritk f 

’« WtMbktmim&mm'hmm- Ihw lawSMkifcai e**#hf 
hafeaaarfe SrcrrtM t «ot hot Mongo hum <rf MUM hHt|Mk 
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Sunday, my usual readiness in emergencies has deserted me. When t 
attk not thinking of him or of his story, my mind feels quite stupefied. I 
mho hare always known what to do on other occasions, don't know whal 
to do now. It would be easy enough, of course, to warn Mqjor Mtlroy of 
his daughter's proceedings. Bat the major is ibnd of his daughter; 
Arstedide is anxious to be reconciled with him ; Armadale is rich and 
p tepm ai , and ready to submit to the elder man — and sooner or later 
titty Will be friends again, and the marriage will follow. Warning Major 
faftrey is only the way to embarrass them for the present; it is not the 
way to part them for good and all. 

“ What is the way ? I can’t see it I could tear my own hair off my 
head 1 1 could bum the house down ! If there was a train of gunpowder 
under the whole world, I could light it, and blow the whole world to 
destruction— I am in such a rage, such a frenzy with myself for not 
seeing it ! 

44 Poor dear Midwinter 1 Tes, * dear. 1 I don't care. I’m lonely and 
helpless. I want somebody who is gentle and loving, to make much of 
me ; I wish I had his head on my bosom again ; I have a good mind to 
go to London, and marry him. Am I mad? Tes ; all people who are 
as miserable as I am, are mad. I must go to the window and get some 
air. Shall I jump out? No; it disfigures one to, and the coroner’s 
inquest lets so many people see it. , 

“ The air has revived me. I begin to remember that I have Time on 
my aide, at any rate. Nobody knows but me, of their secret meetings in 
the park the first thing in the morning. If jealous old Bashwood, who is 
slinking and sly enough for anything, tries to look privately after Arma- 
dale, in his own interests, he will try at the usual time when, he goes to 
the steward's office. He knows nothing of Miss Miisoy's early habits ; 
and he won't be on the spot till Armadale has got back to the house. For 
another week to come, I may wait and watch them, and choose mf own 
time and way of interfering the moment I see a chance of his getting the 
better of her hestation, and making her say, Yes. 

«< So here I wait, without knowing how things will end with Midwinter 
in Louden ; with my purse getting emptier and emptier, and no 
a ppe ara nce so far of any new pupils to fill it; with Mother Oldershaw 
eertete to insist on having her money hack the moment she knows I have 
failed; without prefects, friends, or hopes of tny k i nd— s lost woman, if 
t**t fame was * feat woman yet, Wefi l I say it again and again and 
agaifr^ldotft caret Mm I atop, if IfaH the clothes off any back, if I 
him myself at the puhlfeitatse to play to the brtttei fa tbetop ra 
fat* Map fat fa# fane ceases, and I we fas way to parting Ararafadt 

and Miss Milroy far ever t 

signs that the time is coating y*f tfafafa 
famtatMny ram, fa raypstitffain fas 
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u Two at the oldest end ugliest of the many old end ugly Isdiesulto 
took up my ‘cose wlien I left Major Milroy’s service, hare just celled, 
announcing themselves with the insufferable impudence of ebsritablp 
Englishwomen, as a deputation from my patronesses. It seems, that the 
news of my reconciliation with Armadale has spread from the servants' 
offices at the great house, and has reached the town, with this result, $ 
is the unanimous opinion of my ‘ patronesses ' (and the opinion of Major 
Milroy also, who has been consulted,) that I hare acted with the most 
inexcusable imprudence in going to Armadale's house, and hi there 
speaking on fiiendly terms with a man whose conduct towards myself has 
made his name a by-word in the neighbourhood. My total want of self- 
respect in this matter, has given rise to a report that I am trading at 
cleverly as ever on my good looks, and that I am as likely as not to end 
in making Armadale many me after all. My * patronesses * are of course 
too charitable to believe this. They merely feel it necessary to remon- 
strate with me in a Christian spirit, and to warn me that any seoond and 
similar imprudence on my part would force all my best friends in the 
place jto withdraw the countenance and protection which I now enjoy. 

“ Having addressed me, turn and turn about, in these terms (evidently 
all rehearsed beforehand), my two Gorgon-visitors straightened themselves 
in their chairs, and locked at me as much as to say, 4 You may often hove 
heard of Virtue, Miss Gwilt, but we don't believe you ever really saw it 
in full bloom till we came and called on you.* 

“ Seeing they were bent on provoking me, I kept my temper, and 
answered them in my smoothest, sweetest, and most ladylike manner. I 
have noticed that the Christianity of a certain class of respectable people 
begins when they open their prayer-books at eleven o'clock on Sunday 
morning, and ends a hen they shut them up again at one o'clock on 
Sunday afternoon. Nothing so astonishes and insulfe Christiana of this 
sort as reminding them of their Christianity on a week-day. On this hint, 
as the man saya in the play, I spoke. 

* * What have I done that is wrong?' I asked, innocently. ‘Mr. 
Armadale has injured me ; and I have been to his house and forgiven him 
the injury. Surely there must be some mistake, ladies ? You can’t have 
really come here to remonstrate with me in a Christian spirit for per- 
forming an act of Christianity ? ' 

*Tha two Gorgons got up. I firmly believe some women hsfe cats* 
tails as well as eats* feces. I firmly believe the tails of those two 
particular eats wagged slowly under their petticoats, and swelled to finer 
time* .their proper sixe. 

*‘Temp*w e wtt* prepared for, Miss Gwilt,’ they mM, 4 lM m 
Eeefcniky. We 4rish yon good evening.’ 

*80 they left me, and so ‘Miss Gwilt ’ rinks oat of the patiuriMef 
Sridtie of die ne^bboufhood. 

4 > * «Si mi 1 tt Ok tr um pery ««K*f UM 
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Mtsa JtOrey ’s am She will insist on Armadale's justifying himself— 
ted Armadale will on d in, satisfying her of his hmooence by making 
another proposal. This will be quite likely to hasten matters b etwe e n 
them— at least it would with me. If 1 was in her place, I should say 
to myself* * I will make sure of him while I can.* Supposing it doesn’t 
yarn to morrow morning, I think I will take another early walk in the 
dtoWtate of the park. 

u Midnight. — As I can’t take my drops, with a morning walk before me, 

I may as well give up all hope of sleeping, and go on with my diary. 
Even tenth my drops, I doubt if my head would be very quiet on my 
pillow to-night. Since the little excitement of the scene with my ‘lady- 
patronesses * has worn o&, I have been troubled with misgivings which 
would leave me but a poor chance, under any circumstances, of getting 
much rest. 

“I can’t imagine why, but the parting words spoken to Armadale by v 
that old brute of a lawyer, have come back to my mind 1 Here they are, 
as reported in Mr. Baahwood’* letter : — ‘ Some other person’s curiosity 
may go on from the point where you (and I) have stopped, and some 
other person’s hand may let the broad daylight in yet on Mias Gwilt.' 

“ What does he mean by that ? And what did he mean afterwards 
when he overtook old Baahwood in the drive, by telling him to gratify 
hia curiosity ? Does this hateful Pedgift actually suppose there is any 
ohmnce— ? Ridiculous ! Why, I have only to look at the feeble old 
creature, and he daren’t Hit hia little finger unless I tell him. Me try to 
pay into my past life indeed ! Why, people with ten times hia brains, 
and a hundred times hk courage, have tried — and have left off si wise 
as they began. 

°I don’t know though — it might have been better if I bad kept my 
temper when Baahwood was here the other night And it might be 
better still if I saw him to-morrow, and took him back into my good 
gpaoes by giving him something to do for m Suppose I tall him to 
look after the two Pedgifts, and to discover whether there is any 
chance of their attempting to renew their connection with Armadale? 
He sock thing is at mH likely— but if I gave old Baahwood tide commis- 
sion, it Would fla|ter his sense of hia own importjmee to me, sad would 
at tW same tune mm the easoettest purpose of keeping hhn oat of 
say way. 

"Hunt tyturvmg,itiMV , elootp«-+L mm pm gw cuG^atn^ttefSk- 
* Pot* mms, I have itemed a ftiw yepkek Theto they 

Mtbe urns «ufy boor; in the mm mohiiU t i tmtim mum g tin mm 

wtd 4mm mm Mm In fefl jMmalM «f of ay ttt6*to m 

giwtlMUM, nlMUaKhsrtaBeMeordlii^i'. I " aV 

** jkftob ^Au or i^tts dkhi^p tibottl toft 



I felt beforehand ho would bo driven to toko. He footed hi* proposal of 
marriage! with excellent effect this time. Tears and kisses and yptttes- 
tations followed ; and my late pupil opened her heart at last, in the most 
innocent manner. Home, she confessed, was getting so miserable to her 
now, that it was only less miserable than going to pphool Her mother's 
Semper was becoming more violent end unmanageable every day. The 
nurse, who was the only person with an^l infiuenee over her, had gone 
away in disgust. Her father was becoming mom and more immersed in 
his dock, and waa made more and more resolute to feed her away from 
home, by the distressing scenes which now took place with her mother, 
almost day by day. I waited through these -domestic disclosures on the 
chance of hearing any plans they might have for the fixture 
between them; and my patience, after no email exercise of it, waa 
rewarded at last 

“ The first suggestion (as was only natural where such a ihol as 
Armadale was concerned) came from the girl. She started an idea, which I 
own I had not anticipated. She proposed that Armadale should write to her 
father; and, cleverer still, she prevented, all fear of his blundering by telling 
him what he as to say. He was to express himself as deeply distressed 
at his estrangement from the major, and to request permission to call at the 
cottage, and Bay a few words in his own justification. That was all. The 
letter was not to be sent that day, for the applicants for the vacant place 
of Mrs. Milroy’a nurse were coming, and seeing them and questioning them 
would put her father, with his dislike of such things, in no humour to 
receive Armadale's application indulgently. The Friday would be the day 
to send the letter, and on the Saturday morning, if the answer waa un- 
fortunately not favourable, they might meet again. 1 1 don't like deceiv- 
ing my father ; he has always been so kind to me. And there will be no 
need to deceive him, Allan, if we can only make you friends again. 
Those were the last words the little hypocrite said, when I left them. 

u What will the major do ? Saturday morning will show. I won’t 
think of it till Saturday morning has come and gone. They am not man 
and wife yet ; and again and again I say it, though my brains are still as 
helpless as ever , man and wife they shall never be. 

** On my way home again, I caught Baahwood at his hraakfest, with Us 
poor old black teapot, and his little penny loaf, and his one cheap morsel of 
oily butter, and his darned dirty table-cloth. It sickens me to thlak of it. 

“ I coaxed and oomfert^d the miserable old anatom till the team toned 
in his eyes, and he quite b fr nhe d with pleasure. He undertakes to leal: 
After the Fedgifts with ^be utmost alacrity. Pdlgift the ekkr, he dasariba*, 
mtatfOAoe roumd^ m the most obstin^ notf»agwiU induce 

him to give w*y,unleai Amasbfe gives way also on Us aide. BadgMt 
At yauugerja mmb the pm* Iflmly of the two to make attoapto**# 
tmmfRWm tefcnt kmftfe BaAvued’a^iwon. kh of vayM rtto 
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44 TN port u bile this morning. It bee only just come in, and has 
me a letter from Midwinter. 

11 It is a letter; it flatten me and flutters me as if I was a 

young girl again* No reproaches for my never having written to him ; 
no hateful hurrying of me, in plain words, to marry him. lie only 
writmto tell me a piece of news. He has obtained, through his lawyers, 
a prospect of being employed as occasional correspondent to a newspaper 
which is about to be started in London. The employment will require 
him to leave England for the Continent, which would exactly meet his 
own wishes for the future, but he cannot consider the proposal seriously 
until he has first ascertained whether it would meet my wishes too. He 
knows no will but mine, and he leaves me to decide, after first mentioning 
the time allowed him before his answer must be sent in. It is the time of 
course (if I agree to his going abroad) in which I must many him. But 
there is nut a word about this in his letter. He asks for nothing but a 
sight of my handwuting to help him through the interval, while we are 
separated from each other. 

41 That is the letter; not veiy long, but so prettily expressed. 

“ I think I can penetrate the secret of liis fincy for going abroad. 
That wild idea of putting the mountains and the seas between Armadale 
and himself is still in his mind. As if either he or I could escape doing 
what we are fated to do — supposing we really ore fated — by putting a few 
hundred, or a few thousand miles, between Armadale and ourselves 1 
What strange absurdity and inconsistency 1 And yet how I like him for 
being absurd and inconsistent ; for don't I see plainly that lam at the 
bottom of it all? Who leads this clever man astray in spite of himself? 
Who makes him too blind to see the contradiction in his own conduct, 
which he would see plainly in the conduct of another person! How inte- 
rested I do feel in him 1 How dangerously near X am to shutting my eyes 
on the past, and letting myself love him 1 Was Eve fonder of Adam 
than ever, I wonder, after she bad coaxed him into eating the apple ? I 
should have quite doted on him if I had been in her place. (Memoran- 
dum:— To write jdid winter a charming little letter on my side, with a kiss 
In it; and as time is allowed him before he sends in his answer to ask for 
time too, before I tell him whether I will or will not go abroad.) 

« JFYw o'clock— A tiresome visit from my landlady; eager for a little 
gossip, and foil of news, which she thinks will interest me. 

f * She is acquainted, X find, wit^Mrs. Mikoy’s late met; and eh* 
im bmmm tow at thssttafo^l^aftesneen? tafced 
of mm of affair* at the cottage, *ed u?y name turned if in the 
mm of conversation. I am quite it teem* if 

sukski I* to be trusted* in bMte Ifin Milroy In he mimM for 

p * fa Mfa* ,lffa 
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of me. Ibe pres e n t wretched state of things at the cottage Is due entirely 
to the some'cense, Mrs. Milroy is firmly persuaded that my renudtdng 
at Thorpe- Ambrose is referable to my having some private means of com- 
municating with the major which it is impossible for her to discover. 
With this conviction in her mind, she has become «o unmanageable Aft I 
no person, with any chance of bettering h^self, could possibly remain in 
attendance on her ; and, sooner or later, the major, object to it as he may, 
will be obliged to place her under proper medical earn. 

“ That is the sum and substance of what the wearisome landlady had 
to tell me. Unnecessary to say that I was not in the least Interested 
by it Even if the nurse’s assertion is to be depended on— which 
I persist in doubting — it is of no importance now. I know that Mias 
Milroy, and nobody but Miss Milroy, has utterly ruined my prospect of 
becoming Mrs. Armadale of Thorpe-Ambrose — and I care to know nothing 
more. If her mother was really alone in the attempt to expose my false 
reference, her mother seems to be suffering for it, at any rate. And so good- 
by to Mrs. Milroy — and heaven defend me from any more last glimpses 
at the cottage, seen through the medium of my landlady’s spectacles ! 

“ Nine o'clock. — Bashwood has just left me, having come with news 
from the great house. Pedgift the younger has made his attempt at 
bringing about a reconciliation this very day, and has failed. I am the 
sole cause of the failure. Armadale is quite willing to be reconciled, if 
Pedgift the elder will avoid all future occasion of disagreement between 
them, by never recurring to the subject of Miss Gwilfc. ThiB, however, 
happens to be exactly the condition which PedgifVs father— with his 
opinion of me and my doings — would consider it his duty to Armadale 
not to accept. So lawyer and client remain as far apart as ever, and the 
obstacle of the Pedgifta is cleared out of my way. 

“ It might have been a very awkward obstacle, so ftr as Pedgift the 
cider is concerned, if one of his suggestions had been carried oat — I mean, 
if an officer of the London police had been brought down here to look at 
me. It is a question, even now, whether I hod better not take to the 
thick veil again, which I always wear in London and other laige place* 
The only difficulty is, that it would excite remark in this inquisitive little 
town to aee me wearing^ a thick veil, for the first time* in the summer 
weather. 

u It ia close on ten o’clock— I have been dawdling over my diary 
longer than I supposed. Kb words can describe how weary and htfgtrid 
libel, Why don’t I take my sleeping drops and go to bed f Them is ne 
meeting between Armadale and Miss Milroy to fores me Into early rfcfeg 
to-mmtww morning. Am I trying, for the hundredth time, to em agf wejF 
deeriy into the A tare tryi ng, in my pr meat etate of Cttigue, to t»4a 

WMMla I onto wa*,'befae tbeto e mriet l to «nto tofrttnr 
apfrWttrpeWHedaef or*to I penraedy *fl»M os ay be* wfab X«M*4» 
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haggard and old* With o little encouragement, I might bo fool enough to 
Moftoirt crying* Luekily, there it no one to encourage mo. What sort 
efna^xt is it, I wonder? 

* A cloudy night, with the moon showing at intervals, and the wind 
rains. 1 eon just hear it moaning among the ins and outs of the um* 
fini shed cottages at the end of the street. M y nerves must be a little 
«Mse*» I think. I was startled just new by a shadow on the wall It 
was only after a moment or two that I mustered sense enough to notiee 
trhere the candle was, and to see that the shadow was my own. 

u Shadows remind me of Mid winter — or, if the shadows don't, something 
else does. I must have another lode at his letter, and then I will positively 
go to bed. 


“I shall end in getting fend of him. If I remain much longer in this 
lonely uncertain state — so irresolute, so unlike my usual self— I shall end in 
getting fond of him. What madness! As if / could ever be really fond 
of a man again 1 

“ Suppose I took one of my sudden resolutions, and married him. 
Poor as he is, he would give me a name and a position, if I be cam e his 
wife. Let me see how the name— his own name— would look, if I really 
did consent to take it for mine. 

“ 1 Mrs. Armadale ! ' Pretty. 

• " 1 Mrs. Allan Armadale 1' Prettier still. 

“ My nerves must be shaken. Here is my own handwriting starting 
me now! It is so strange — it is enough to startle anybody. The simi- 
larity in the two names never struck me in this light before. Many 
which of the two I might, my name would of course be the name. I 
should have been Mrs. Armadale, if I had married the light-haired Allan 
at the great house. And I can be 'hfxn. Armadale still, if I many the 
dark-haired Allan id London. It's almost maddening to writs it down — 
to led that something ought to oome of it— end to find nothing oome. 

u How eon anything oome of it? If I did go to London, and many 
him (as of course I must many him) under his real name, would he let 
toe he known by it afterwards? With all his rea s ons for ooaoealing his 
ml name, he would insist— no, be is too fend of me to do that— he would 
eutoest sto "to take the came which he has Assumed. Mrs, Midwinter. 
Hideous ! Osi as, too, when I wanted to addfcss him femiliarljr as hie 
chudsdi Worse fowl hide o u s 1 

* «4»a jr*, Urn* would team map ftr hnmratjag bin it Oat, it 
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ra dy to briieve Anything of mo now wo have quanellcd, would join te 
chorus sotto'z&ce ; — 4 Only think, ay dear, the report tint so tboM ns, 
actually turns out to he true ! • No. If I mar r y Midwinter, I amt 
either be perpetually patting my husband and myself in a fidae petition- 
or I must leave his real name, his pretty, romantie same, behind me at the 
church door. 

“ My husband l As if I was really going to man^ him ! I am net 
going to marry him, and there's an end of it/ 

44 Half-past tan. — Oh dear I 'oh dear ! how my tomplea throb, and 
how hot my weary eyes feel ! There is the moon looking at me through 
the window. How fast the little scattered clouds are dying before the 
wind 1 Now they let the moon in ; and now they ehut the out. 
What strange shapes the patches of yellow light take, and lorn again, all 
in a moment 1 No peace and quiet for me, look where I may. The 
candle keeps flickering, and the very sky itself is restless to-night. 

“ 4 To bed 1 to bed ! ’ as Lady Macbeth says. I wonder by-tbe-by 
what Lady Macbeth would have done in my position ? She would have 
killed somebody when her difficulties first began. Probably Armadale. 

u Friday morning. — A night’s rest, thanks again to my Drops. I 
went to breakfast in better spirits, and received a morning welcome in the 
shape of a letter from Mrs. Olderahaw. 

“ My silence has produced its effect on Mother Jezebel. She attributes 
it to the right cause, and she shows her claws at last. If I am not in a 
position to pay my note-of-hand for thirty pounds, which is due on Tues- 
day next, her lawyer is instructed to 4 take the usual course.’ If I am 
not in a position to pay it I Why, when I have settled -to-day with my 
landlord, I shall have barely five pounds left ! There is not the shadow of 
a prospect between now and Tuesday of my earning any money ; and I 
don’t possess a friend in this place who would trust me with sixpence. 
The difficulties that are swarming round me wanted bat one more to 
complete them, and that one has come. 

41 Midwinter would assist me, of course, if I could bring myarif to trie 
him for assistance. But that means marrying him. Am I really de s perate 
enough and helpless enough to end it in that way ? No; net yet 

41 My head feels heavy ; I must get out into the fresh air, -and think 
about it. 


44 Two o’clock.— I beKe* I have naught i ha mfectien of Mdurin ta ri i 
wpawthfon. % begin io think du$ events are forcing *• Maser and 
nearer to aafoo end which I don’t see yet, but which I am B r m iy peo- 


tna d ai is now nag for off. 
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of what Iflffi to do next, I remembered that I needed some note-paper and 
pen*, and vent back to the town, to the stationer's shop. It might have 
been wiser to have sent for what I wanted. But I was weary of myself, 
and weary of snj lonely rooms ; and I did my own errand, for no better 
reason than that it was something to do. 

44 1 had just got into the shop, and was asking for what I wanted, 
wjbeu another customer came in. We both looked np, and reoognized 
each other at the same moment ; Miss Milroy. 

41 A woman and a lad were behind* the counter, besides the man who 
was serving ipe. The woman civilly addressed the new customer. 4 What 
can we have the pleasure of doing for you, Mias?' Alter pointing it 
first, by looking me straight in the face, she answered, 4 Nothing, thank 
you, at present. I'll come back when the shop is empty.’ 

41 She went out. The three people in the Bhop looked at me in silence. 
In silence, on my side, I paid for my purchases, and left the place. I don't 
know how I might have felt if I had been in my usual spirits. In the 
anxious unsettled state I am in now, I can't deny it, the girl stung me. 

4< In the weakness of the moment (for it was nothing else) I was on 
the point of matching her petty spitefulneBS by apitefulness quite aa petty 
on my side. I bad actually got as far as the whole length of the strict, 
on my way to the major's cottage, bent on telling him the secret of his 
daughter's morning walks, before my better sense c&rae back to me. 
When I did cool down, I turned round at once, and took the way home. 
No, no, Miss Milroy : mere temporary mischief-making at the cottage, 
which would only end in your father forgiving you, and in Armadale 
profiting by his indulgence, will nothing like pay the debt l owe you. I 
don’t forget that your heart is set on Armadale; and that the major, 
however he may tulk, baa always ended hitherto ip giving you your 
own way. My head may be getting duller and duller, but it has not 
quite failed me yet. 

44 Da the meantime, there is Mother OldershAw's letter waiting obsti- 
nately to be answered ; and here am I, not knowing what to do about it 
yet Shall I answer it or not ? It doesn't matter for the present; there 
ate sum hours still to spore before the post goes out 

f* Suppose I asked Armadale to lend me the money? I should enjoy 
getting mmthtog out of him i and l believe, in his present situation with 
Min Milroy, ha would do anything to be rid of me. Mean enough this, 
on my part Pooh I Whan you hate and despise a man, as I hate and 
AimadaK who cares fbr looking mean in Wi eyee? 

pat mg pm de-not uqr^semething eke, I ddgk k go* whe*«r 

t w a aaljrfatf-put taro. Oh, the dnwifiil mmim# 
Am hm, nanpw &g» i i cratftw, tMefrfo, iri I w g w n 

a aaadt to reUava mv mltJL Con X mnaweau* niewf Ifet 



a titan, and I canlt drink. lU dawdle over my d*eqc*vaad pal wf 
tilings tidy. * 

• ••*•• 

44 Has an ttur passed ? More than ah hour. It seems like a minute. 

44 1 can’t look back through these leaves, butrl know I wrote the 
words somewhere. I know I felt myself getting nearer and nearer to 
some end that was still hidden from me. The end is hidden no longer. 
The clond is off my mind, the blindness has gone from my eyes. I 
see it I I see it 1 

44 It came to me— I never sought it. If I was lying on my deathbed, 
I could swear, with a safe conscience, I never sought it. 

44 1 was only looking over my things; I was as idly and as frivolously 
employed as the most idle and most frivolous woman living. I went 
through my dresses and my linen. What could be more innocent? 
Children go through their dresses and their linen. 

44 It was such a long summer day, and I was so tired of myself. I went 
to my boxes next. I looked over the large box first, which 1 usually leave 
open ; and then I tried the small box, which I always keep locked. 

44 From one thing to the other, I came at last to the bundle of letters 
at the bottom — the letters of the man Ibr whom I once sacrificed and 
suffered everything ; the man who has made me what I am. A hundred 
times I have determined to bum his letters; but I have never burnt them. 
This time, all I said was, 4 1 won’t read his letters ! ’ And I did read them. 

44 The villain — the false, cowardly, heartless villain — what have I to do 
with his letters now ? Oh, the misery of being a woman 1 Ob, the 
meanness that our memory of a man can tempt us to, when our love for 
him is dead and gone! I read the letters — I was so lonely and so 
miserable, I read the letters. 

44 1 came to the last— the letter he wrote to eneourage me, when I 
hesitated as the terrible time came nearer and nearer ; the letter that 
revived me when my resolution failed at the eleventh hoar. 1 read on, 
line af&t line, till I came to these words: — 


41 .... *1 really have no patience with each absurdities as yon have wr itte n to 
me. Ton s^y I am driving yen on to do what is beyond a woman's eoamge, Ami? 
I might refer you to any ooUeetion of Triale, English or foreign, to riwwtbat yen time 
nttefy wrong. Bnt mch edMcns any he beyond yonr wash i and I wffl only refer 
yea to a case tit yesterday's newspaper. The drew tenoas me totelly M a n* from 
mtr rirctmwta&flasf hut the example o I icsolotkm in a woman is an ex ampl e west! 


will find, among the kw mports, a 
heqietf to he f 




Mtotojfrto lebuMr* l tostoftlkkftwi si eoeefled, if the supposed htiwuni imp had 
not toned up dive and writ in the nick of time to confront her. The scene took pint 
to the lawyer*’ office, «q& aim out hi the evidence to the polioe-oonit. The women 
Neu handsome, end the sailor was a good-natured man. He wanted, to Ant, if the 
lawyers wunfldtofeto dtt e teed him, to let her oft He said to her, among other things, 
‘Tan Ml ddi Oft on the dro wne d man caning beck, alive and hearty, did yon, 
ma’am f* * •ft lucky for yon,' toe laid, *1 didn’t ooeat on it Ton have escaped 
the in lint yon woaldn’t hare escaped are.’ 4 Why, whto would yon have done, if 
yen' Jtof known I was coining back ? ’ says the sailor. She looked him steadily in fh» 
ttto, and answered: — *1 would have killed yon.' There 1 Do yon think into a 
woman as that would have written to tell me I was pressing her farther than toe had 
courage to go f ▲ handsome woman, too, like yourself ! Ton would drive some 
men in my position to wish they had her now m your place.’ 


w I read no farther. When I had got on, line by line, to those words, 
it hunt on me like a flash of lightning. In an instant I saw it as plainly 
ns I see it now. It is horrible, it is unheard-of, it oot-dares all daring; 
but, if I can only nerve myself to fitce one terrible necessity, it is to be 
done. / may personate the richly-provided widow of Allan Armadale of 
Thorpe-Ambroee, if I can count on Allan Armadale 'a death in a given time • 
11 There, in plain words, is the frightful temptation under which I now 
feel myself sinking. It is frigbtftd in more ways than one — for it has come 
straight out of that otftfer temptation to which I yielded in the bygone time. 

44 Yes ; there the letter has been waiting for me in my box, to serve a 
purpose sever thought of by the villain who wrote it. There is the Case* 
as he calls it— only quoted to taunt me ; utterly unlike my own earn at the 
rime — there it has been, waiting and lurking for me through all the 
changes in my lift, till it has come to be like my case at last. 

It might startle any woman to see this, and even this % not tbs 
worst The whole thing has been in my Diary, for days past, without 
my knowing ft ! Evety idle fkney that escaped me, baa been tending 
secretly tost one way } And I never saw, never suspected it, till rite 
reading of the letter put my own thoughts before me in a new light — 
till I saw the shadow of my own circumstances suddenly reflected in one 
qpepUd toiwumstanoe of that other woman's case 1 

“ & is to be done* if I can but look the necessity in the torn. It is to 
tedesj /mss coved an Alban jUmddUktv si a given foe 

■ * AS M Ul k «Mjr. Vb*totofe«cfat«f mwrtmndflrwUokl 

ohm Ott a wMk part, tan 
bias oo4 «4 *8— flwogb Imm too *«ap3 to Me it o r mli fa'l uy ft to tir ; 



A* timumr of Atadak’s csrtflfarts mmy 

tad to prove lay diaim. fetow Ate a» to stm at noonday, Thank* 
to Hie exact sMtefey between the two name* and tonka to to oarefel 
Hittnff it which the secret of that sknilarity has been kept, I any bo 
the wife of the dark Allan Armadale, known at tush to nobody bat my 
husband and myself; and I may, oat of that very position, datao the 
character of widow of the light Allan Armadale, with proof to support me 
(in the tope of my marriage ce rt i fic ate ) which would be proof in the 
estimation of the most incredulous person living. 

M To think of my having put all this in my Diary 1 To thiafe of my 
having actually contemplated this very situation, and having sees nothing 
more in it, at the time, than a reason (if I married Midwinter) to 
consenting to appear in the world under my husband's assumed name 1 

“What is it daunts me? The dread of obstacles? The tor of 
discovery? , 

14 Where are the obstacles ? where is the fear of discovery ? 

“Iam actually suspected all over the neighbourhood, of intriguing to 
be mistress of Thorpe- Ambrose. I am the only person who knows the 
real turn that Armadale's inclinations have taken. Not a mature bat 


myself is as yet aware of his early morning meetings with Miss Milroy. If 
it is necessary to part them, I can do it at any moment, by an anonymous 
line to the major. If it is necessary to remove Armadale from Thorpe- 
Ambrose, I can get him away at three days’ notice. His own lips informed 
me, when I last spoke to him, that he would go to the ends of the earth 
to be friends again with Midwinter, if Midwinter would let himu I have 


only to tell Midwinter to write from London, and ask to be rtooneUad ; 
and Midwinter would obey me — and to London Armadale would go* 
Every difficulty, at starting, is smoothed over ready to my hand. Every 
after-difficulty I could manage for myself. In the whole venture— despe- 
rate aa it looks to pare myself off to the widow of one man, while I am all 
the while the wife of the other— there is absolutely no necessity thatwadts 
ferine caaridering, but the one terrible necessity of Armadale's death. 

*Hk death 1 It might be a terrible neomaity to any ether woman 
but la it, ought it to be terrible to Me ? 

*1 hate him to his mother's sake. I bate him to his own sake. I 
beta him to going to Louden behind my book, and m i k i ng tngjtom 
about me. I hate him to forcing mo out of my rftnatfaa betas! retold 
to go. I bate him to defrayi ng Ml my hapsa cf many fag hi*, end 
total * mebaatbsl^e^myownntorebieiife. Bat, to, atom** 

t toe m* already te to pa* time, how tan If towosnl? 

^thoMto^tol W who fals eome betwmre; who to ttta 
totoy femme; too has epeafrtowtol me to toy *» to w to 
tftftoa mhemt fesrttolto wtoi ferii^ifhetodi 
0mm on itr, if I did U 1 And when I was tatadto 

SSS^SiS^ SS&38ti' 



opft fceamBed, to hide wa/jmSi in treat tny parttifel Oomfart, karat?, 
whaMi t An income df twelve hundred * year aeeurec I to me secured 
by m will winch his ham looked** by* lawyer; won red 
of anything ho own iay or do himself 1 I never hod twelMfijiroft * 
year. Al toy luckiest time, I never hod half os mush, ^jjflpuini 
What hove 1 got now ? Just five pounds left in the worf&-Hm3 ft le 
week of a debtor’s prison. 

“Sat, 01 ^ after what I have done already in the past time, how can I? 
how dan I? 

“ Some women — on my place, and with my recollections to look back 
on— would feel it differently. Some^ women would say—* It’s easier the 
second time then the first. Why can’t I? why can’t I?' 

u Oh, yon Devil tempting me, is there no Angel near, to raise some 
timely obstacle between this and to-morrow, which might help me to 
give it up ? 

** I shall sink under it — I shall sink, if I write or think 6f it apy 
mom 1 I’ll shut up these leaves and go out again. Til get tome commpn* 
person to come with me, and we will talk of common things. Til take 
out the woman of the house, and her children. We will go and see 
something. There is a show of some kind in the town — I’ll treat them to 
it. I'm not such an ill-natured woman when I try ; and the landlady 
has really been kind to me. Surely I might occupy my mind a little, in 
toeuig her and her children enjoying themselves. 


** A minute since, I shut up these leaves as I said I would ; and now 
I have opened them again, I don’t know why. I think ay bnun is turned. 
Ifeal am if something waft lost out of my mind; I &al a if I ought to 
find it he**. 

u I have found it 1 Jfidwmtir ill 

44 Is it possible that I can have been thinking ef the reasons For and 
Against, bam hour past-^writing Midwinter’s name over and ever again 
gpts Phrttng seriously on marrying him— sad ail the time not ones 
rnustohtoiag that, oven With ivory other impediment removed, U alone, 
Mm the time came, would be an insurmountable obstacle in mr way t 
Hm^efltetofbmihaoairiifejw^ death abemfced me 


foHftto S OUpp ss e it ha* I can’t acootml fcraush eatrtunrihmljr 

Mntosoenar gaaft in may otter way, 

nut think ft apt, tv l Ipsm Aou^ wni gthtfte xeftlV 
tMUmfcftqmitf i t ftt ob s ta ris uf Midwinter would after aH, Mmm 


xjtgfti mat* ^ 
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children distract me. I hare left them, to run back here before post-time 
and write a line, to Mm. Oldershaw. 

* The dread that I shall sink under the temptation h* growwfconger 
and stronger on me. I have determined to put it beyond my power to 
hare my own way and follow my own will. Mother Oldershaw Adi be 
the salvation of me for the first time since I have known her. If I can’ t 
pay my note-of-hand, she threatens me with on arrest. Well, she shall 
arrest me. In the state my mind is in now, the bast thing that can 
happen to me is to be taken away from Thorpe-Ambrose, whether I like 
it or not. I will write and say that I am to be found here. I will write 
and tell her, in so many words, that the best service she can render me k 
to lock me up I 

“ Seven o'clock . — The letter has gone to the post. I had begun to feel 
a little easier, when the children came in to thank me for taking them to 
the show. One of them is a girl, and the girl upset me. She is a forward 
child, and„her hair is nearly the colour of mine. She said, 1 1 shall be like 
you when I have grown bigger, shan’t I ? 1 Her idiot of a mother said, 
1 Please to excuse her, miss,’ and took her out of the room, laughing. 
Like me ! I don't pretend to be fbnd of the child— but think of her being 
like Me 1 

“ Saturday morning . — I have done well for once in acting on impulse, 
and writing as I did to Mrs. Oldershaw. The only new circumstance 
that has happened, is another circumstance in my favour ! 

“ Major Milroy has answered Armadale's letter, entreating permission 
to call at the cottage, and justify himself. His daughter read it in silence, 
when Armadale handed it to her at their meeting this morning, in 
the park. But they talked about it afterwards, loud enough for me to 
hear them. The mqjor persists in the course he has taken. He says hk 
opinion of Armadale’s conduct has been formed, not on common report, but 
on Armadale's own letters $ and he sees no reason to alter the conclusion 
at whioh he arrived when the correspondence between them was closed. 

u Thu little matter had, I confess, slipped out of my memory. It 
might have ended awkwardly for me. If Major Milroy had been less 
obstinately wedded to bis own opinion, Armadale might have justified 
himself; the marriage engagement might have been acknowledged; and 
all my power of influencing t3jie matter might have been at an end. As 
it is, they must continue to keep the engagement strictly secret; and Miss 
Milroy, who has never ventured herself near the great house since the 
thunderstorm forced her into it for shelter, will be less likely than ever 
to venture there now. I can part them when I please ; with an anony- 
mous line to the major, I can part them when I please I 

u After having disfumH the letter, the talk between them turned on 
what they were to do next Major Milroy’s severity, as it soon appeared, 
produced the usual results. Armadale returned to the subject of the 
^Opement^-and, thk time she listened to him. There k everything to 
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drire her to it Her outfit of clothes is nearly ready; and the summer 
holidays, at the school which has been chosen for her, end at the end of 
next week. When I left them, they had decided to meet again and settle 
something on Monday. 

“ The last words I heard him address to her, before I went away, 
shook me a little. He said : ‘ There is one difficulty, Neelie, that needn't 
trouble ns, at any rate. I have got plenty of money. 1 And then he kissed 
her. The way to his life began to look an easier way to* me when he 
talked of his money, and kissed her. 

“ Borne hours have passed, and the more I think of it, the more I fear 
the' blank interval between this time and the time when Mrs. Olderahaw 
calls in the law, and protects me against myself. It might have been 
better if I had stopped at home this morning. Bnt how oould I ? Alter 
the insult she offered me yesterday, I tingled all over to go and look at her. 

“ To-dSty; Sunday; Monday; Tuesday. They can't arrest me for the 
money before Wednesday. And my miserable five pounds are dwindling 
to four 1 And he told her he had plenty of money ! And she blushed 
and trembled when he kissed her 1 It might have been better for hiih, 
better for her, and better for me, if my debt had fallen due yesterday, and 
if the bailiffs had their hands on me at this moment. 

u Suppose I had the means of leaving Thorpe- Ambrose by the next 
train, and going somewhere abroad, and absorbing myself in some new 
interest, among new people. Could I do it, rather than look again at that 
easy way to his life which would smooth the way to everything else? 

“ Perhaps I might. But where is the money to come from ? Surely 
some way of getting it struck me a day or two since ? Yes ; that mean 
idea of asking Armadale to help me 1 Well ; I mV be mean fin once. I'll 
give him the chance of making a generous use of that yraU-fllled purse 
which it is such a comfort to him to reflect on in his present circumstances. 
It would soften my heart towards any man if he lent me money in my 
present extremity ; and if Armadale lends pm money, it might soften my 
heart towards him. When shall I go? At onoe 1 I won’t give myself 
-time to fed the degradation of it, and to change my mind. 

“ Three o'clock , — I mark the hour. He has sealed his own doom. He 
has insulted me. 

<* Yes 1 I have suffered it once foam Miss MUroy. And I have now 
suffered it a second time fooxn Armadale himsel f . An insult— a marked, 
merciless, deliberate insult in the open day 1 

„ “I had got through the town, and had advanced a f^w hundred yjtyde 
along the road that leads to the great hotfce, when I saw A xttofali h ** » 
little distance, coming towards me. fie was walking feat, evidently, wi th 
some errand of his own to take him to the town. The instant hManght 
sight of me he stopped, coloured up, took off his hat, hefitated, and Wttjftd 
adds down a lane behind him, which X happen to know wopld fake Mat 
exactly in the mm foray dfeeotion to the direodon in which hy wee walking 
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whan he first saw me. fiis conduct said, in so worn y words, * Miss Mflr cy 
may bear of it; I daren't run the ride of being seen nponking to you. 1 
M» have used me heartlessly; men have done sad said hard things to 
me — but no man living ever yet treated me as if I was plague-strad:, and 
as if the very air about me was infected by my presence 1 

“ I say no more. When he walked awav from me down that lane, 
he walked to his death. I have written to ftidwinter to expect me in 
Loodon next week, and to be ready for our marriage soon afterwards. 

u Four o'clock — Half-an-hour since, I put on my bonnet to go out 
and post the letter to Midwinter myself. And here I am, still in mgr 
room, with my mind tom by doubts, and my letter on the table. 

“ Armadale counts for nothing in the perplexities that are now torturing 
me. It is Midwinter who makes me hesitate. Gan I take the first of thoee 
three steps that lead me to the end, without the common caution of looking 
at consequences ? Gan I marry Midwinter, without knowing beforehand 
how to meet the obstacle of my husband, when the time comes which trans- 
forms me from the living Armadale's wife, to the dead Armadale's widow? 

“ Why can’t I think of it, when I know I must think of it ? Why 
can’t I look at it as steadily as I have looked at all the rest ? I feel his 
kisses on my lips ; I feel his tears on my bosom ; I feel his arms round 
me again. He is far away in London — and yet, he is here and won’t let 
me think of it 1 

“ Why can’t I wait a little ? Why can’t I let Time help me ? Time ? 
It’s Saturday ! What need is there to think of it, unless I like ? There 
is no post to London to-day. I must wait. If I posted the letter it 
wouldn’t go. Besides, to-morrow I may hear from Mrs. Oldershaw. I 
ought to wait to hear from Mrs. Oldershaw. I can’t consider myself a 
free woman till I know what Mrs. Oldershaw means to do. Theie is a 
necessity for waiting till to-morrow. I shall take my bonnet off, and lock 
the letter up in my desk. 

thmdap morning .— There is no resisting it ! One after another the 
circumstances crowd on me. They come thicker and thicker, and they 
all force me one way. 

“I have got Mother Oldershaw’^ answer. The wretch tarns on me, 
and cringes to me. I can see, as plainly as if she had acknowledged it, 
that she suspect* me of seeing my own way to sueoess at Thorpe- Ambrose 
without her assistance. Having found threatening me useless, die trim 
coaxing me now. I am her dialing Lydia agrin I She is quite shocked 
that I could imagine die over really intended to armt her bmom friend— 
and ah* Eas only to entreat me, as a firrour to hezsd^ to renew the hUlI 

* I s^ com mere, no mortal creature could reddit ! Timeaftertime 
Ihmlried to escape the temptrtion; and time after time the dreumdanoea 
drive me a gain. I stra gg ly no longer. The post that t ake s the 
letters to-night shall take my letter to Midwinter among the red. 

"To-night I If I give mysdf till to-night, something else may happen. 
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If I give myself till to-night, I may hesitate again. I'm weary of the 
torture of hesitating. I must and will hare relief in the present, oost 
what it may in the fixture. My letter to Midwinter will drive me mad if 
I eee it staring and staring at me in my desk any longer. I can post it 
in ten minutes 1 time — and I will ! 

“It is done. The first of the three steps that lead me to the end, is a 
step token. My mind is quieter — the letter is in the post. 

“ By to-morrow Midwinter will receive it. Before the end of the 
week, Armaddle must be publicly seen to leave Thorpe- Ambrose ; and I 
must be publicly seen to leave with him. 

44 Have I looked at the consequences of my marriage to Midwinter ? 
No 1 Do I know how to meet the obstacle of my husband, when the time 
comes which transforms me from the living Armadale’s wife, to the dead 
Armadale’B widow ? 

“ No 1 'When the time oomes, I must meet the obstacle as I best may. 
I am going blindfold then — so far as Midwinter is concerned — into this 
frightful risk ? Yes ; blindfold. Am I out of my senses ? Very likely. 
Or am I a little too fond of him to look the thing in the face ? I daiesay. 
Who cares? 

“ I won’t, I won’t, I won’t think of it 1 Haven’t I a will of my own? 
And can’t I think, if I like, of something else ? 

“Here is Mother Jezebel’s cringing letter. That is something 
else to think of. I’ll answer it. I am in a fine humour far writing 
to Mother Jezebel. 

Conclusion of Miss Qurilt's Letter to Mrs. OkUrshaw, 

44 .... . I told you, when I broke off, that I would wait before I finished 
this, and ask my Diaiy if I could safely tell yod what I have now got 
it in my mind to do. Well, I have asked ; and my Diary says, 4 Don’t 
tell her 1 9 Under these circumstances, I dose my letter— with my best 
excuses for leaving you in the dark. 

“ I shall probably be in London before long— and I may tell you by 
word of mouth what I don’t think it safe to write her* ** Mind, 1 make 
no promise ! It all depends on loMr I feel towards you at the time. I 
don’t doubt your discretion— but (under certain dreumstanoes) I am not 
so sure of your courage. “ L. G.” 

“P.S.— My best thanks for your permission to renew the'biH I 
decline profiting by the proposal. The money will be ready, when the 
money is due. I have a friend now in London who tfill pty it, if I Sak 
him. Do you wonder who the friend is? You will wonder at pneor 
two other things, Mrs. Oldershaw, before many weeks more art drer you* 
Kad and mine .’* 
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“Them is a certain productiveness,” says Aristotle, “in the families of 
men, as in the things that grow in the fields; and, sometimes, if the 
family be good, extraordinaiy men are for a certain time produced.” 
Other high authority might be quoted in support of this observation, 
which is not without its value to historians and biographers. But the 
truth is that genealogy has suffered at the hands of genealogists. Partly 

by their ignorance of the higher applications of which it is capable, 

partly by the falsities with which they have played into the hands of 
the fashionable reporter and the fashionable novelist, — they have lowered 
the credit of a study at once of much historical importance, and of much 
picturesque interest. Every now and then, however, some event occurs 
calling attention to the truths with which it is the proper business of 
genealogy to deal; and the recent death of Lord Palmerston had this, 
besides so many other points, of higher and more mournful significance. 
When everything else was being recorded of him, it was also recorded 
that he was the last male of his family, — a family of very ancient descent, 
and of high and long-continued intellectual distinction. The fact in 
itself touched the imagination of a people so keenly alive to the charm 
of tradition as the English. But those who from an old interest in such 
questions had become aware how essentially Palmerston was a child of 
his house — a Temple of the Temples, — naturally felt the weight of the fact 
more vividly : to them, his death was the fall of an old tree, of an old 
tower, a tree that would give no more fruit, a tower that would no more 
shelter human and intellectual life. Let us place ourselves for a little 
in the position of one of these moralising inquirers ; and see from what 
kind of stock the late Premier came, and how far its history justifies the 
old belief that every family, like every plant, has a life of its own, and a 
likeness running through all its leaves and flowers. 

Thanks in great measure to the kind of genealogists whom we have 
indicated in the sentence above, most family histories bqgin with a fable. 
The ancients made Plate descend from Neptune, Cesar from Venus, 
and Antony from Hercules, just as our own early chronicles derive Alfred 
from Woden. In modern times our inventions are on a humbler scale, 
but are equally destitute of historical truth. We fasten on to the Nor* 
fean baronage, families that rose by the Reformation; and de scen d a nt s 
of provincial aldermen, whose names betray a suspicious connection with 
the old sport of bull-bcuting, occasionally hold themselves up as wpreseU- 
tatives of the medieval chivalry. The Hamilton* are not content to 
have helped to put Bruce on the throne, they must needs be sprung from 
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the Bellomont Earls of Leicester. The Cavendishes are dissatisfied with 
Wolsey’s gentleman-usher, and lay* claim to be soions of the higher race 
of Gernon. It has been the fortune of the Temples to find themselves 
associated with one of the prettiest legends of the middle ages, which has 
formed the subject of one of the prettiest poems of our own time. They 
have been given out as coming from the stout old Earl Leofric, of 
the Confessor’s time, and his lady Godgifh or Godiva, who saved 
Coventry from a harsh impost by riding through the market-place 
glad only in her beautiful long hair. Leofric (who died in a. d. 1057) 
and his spouse are, of course, as really historical personages as the 
Confessor and Edith. And though the Godiva legend does not oocur 
in the Saxon Chronicle, in William of Malmesbury, or in Florence of 
Worcester, it is found in Brompton, who flourished in 1193,* less than a 
century and a half after the date of its heroine. Nor have we a right to 
doubt the truth of any story simply because there is a noble and daring 
poetry about it. But as regards the descent of the Temples from Leofrie 
and Godiva, that is a comparatively modern statement. Dugdale knew 
nothing of it, though he gives a full account of the earl’s real successors 
and family in his Jfyzronage, and much information about him, his wife, 
and their pious and generous doings, in his Warwickshire, An earlier 
writer, and more important for this special question than even Dugdale — 
a writer whose Leicestershire is said to have suggested Dugdale’s War - 
wkkshire — knew no more of the fact than he* We speak of William 
Burton, the elder brother of the author of the Anatomy of Melancholy , 
to whose curious mind his own bore a strong family resemblance. Burton 
was a Leicestershire squire himself, mid in speaking of the lands of 
u Temple ” in Sparkenhoe hundred, near Bosworth, from which the whole 
family of Temple derived ita name, thia is what he telle us : — u This land 
was granted by one of the old earls of Leicester to the Knights Templars. 
This land was afterwards granted by the Templars to a family of the 
place called Temple, being of great account in those parts." (Burton’s 
Leicestershire, p. 264). Burton, then, knew nothing of the Saxon origin 
of the fhmily ; and it is certain that in the famous Sir William Temple’s 
time they looked upon themselves as having “ come in with the Conquest." 
It is often loosely assumed that a family must be either Norman or Saxon, 
though Burgundians and Flemings, Angering and Poitevins, are found 
among the settlers in England in the stormy and adventurous ages during 
which the foundations cf its modem life were laid. To which of the various 
races struggling lor piece sad poi$er thefrdunder of the Temples belonged 
cannot now be knows- The earliest seines in the pedigj®% Befeert, 
William, and Henry, are those of Neman dukes sad sstwi^uir-rsxi 
indication which has sometimes been allowed to have snggesdv? value to 
tugh cases. At all events wi are safe in assuming that the man to whom 

* Wanderer, jb the next osatsey, adds a flight p te t nmq m tenefc to 3>mnptoa»i. 

ssj% md tf her, all bother very « kys agpamigto 
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the Templar* gave land, would have the qualities which the Order of the 
Temple held in honour ; and that he acquired his estate as his descen- 
dant acquired the premiership, by being superior to other rivals in the 
battle of life. 

Dismissing, then, the descent from Leofrio as frbulous and modern, 
and trusting to old writers and official pedgrees, we shall be content to 
derive the Temples from Bobertua Tempi! da Temple rai t living in the 
reign of Henry HI.— a date to which only something like's tenth part of the 
peerage can be satisfactorily traced. Robertos de Temple was succeeded 
by William, and by Henry flourishing in the reign of Edward I., whose 
marriage with Matilda, daughter of John Ribbesford, is the first that we 
find upon record. The five generations whioh followed allied themselves 
with Langley, Barwell, Dubemon, Bracebridge, and Kingscott,* and the 
family ranked among the oldest and most considerable of the Leicestershire 
gentiy. By siding, however, with Richard HI., they lost most of their 
estate. Soon after the Reformation what was left came into the possession 
of some other Temples from Staffordshire, carrying different coat-armour.f 
And, at last, they, too, sold both the lands and the hall, and though some 
prosperous cadets of the house — such as the celebrated Sir William and 
his father — were anxious to recover it, they never could. 

We must now turn our attention to those cadets, for it was among 
them that appeared the eminent men to whom the name owes its modem 
celebrity. During the reign of Henry VI., a younger son of Temple of 
Temple Hall, named Thomas, settled himself at Witney in Oxfordshire. 
In three generations his descendants had acquired land in Warwickshire, 
and in the sixteenth century his representative acquired Stowe in Buck- 
inghamshire. This was Peter Temple of Marston-Bofceler in Warwickshire 
and Stowe in Bucks, whose eldest son, John, was the ancestor of the 
Temples of Stowe, and his second, Anthony, of the Viscounts Palmerston. 
John lies buried at Derset, in Warwickshire, with the following quaint 
epitaph, testifying to his general felicity and opulence : — 


Cor liberos hie pianinos, 
Cur hie amicos plnrlmos, 
Et plnximaa peennias, 

Vis scire cm mliquarit? 
Tsmpkllus ad plans abut 


The son of prosperous gpnti flmftn was Sir Thomas Temple, of Stowe, 
the first baronet. The second and third baronets both sat for the town of 
Buckingham in the parliaments of the Charleses. The fourth— Sir 

Richard -fought under Mar lborough, and was created Baron OobhamJ 

in 1714, and, in 1718, Viscount Cobham, with re m ai nd e r to hia sister^ 


• Visitation of 
t Rfe those lid* 




HtfL MS 1180 . f Barton, 

adtseott from tfcscW Loris Cofafaaai of torn*, 
1818 . 
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H&rtef, wife of Bichard Grenville of Wooton. This is the Cobham of 
Pape's well-known lines : — 

And yon, brave Cobham, to the latest breath, 

Shall feel your ruling passion strong in death: 

Such in those moments as in all the past, 

Oh, save my country, Heaven ! shall be your last 

Lord Cobham died without issxfe in 1749, when his barony and viscounty 
involved on his sister, Hester Grenville, mother of the first Earl Temple, 
ancestress of the Dukes of Buckingham, and, what is of much more moral 
interest, grandmother of William Pitt. If, again to quote Aristotle, “ the 
having had many illustrious persons in the family ” is a necessary mark of 
nobilily, then this is an honour in which the Temples excel houses of much 
higher pretension. 

t While the Temple tree planted in Stowe was thus flourishing like 
a green bay-tree, the branch sprang from Anthony, younger son of Peter 
Temple, first of Stowe, had acquired a less splendid position but a more 
brilliant name. Anthony’s son William, bred at Eton and Fellow of 
King's College, Cambridge, became, in the first half of Elizabeth's reign, 
master of the free school at Lincoln. A Latin essay on a philosophical 
subject which he dedicated, in 1581, to Sir Philip Sydney, won the 
admiration of that last rose of the summer of chivalry, who took Temple 
into his employment os a secretary, and into his intimacy as a friend. 
Sir Philip died in his arms at Arnheim, and dying commended him to the 
Earl of Essex, besides leaving bim by will an annuity of thirty pounds. 
The friend of Sydney became the friend of Devereux, and having lost one 
patron on the field lost another on the scaffold. After the death of Essex, 
Temple went to seek his fortunes in Ireland. He became Provost pf Dublin 
College, which he represented in the Irish Parliament in 1618. He was 
afterwards a Master in Chancery, and a knight, and he died at an advanoed 
age in 1625. From this Sir William Temple, the first of the family con- 
nected with Ireland, the late Lord Palmerston was sixth in desoent. As a 
Homan would have said, he was the Premier's tritavus, — a word which we 
should have to render in English by great-great-great-greai-grandfather 1 1 
By his wife, a Derbyshire woman, William left a son who became Sir John 
Temple, and who sustained the intellectual reputation which the family had 
begun to acquire. He was educated under his fefcher at Dublin. He travelled 
in his youth. He had aooess to the court of Charles the First, and to the 
greatest personages of the time, and he continued the family friendship with 
the Sydneys. Sir Philip's nephew, Bobert Sydney, was now second Earl 
of Leicester, 41 a man of great parts," says Lord Clarendon! • very con- 
versant in books, and much addicted to the mathematics. 5 ’ In the 
Sydney Papers we find the countess Writing to her husband (▲£, 1680) 
cf*Sfr John Temple, who i» inquisitive in all qfair% and much your 
•errant” There were tender associations between Temple and the ewTa 
family. Jjir John had married Esther Hammond, a sitter *ftfr.H*mneUd 
fbe celebrated divide. The doctor held the living of Pensharst, and At 
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Penshurat ‘Temple lost his wife. « Your Penahurst,” Temple writes to the 
earl in 1 688, “was the place where God saw fitt to take from me the 
desire of mine eyes and the most sweet companion of my life ; a place that 
must never be forgotten by me, not only in regard of those blessed ashes that 
ly now treasured up there, and my desire that by your lordship's favour, 
cumfatalia et mens dies venerit, I may return 6c that dust, but in respect also 
of the extraordinary civilities I then received from your incomparable 
lady.” He goes on to show how tenderly Lady Leicester (a Percy, and 
the mother of Algernon Sydney) had behaved at this great crisis, which 
all readers of her letters will readily believe. Sir John Temple also 
writes to the earl from Berwick, where he had accompanied the Court 
when the king was marching against and negotiating with the Scots ; and 
on another occasion urges him to try for the Secretaryship of State, 
likely to be vaoated by the resignation of Sir John Coke. (( And further 
give me leave,” writes he, “ to tell your lordship that I think this the 
proper time to move in, and that 1 find such stirring now at Court, as I 
apprehend him not long-lived in his place. So as if you neglect now to 
stir, you will have some evil angel take the opportunity while the watere are 
troubled to help in some stigmatick or otherwise infirm person." There is 
a touch of the family wit as of the family shrewdness here ; but 
Sir John Temple found an opportunity of showing still higher qualities. 
The Earl of Leicester wont to Ireland as lord-lieutenant, and appointed 
Temple (who was knighted in 1640) to an important post A heavy 
responsibility, to which he was not unequal, fell upon him when the 
rebellion broke out. Afterwards, when Leicester was succeeded by 
Ormond, Temple was imprisoned for opposing the cessation which 
Ormond was commanded to make with the rebels. This attracted the 
favourable attention of the Parliament to him, and in 1644 he was 
exchanged, and made a commissioner in Munster. Never an extreme 
man however, he was dismissed for voting that the king’s proposals from 
the laid of Wight were sufficient grounds for peace. Later, he was both 
employed and rewarded by Cromwell, but that did not hinder him from 
prospering under the Restoration. He was Master of the Rolls, privy 
councillor, treasurer, and enjoyed an opulent, and, we are expressly told, 
“hospitable” old age. He died in 1677. Sir John Temple, besides being 
a politician, was the author of a History of the Irish HebeUion, It has 
always received the praise of veracity, and one cannot look into it without 
seeing that the writer was a scholar and a man of sense. What is worthy of 
notice also, is, that it is written strictly from the point of view of an English* 
mao, dud of an En glishman who had no gTeat respect for the Irish race. 

The eldest son of Sir John Temple and Est h er H a mmond was the 
Amxous Sir Wil liam Temple, who continued to be the most widely-koowa 
nwp that ever bore the ancient name till the days of the third find 
Palmerston. Bom in London in 1628 , he was educated at Penahurst, ah 
Bishop Stor tfapL and at Cambridge under Cndworth, and then tot out to 
travel on the Continent. In peering through the We of Wight, where fth* 



7U 


THE FAMILY OT TEMPLE, 


km then imprisoned, he made the acquaintance of Dorothy Osborne, 
the daughter of Sir Peter Osfeqme, governor of Guernsey for hie Majesty. 
The youth’s Esther mas in the Long Parliament ; the young lacfy’s fhther 
was a cavalier. Sir John desired a greater match for his son; Sir Peter 
desired a gre a t er match for his daughter ; and their engagement, opposed 
on both aider, lasted for seven years. During part of this time, William 
Temple lived in Fiance, where he mastered the French, and in the Low 
Countries and Germany, where he mastered the Spanish language. He 
Was married at last m 1654, and took up his abode with his affectionate 
and sprightly Dorothy in Ireland. His head-quarters were in the oounty 
of Carlow, where he lived on a moderate income, and spent much of his 
time in reading, and doubtless in forming that graceful and pleasant style 
which entitles him to rank among the founders of polite English prose. 
Happy m his marriage, he was most unfortunate in the health of his 
children, five of whom died in as many years. The Bestoration brought 
Temple into public life. When an Irish Parliament was called, he was 
chosen with his father for the county of Carlow, and soon attracting 
the attention of the new lord-lieutenant, the Duke of Ormond, was 
introduced by him to the powe rf ul minister, Lord Arlington. His first 
employment arose out of the first of the Dutch wars of this reign, when 
he was sent to negotiate with our ally the Bishop of Munster. His 
access brought him a baronetcy and the post of Resident at Brussels, in 
which city be was when in 1667 the French invaded Flanders. The 
power of Lewis now began to alarm Europe. Charles H. had not yet 
become quite his tool ; and Temple was sent to the Hague to conclude 
with Sweden and Holland the great negotiation known as the Triple 
Alliance, which gave a check to the French plana. He now became 
wmbwMador at the Hague, and made the friendship of De Witt and of the 
young Prince of Orange. He remained there till French intrigues had 
reversed the English policy, and driven us into a war with our recent and 
most natural ally. Temple at once retired to hie house at Sheen, hie 
gardens, and hia books, and employed himself in writing hie excellent 
Q i mva&m on the Untied Provinces, which the Dutch still cherish and 
make a student's text-book, after the author's countrymen hsnre cessed to 
road it. From this r etreat he waa summoned in the autumn of 1678 to 
oonelude m peace with Holland ; and next year went there again ae 
ambama dor extraordinary to mediate for a general peace, which after 
much delay ms breast about by the toast y of Jftastgueu. It was at 
thia period, too, that ho tech an imp o r tant part in ringing about the 
marriage of the Prince of Ooaugegifothn Prin sma IjaayyVbioi had wmh 

^rSTImth. puhito Bfo ef Sur William Temple had been eto 
the who* eminently ancocmfuL He had conducted negotjutiona of fo» 

rank of i€nlwristo> Bn had wan the art to m and eonfidenee of fob 
p e ri l * ti pk mm m fo Europe. Hi» ^ isbin^r wu r^ odjr fc*f, 
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but pure ?. hi* private character undeniably, and for that age, even* 
singularly respectable. He might have been expected to have risen a few 
grades more, and to have left the name of a minister inferior in parte to 
none, superior in character to all of the ministers his contempomriaa. 
But he had now culminated. The stormiest part of Charles H.’s reign 
had come, and he fthranh from the helm. He was elected to Parliament 
for the University of Cambridge, and he did nothing in Parliament. He 
invented a scheme for a new constitution of the Council, which would 


not work, and soon found that his colleagues were tired of him, and that 
the fcfag was content he should go. Accordingly he retired once more, 
sick of the worry of public affairs, to the country, and fixed his residence 
at Moor Park, near Farnham, in Surrey. “ I had learned,” he says, “by 
living long in Courts and public a&irs, that I was fit to live no longer in 
either. I found the arts of a Court were contrary to the frankness and 
openness of my nature, and the constraint of public business too great for 
the liberty of my humour and my life. The common and proper ends 
of both are the advancement of men’s fortunes, and that I never min d e d, 

having as much as I needed, and what is more, as I desired 

I knew very well the arts of a Court ore to talk the present language, to 
serve the present turn, and to follow the present humour of the 
prince, whatever it is. Of all these I found myself so incapable 
that I could not talk a language I did not mean, nor serve a turn 
I did not like, nor follow any man’s humour wholly against my 
own. Besides, I have had in twenty years’ experience enough of the 
uncertainty of princes, the caprices of fortune, the corruption o “““ » 

the violence of factions, the unsteadiness of councils, and the infidehty of 
friends; nor do I think the rest of my life enough to make ™ 
experiments.”* There is a deep tinge of 
characteristic of Temple, and a right understanding of 
if we would do him justice. His professed love of 
independence was no pretence. It can be proven . ^ 

hoJst and patriotic public man than- most of ha 
that he declined offices which would have pu * withdrawal 

tile kingdom. Tet, if philosophy went lor ^ oonadow 

turn pcUdc< » AS. » srr 

unfitness to meet the Essexes, Halifexes, » ^ • ftwwri 

weapona which were atone of any ^ onion of mow than 

The distinctive ithos of the Temples baa letten. with mow than 

usual of the kind of talent which makes menrf lettrn, 

usual of (ho kind of talent which =_ n& . air WiHUm, too, 

of Base* began with 1*^/ ^^nt wSV ^ 

prospered iTsfi, and liked ,Sd.»L»aA 

literary genius than any other fcthsr, fcr mstaany- 

torger share of seUritiveneta, and «d no^ ^ him** 

take heartily to the rough work of to towon, / _ 
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successfully through its trials. He loved the retirement of which he 
tatted eo much, sincerely, but not enough ; and had a hankering after the 
great world of action that he had quitted, which was often too strong not 
only for his philosophy, but (through its action on his temper) for the 
comfort of those who lived with him ; as Swift in his youth experienced. 
41 He had an extraordinary life and spirit in his humour/’ says his sister, 
Lady Giftrd, “ with so agreeable turns of wit and fancy in his conver- 
sation, that nobody was welcomer in all sorts of company, and some have 
ob serv ed, that he never had a mind to make anybody kind to him , without 
compassing his designs But the same superior and sensible woman, while 
again describing his “humour” as “gay,” adds that it was “very 
unequal, from cruel fits of spleen and melanoholy ; ” the philosopher 
being, it seems, “subject to great damps from the sudden changes of 

r her, but chiefly from the crosses and surprising turns in his business, 
disappointments he met with so often in his endeavours to contribute 
to the honour and service of his country, which he thought himself two 
or three times so near compassing, that he could not think with patience 
of what had hindered it, or of those that he thought had beta the occasion 
of his disappointment.” In short he was only half happy in his own 
ideally happy life. He loved to think that he was enjoying the intellectual 
Horatian calm. He translated the Tyrrhene regum progenies , and called 
on Maecenas to— 

Leave fulsome palaces for awhile, and come 
~ From stately palaces that tower so high. 

And spread so far; the dost and business fly, 

The smoke and noise of mighty Borne, 

And cares that on embroidered carpets lie. 

But his secret and, probably, half unconscious wish was to be Horace and 
Msecenas both in one. He liked to feel that he was enjoying the air from 
the Sabine Hills and the fresh commulflon with the Bages of Greeoe, the 
rather that the pleasure was a pleasure of which only wise men are 
capable. But he had also a stroqg, unquiet longing for the Palatine, gn 
uneasy desire to be keeping the Parthians in order, and making his voice 
heard amidst the snows of the Tanais. No man so divided in feeling and 
haunted by so many diautisfied regrets, could be quite happy in the 
pleasantest retreat And, whether at Sheen or Moor Park, the retreat of 
Temple was eminently pleasant. His orange-trees were only rivalled at 
Fontainebleau and in one spot of Holland; his peaches — by the admission 
of Frenchmen*— equalled those of Gaseanyj and Italians- agreed that at 
least his white figs bore comparison with any produced on the sooth of the 
Alps.* His garden at Moor Park was bounded by * cansK in the Patch 
fashion, which had the double merit of pleasing his eye and ree&ing the 
days of Pe Witt and the Triple Alliance. But, in spite of ell this, end of 
hi* lettered recreation, which was a higher kind of gardening in its Way, 
and of the love ajad affection of sister and wife, a sly east wind or a 
provoking ieooUtatSon of ArHngton’a treachery would poison everything 

* Tam pWi Es k ty qpsa dbs Qas d me pfE/Scmm, or ef Omr dmim g, 
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for him for^ajTB. Then he was very subject to the gout, which had coma 
to him, he tells us,-“ from many ancestors,” and which feU upon him at 
the Hague when he was on his lost mission. At first he found great relief 
from moxa, an Indian moss recommended to him by a Dutch gentleman, 
and which uaed to be burnt against the part affected. But the disease 
recurred through life, and, helped by M the spleen,” caused Sir ‘William 
many a sad hour. “ Don’t you remember,” Swift writes to Stella, « how 
I used to be in pain when Sir William Temple would look cold and out of 
humour for three or four days, and I used to suspect a hundred reasons ? 
I have plucked up my spirits since then, faith ; he spoiled a fine gentle* 
man.” Temple had, indeed, some of the most disagreeable features of “ a 
disappointed man * in his old age, and, of all human beings, Swift was the 
one to whom such a contact was most pernicious. Yet — not to overlook 
the great intellectual benefit that Swift derived from his residence with 
Temple, so justly pointed out by Lord Macaulay — it is further Batisfactoiy 
to remember that the last years of their intercourse were happier than the 
first. Temple must have come to see Swift’s merit before he introduced 
him to King William (of whom the dean UBed to tell that he taught him 
to cut asparagus in the Dutch fashion), and before he committed to him 
the charge of his literary remains. 

The works of Sir William Temple are little read now-a-days, a neglect 
which he shares with greater men. Upon the whole both Macaulay and 
Thackeray have lowered his reputation too far in the eyes of the great 
multitude which never looks into such questions for itself. His learning 
was superficial ; his style has become old-fashioned ; and few take the 
trouble to examine the merits of a prose, which, written before the days of 
Addison or Steele, combines much of the dignity of Clarendon with much of 
the ease of Dryden. Those who do will be amused to find here and there, 
among other qualities, the shrewd worldly philosophy and common-sense, 
the airy social jocosity, with which England was so familiar from the lips of 
the other Temple who haB just joined Sir William in the Abbey. The follow- 
ing passages from Sir William’s chapter on the religion of the Netherlands 
anticipate all the now hacknied philosophy of toleration, and have points 
which Lord Palmerston might have pricked into some ignorant Scotch pres- 
bytery, resisting his counsel to them not to encourage cholera by dirt with 
the intention of averting it by sham fasting and ungrammatical prayer:— 

Now the way to onr future happiness has been perpetually disputed throughout 
the world, and most be left at last to the impressions made upon every man’s b e lief 
and conscience, either by natural or supernatural arguments end means, which inpne> 
Sion* men may or dissemble, but no men can resist. For belief is no sues la 

a mafu power then hie statute or his feature j and he that tells me I must change my 
opinions for hh, w ith out other arguments that hare to me the fore* of conviction, 
may ag well tell me 1 must change my grey eyes for others like his tbatareMhck, 
because these are lovelier or more in esteem. He that tells me I must inform nged^ 
has meson if I do it not But if I endeavour it all that I can, end periiapi mom matt 
he ever did, and yet stffitffir from him i end he, it .«y b* is idt* wffi hm 
study on, and inform myself better, and so to the endofmy H&i then! easily 
ttedcMbfad whet he means fay iwfeg wfag, which Is in short that I mail do it tUI f 
oome to be of Ua opinion. k . . . Asm® Art telle me my eftakam *» M 



the gAfflur of 


m 


or rtiUjfrn^ impertinent «r weuomble, because they differ from his, neat to 
int en d a quarrel instead of a dispute, and calls me fool or madman with a litpe mom 
aiiwpxtoiii n» though perhaps I pan for one as well in my sense aa he. . . « . . 
Yet than are the common dvfiitiea, in religions alignments, of sufficient and conceited 
man, who talk nmeh d! right reason, and mean always their own, and make their 
private imagination toe measure of general troth. Bat snob language determines all 
between ns, and the dispute comes to an end in these words at last, which it might as 
well have ended in at Amt, that he is in the right, and I am in the wrong. . . . . 

Nor ootid I even understand how those who call themselves, and the world 
anally crib, retigumt mm, come to pot to great weight upon those prints of belief 
whfc&men never have agreed in, and so little upon those of virtue and morality in 
withfc they have hardly ever disagreed.* 

The form of sooh pamages as them is rid-fiahioaed. But the spirit is 
essentially modem, and to the same spirit of critical, bat not irreverent 
cowman-sense, which made Lord Palmerston for a long time peculiarly 
distasteful to fanatics. Sir William Temple, in oonaequence of such 
t^pting, and of hto disposition for handling such questions in the tone of a 
man of the world, was called an u Epicurean, 11 — a title which was bestowed 
in ks bad acceptation, but which he was quite oontent to bear, and indeed 
assumed to himself, in its good one. 

The last years of Sir William Temple were disturbed by family losses 
and bodily infirmity. He long survived a beloved daughter. His only 
son died before him. His wife died in 1694. The natural toughness of 
the stock carried him on to hto seventieth, a a it had hto father to his 
•eventy-aeventh year, and the end came in 1698. He was buried in 
Westminster Abbey, according to the subjoined directions in hto will >— 

1 do order my body to be int erred in the West He of Westminster Abbey, near 
those two dear pledgee, my wife and my daughter Diana, teat lye them already, and 
that after mine and my lister GifEard’s decease, a large atone of black marble may be 
setup agaimt the wall, wife this inscription 


pnaonumi fujjb, 
oozrjuwonssncui coujuai, 


Lady QhBfard died in 1729, when the monument was placed where Temple 
fagd derived. 

The aon who died in Temple 1 * life-time had married a French lady, by 
whom he left two daughters, one of whom became the wife of her cousin, 
a aon of Sir John Temple, and the other of Bacon of Shrubland in 
SuSbQc. Both lines failed between Sir William’s age, and our own ; and 
he was represented by the late Lord Palmerston, a Unci demandant of Ida 
ytmnget brother.! 

This younger brother was Sir John Temple, who to spoken of as 


* OtosoMfMM swap Wtad Jtomfecwqf «to Jftfterfeufttcap. S. 
t Cmttoyblfoiwu^iSr 1 WSBam Tmpk* OtfoQamftfenotombaitoa% 
to * paper lUfieifel* to tome «nt osoiy Ttoapla feat any pentidy eririb bat only rift 
*fim frrsa TrhVfli dtofeydfesd meg terra cmae . 
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f * the best lawyer m Ireland; 1 He sat for Carlow, was Speaker of the 
Irish House of Commons before he waa thirty, and was long first solicitor 
and then attorney-general in the sister kingdom. It was to him that 
Archbishop Sheldon paid what has justly been called, for an archbishop, 
the “ singular compliment 11 that “ he had the curse of the Gospel, because 
all men spoke well of him. 11 What we know of him shows that he had the 
talent and the personal popularity of his line His wife was the daughter 
of Sir Abraham Tamer, muster- master-general for Ireland. He died in 
East Sheen, Surrey, in 1704. 

To Sir John sucoeeded fiis son Henry, created Viscount Palmer ston 
in 1722. In the preamble to his patent he is Baid to be oome of illustrious 
ancestors ; and it is added that his grandfather and father had discharged 
public duties in Ireland with fidelity, prudence, and abstinence — “pra- 
claris ortum majoribus ,” “ avue et pater muneribua in Hibernia publicie fide , 
prudentia et dbetinenUa jvneti sunt'' His wife was Anne, daughter of 
Abraham Houblon of London,— the Temple marriages being nearly always, 
it is worth remarking, with Englishwomen, and with Englishwomen of 
the middle dags. The first viscount sat in Parliament for East Grinstead 


from 1727 to 1732 ; for Bosainey in 1734 ; for Weobley in 1741. His 
life was prolonged till the year 1757, when he died at Chelsea at the 
great age of eighty-four. He was succeeded by his grandson, the second 
viscount, — his son Henry having died before him, leaving an heir by bis 
second wife, the daughter of Barnard, Lord Mayor of London. 

The second viscount, father to the late Prime Minister, seems to have 
been a true Temple of tbe lighter and gayer Temple pattern. There are 
different kinds of family likenesses ; in some men the graver and solider, 
in others, the more brilliant aspects of the line are reproduced. Lord 
Palmerston was in the Admiralty from 1766 to 1777. But during the 
greater part of that period our Navy had little to do the doing of which 
could be much affected by Admiralty administration. And at the end of 
it, each events as Sir Peter Parker’s failure before Charleston (July, 1776), 


were not calculated to throw a glorious light an the government under 
which they bad been undertaken. Horace Walpole, writing to M as on in 
1778, quotes, with much applause, a little sketch of Lord Palmerston, by 
Tickell, the grandson of Addison’s friend* and a wit of that period of real 
merit. a Lord Palmerston,” atys Walpole, citing Tickell, u fineer§ (what an 
admirable word) rebuses and charades with chips of poetry ; when 
Lord of the Admiralty, like Arid, wrecked navies with a «*8£~*°** 
that is an excellent application.” He is elsewhere mentioned byWajpetai 
as a patron of art; as a writer of verses sometimes good, eoamtfr nm had; 
aa a mm I at Ttohaan Beauderk’a, talking loud in the presence of Gam*, 
Burke, ud Gfbton; as a dSUtmtt of rank, in feot, with tain# mcmgfi 
to admire brains, bat not enough to be di ^ i ng nU tm d for them. A fp mtor 
end an honester man than Walpole Mam* howaow^ tohmWuAVm. 
"On. Tuesday,” writes Johnson to Boswrii, in Jafri 1788, m I *acfc an 
• An4aaat«f»alranditha«»-» i * Bw t» # * Jlniosha*. 
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airing to Hampstead, and dined with The Club, where Lord Palmerston was 
proposed, and against mg advice rejected.”* But, indeed, no competent 
judge will deny the possession of superior talent, nay of a fine and delicate 
kind of talent, to the author of the following : — 

Ikscuptitb Vebsss writhe bt a Gentlbicak whose Last died at 
Bbzstol Wells. 

Whoe’er, like me, with trembling anguish brings, / 

His heart’s whole treasure to fair Bristol's springs j 
Whoe'er, like me, to soothe disease^ and pain, 

Shall poor these saintary waves in vain \ 

Condemned like me to hear the faint reply, 

To mark the fading cheek, the sinking eye, 

From the chill brow to wipe the damp of death, 

And watch with dnmb despair the shortening breath ; 

If chance direct him to this artless line, 

Let the sad mourner know his grieft were mine. 

Ordained to lose the partner of my breast, 

Whose beauty warmed me, and whose friendship bldkt. 

Framed every tie that binds the soul to prove, 

Her duly friendship, and her friendship love. 

Yet soon remembering that the parting sigh, 

Ordains the just to slumber, not to die, 

The storting tear I checked, I kissed the rod, 

And not to earth resigned her, but to God.f 

The second Viscount Palmerston was twice married. His first wife, 
a daughter of Sir Francis Poole, of Poole, in Cheshire, died leaving no 
issue in 1769. He married again at Bath in 1788, Miss Mary Mee v 
described as daughter of Benjamin Mee, Esq., of that city, who was 
mother of the statesman just dead. The second viscount died in Hanover 
Square in 1809, when little more than aizty years of age. 

It is no part of out present plan to write the biography, or discuss 
the career, of the third Viscount PalmerBton so recently taken away. 
To us, for our immediate purposes, he is neither a Whig nor a Tory, 
but a Temple,— 11 the last fruit off an old tree,” as Mr. Landor called 
his latest book-— the final product of a race of English gentry. We have 
sketched the persons and fortunes of his house, to show that the kind of 
strength, and sagacity, liveliness of mind, and felicity of temperament, 
which made his success, were really the sources of the success of his 
ancestry ; and that, if he was emphatically English, it was by dint of 
being in his own<person a bit of English history. The lesson of such a 
narrative will not be useless, if it helps to show how subtly one age 
connects itself with another, and repeats itself in another; and how often 
what we are apt to think the most characteristic men and things of our 
own time, spring from roots deeply embedded in the past. 


* He was elected afterwards, aa Boswell tellato. 

t First printed to the Gentleman's Magazine for May, 1777. The question of 
Lend Paltoentou’a authorship having ’been mooted in Notes and Queries, the lines 
were assigned to him, ” on the beat authority/’ by Hr. Wilson Croker. 




